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INTRODUCTORY  NOTE 

RoBDtT  Buaxs  was  bom  near  Ayr,  Scotland,  siih  of  JaKuary, 
^7S9-  ff^  ^PM  the  son  of  William  Burnes,  or  Burness,  at  the  time 
cf  th*  foefs  birth  a  nurseryman  on  the  banks  of  the  Boon  in 
Ayrshirt.  Hit  father,  though  alwayii  extremely  poor,  attempted 
to  twe  kis  children  a  fair  edttcation.  and  Robert,  who  was  the 
eldest,  aent  to  school  for  three  years  in  a  neighboring  village, 
a»d  later,  for  shorter  periods,  to  three  other  schools  in  the 
ncimity.  But  it  was  to  his  father  and  to  his  own  reading  that  he 
twed  ike  more  important  part  of  his  education;  and  by  the  time 
tkat  he  had  reached  manhood  he  had  o  good  knowledge  of  £»• 
^ish,  a  reading  knowledge  of  French,  and  a  fairly  tidde  acqitaint- 
e*ee  with  the  masterpieces  of  English  literature  from  the  time 
of  Shakespeare  to  his  own  day.  In  ij66  William  Burttess  rented 
ON  harrowed  money  the  farm  of  Mount  Oliphant,  and  in  taking 
tit  thare  in  the  effort  to  make  this  undertaking  succeed,  the 
future  poet  seems  to  have  seriously  overstrained  his  physique. 
I»  tTTt  the  family  moved  to  Lochlea,  and  Burns  went  to  the 
neighboring  town  of  In-ine  to  learn  fiaS'drcssing.  The  only  re- 
sult of  this  experiment,  however^  was  the  formation  of  an  ac- 
qu»nltt»ce  with  a  dissipated  sailor,  whom  he  afterward  blomed 
at  the  prompter  of  his  first  licentious  adventures.  His  father 
&d  im  !7&i.  and  with  his  brother  Gilbert  the  poet  rented  the 
farm  of  Mossgiel:  but  this  venture  was  as  unsuccessful  as  the 
ethers.  He  had  meantime  formed  an  irregular  intimacy  with 
Jean  Armour,  for  which  he  was  censured  by  the  Kirk-session. 
As  a  result  of  his  farming  misfortunes,  and  the  attempts  of  his 
fatherAm-lmil  to  overthrow  his  irregular  marriage  with  Jean,  He 
resohed  to  emigrate:  and  in  order  to  raise  money  for  the  passage 
ht  pmblisked  {Kilmarnock,  ij86)  a  volume  of  the  poems  whick 
he  had  been  composing  from  time  to  time  for  some  years.  This 
volum*  was  unexpectedly  successful,  so  that,  instead  of  sailing 
for  the  West  Indies,  he  went  up  to  Edinburgh,  and  during  tliat 
icinler  he  was  the  chief  literary  celebrity  of  the  season.  An  en- 
larged edition  of  his  poems  was  published  there  in  X?8T.  and  the 
moufy  derived  from  this  enabled  him  to  aid  his  brother  in  Moss- 
\  giel,  and  to  lake  and  stock  for  himself  the  farm  of  Ellisland  m 
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^Dumfriesshire.  His  fame  as  a  poet  had  reconciled  the  Armours 
to  the  coHncclion,  and  having  now  regularly  married  Jean,  ht 
brought  ker  to  Etlisland,  and  once  more  tried  farming  for  three 
years.  ContlnHed  itt-success,  however,  led  him,  in  ijgi,  to  aban- 
don Eilisland,  and  he  moved  to  Dumfries,  where  he  had  obtained 
a  position  in  the  Excise.  But  he  tvas  now  thoroughly  discour- 
aged; his  work  xvas  mere  drudgery;  kis  tendency  to  lake  his 
relaxation  in  debauchery  increased  the  weakness  of  a  constitution 
early  undermined;  and  lie  died  at  Dumfries  in  his  tkirty-eightk 
year. 

It  is  not  necessary  here  to  attempt  to  disentangle  or  explain 
away  the  numerous  amours  in  which  he  was  engaged  through  the 
greater  part  of  his  life.  It  is  evident  that  Burns  was  a  man  of 
extremely  passionate  nature  and  fond  of  conviviality;  and  the 
misfortunes  of  his  lot  combined  with  his  natural  tendencies  to 
drive  him  to  frequent  excesses  of  self-indulgence.  He  was  often 
remorseful,  and  he  strove  painfully,  if  intermittently,  after  better 
things.  But  the  story  of  his  life  must  be  admitted  to  be  in  its 
externals  a  painful  and  somewhat  sordid  chronicle.  That  \t  con- 
tained, howe^'er,  many  moments  of  joy  and  exaltation  is  proved 
by  the  poems  here  printed. 

Burns's  poetry  falls  into  two  main  groups:  English  and  Scot' 
tish.  His  English  poems  are.  for  the  most  part,  inferior  speci- 
mens of  convent ional  eighteenth-century  verse.  But  in  Scottish 
poetry  he  achieved  triumphs  of  a  qutte  extraordinary  kind.  Since 
the  time  of  the  Reformation  and  the  union  of  the  crowns  of  Eng- 
land and  Scotland,  the  Scots  dialect  had  largely  fallen  into  disuse 
as  a  medium  for  digniHed  writing.  Shortly  before  Bums's  time, 
however,  Allan  Ramsay  and  Robert  Fergusson  had  been  the  lead- 
ing figures  in  a  revival  of  the  vernacular,  and  Burns  received 
from  them  a  national  tradition  which  he  succeeded  in  carrying  to 
its  highest  pitch,  becoming  thereby,  to  an  almost  unique  degree, 
the  poet  of  Air  people. 

He  first  showed  complete  mastery  of  verse  in  the  field  of  satire. 
In  "The  Twa  Herds,"  "Holy  IVitlie's  Prayer,"  "Address  to 
the  Unco  Cuid,"  "The  Holy  Fair,"  and  others,  he  manifested  sym- 
pathy with  the  protest  of  the  so-called  "New  Light"  party,  which 
had  sprung  up  in  opposition  to  the  extreme  Calvinism  and  intol- 
erance of  the  dominant  "Auld  Lichts."  The  fact  that  Bums  had 
personally  suffered  from  tk*  discipline  of  the  Kirk  probably 


INTRODUCTORY  NOTB  17 

sidti  Urt  to  his  attacks,  but  the  satires  show  more  than  personal 

animus.    The  force  of  the  invective,  the  keenness  of  the  wit,  and 

tkt  fervor  of  the  imagination  which  they  displayed,  rendered 

them  Bd  important  force  in  the  theological  liberation  of  Scotland. 

The  Kitmamcck  volume  contained,  besides  satire,  a  number  of 

foems  like  "The  Twa  Dog^'  and  "The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night," 

which  are  vividly  descriptive  of  the  Scots  peasant  life  -with  vihich 

ke  mw  most  familiar;  and  a  group  like  "Puir  Mailie"  and  "To  a 

iloute,"  which,  in  the  tenderness  of  their  treatment  of  animals, 

mealed  one  of  the  most  attractive  sides  of  Bums's  personality. 

Many  of  his  poems  were  never  printed  during  his  lifetime,  the 

most  remarkable  of  these  being  "The  Jolly  Beggars,"  a  piece  in 

which,  by  the  intensity  of  his  imaginative  sympathy  and  the  bril- 

U&nce  of  his  technique,  he  renders  a  picture  of  the  lowest  dregs 

ef  society  in  such  a  way  as  to  raise  it  into  the  realm  of  great 

poetry. 

But  the  real  national  importance  of  Bums  is  due  chiefly  to  his 
tongs.  The  Puritan  austerity  of  the  centuries  following  the 
Reformation  had  discouraged  secular  music,  like  other  forms  of 
art,  M  Scotland;  and  as  a  result  Scottish  song  had  become  hope- 
iessly  degraded  in  point  both  of  decency  and  literary  quality. 
From  youth  Bums  had  been  interested  in  collecting  the  frag- 
aunts  he  had  heard  sung  or  found  printed,  and  he  came  to  regard 
the  rescuing  of  this  almost  lost  ttational  inheritance  in  the  light 
of  m  wcaliffrt.  About  his  song-making,  two  points  are  especially 
noteworthy:  first,  that  the  greater  number  of  his  lyrics  sprang 
from  actual  emotional  experiences;  second,  that  almost  all  were 
composed  to  old  melodies.  While  in  Edinburgh  he  undertook  to 
tufpfy  material  for  Johnson's  "Musical  Museum"  and  as  few  of 
tkt  tfmditional  songs  could  appear  in  a  respectable  collection, 
Bmrns  found  it  necessary  to  make  them  over.  Sometimes  he  kept 
«  sianxa  or  two;  sometimes  only  a  line  or  chorus;  sometimes 
merely  the  name  of  the  air;  the  rest  was  his  own.  His  method, 
as  ke  has  told  us  himself,  teas  to  become  familiar  with  the  tradi' 
tional  melody,  to  catch  a  suggestion  from  some  fragment  of  the 
old  song,  to  Us  upon  an  idea  or  situation  for  the  new  poem;  then, 
hamming  or  whistling  the  tune  as  he  went  about  his  work,  he 
wrought  out  the  new  verses,  going  into  the  house  to  write  them 
dewm  when  the  inspiration  oegan  to  Hag.  In  this  process  is  to 
be  found  the  explanation  of  much  cf  the  peculiar  quality  of  tkt 
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*0»g*  of  Bums.  Scarcely  any  kncmm  auth/tr  has  snceatdtd  m 
brilUaittty  in  combiiung  his  work  toith  folk  mttttrial,  or  in  cany- 
iHg  o»  with  such  continuity  of  spirit  tht  tradition  of  popular  song. 
For  George  Thomsotfs  collection  of  Scottish  airs  he  performed  a 
function  simUor  to  that  which  he  had  had  in  the  "Museum';  and 
his  poetical  acttvity  during  th*  last  eight  or  nine  years  of  Mr  Ufe 
was  ehisHy  devoted  to  these  two  puUications.  In  spite  of  At 
fact  that  he  was  constantly  in  severe  itnancial  straits,  he  refused 
to  accept  any  recompense  for  this  work,  preferring  to  regard  it 
as  a  patriotic  service:  And  it  was,  indeed,  a  patriotic  service  of 
no  smalt  magnitude.  By  birth  and  temperament  he  was  singu- 
larly ilited  for  the  task,  and  this  fitness  is  proved  by  the  unique 
extent  to  vAieh  his  productions  were  accepted  by  his  eountrymtm, 
md  have  passed  into  tht  Ufe  and  fteUng  of  hit  raet. 


POEMS    AND    SONGS 

SONG— HANDSOME  NELL* 
T*tie—"l  am  m  ni«Ji  ynmarried.*' 

OONCE  I  lov'd  a  bonis  lass. 
Ay,  and  I  love  her  still ; 
And  whilst  that  virtue  w-arms  ray  breast, 
ni  love  my  handsome  Nell. 

As  bonte  lasses  I  hae  seen, 

And  mony  full  as  braw; 
But,  for  a  modest  gracefu'  meio. 

The  like  I  never  saw. 

'A  bonle  lass,  I  will  confess. 

Is  pleasant  to  the  e'e; 
But.  without  some  better  qualities, 

She's  no  a  lass  for  me. 

Btit  Nelly's  looks  are  blythe  and  sweet. 

And  what  is  best  of  a'. 
Her  reputation  is  complete. 

And  fair  without  a  flaw. 


She  dresses  aye  sae  clean  and  neat, 

Both  decent  and  genteel; 
And  then  there's  something  tn  her  gsit 

Gars  ony  dress  look  weel. 

•  Tfce  *m  ol  »y  pcKormiRte*. — R,  B. 
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A  gaudy  dress  and  gentle  air 
May  slig^tiy  touch  tbe  heart; 

But  it's  innocence  and  modesty 
That  polishes  the  dart. 

Tis  this  in  Nelly  pleases  me, 
'Tis  this  enchants  my  soulj 

For  absolutely  in  my  breast 
She  reigns  without  contioL 


SONG-0  TIBBIE,  I  HAE  SEEN  THE  DAY^ 
riwM^"InTerGaald's  Red,  or  Stnttopegr." 

Chor.—0  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day. 
Ye  wadna  been  sae  shy ; 
For  laik  o'  gear  ye  lightly  me, 
But,  trowth,  I  care  na  by. 

Yestreen  I  met  you  on  the  moor. 
Ye  spak  na,  but  gaed  by  like  stour; 
Ye  geek  at  me  because  I'm  poor. 
But  fient  a  hair  care  I. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day,  &c. 

When  coming  hame  on  Sunday  last. 
Upon  the  road  as  I  cam  past. 
Ye  snufft  and  ga'e  your  head  a  cast- 
But  trowth  I  care't  na  by. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day,  See. 

I  doubt  na,  lass,  but  ye  may  think. 
Because  ye  hae  the  name  o'  clink, 
That  ye  can  please  me  at  a  wink. 
Whene'er  ye  like  to  try. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day,  &C. 

But  sorrow  tak'  him  that's  sae  mean, 
Altho'  his  pouch  o'  coin  were  clean. 
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Wha  follows  ony  saucy  quean, 
That  looks  sae  proud  and  high. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hac  seen  the  day,  &c. 

Altho*  a  lad  were  e'er  sae  smart, 
If  that  he  want  ihe  yellow  dirt, 
Ye'tl  cast  your  head  anither  airt, 
And  answer  him  fu'  dry. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day,  &c. 

But,  if  he  hae  the  name  o'  gear, 
YeH  fasten  to  him  like  a  brier, 
Tho'  hardly  he,  for  sense  or  lear. 
Be  better  than  the  kye, 

O  Tibbie,  1  hae  seen  the  day,  i&c. 

But,  Tibbie,  lass,  tak'  my  advice: 
Your  daddie's  gear  maks  you  sae  nice; 
The  deil  a  ane  wad  speir  your  price, 
Were  ye  as  poor  as  I. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day,  &c. 

There  lives  a  lass  beside  yon  park, 
I'd  rather  hae  her  in  her  sark, 
Than  you  wi'  a'  your  thousand  mark ; 
That  gars  you  look  sae  high. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day,  &C. 


SONG— I  DREAM'D  I  LAY 

I  okeam'd  I  lay  where  flowers  were  springing 

Gaily  in  the  sunny  beam ; 
List'ning  to  the  wild  birds  singing, 

By  a  falling  crystal  stream: 
Straight  the  sky  grew  black  and  daring; 

Thro'  the  woods  the  whirlwinds  rave; 
Trees  with  aged  arms  were  warring, 

O'er  the  swelling  drumlie  wave. 
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Such  was  jof  life's  deceitful  morning, 

Such  the  pleasures  I  enjoyed : 
But  \ttag  or  noon,  loud  tempests  storming 

A'  my  flowery  bliss  destroy'd. 
Tho'  fidde  fortune  has  deceiv'd  me^^ 

She  promis'd  fair,  and  perform'd  but  ill. 
Of  mony  a  joy  and  hope  bereav'd  me— 

I  bear  a  heart  shall  support  me  stilL 


SONG—IN  THE  CHARACTER  OP  A 

RUINED  FARMER 

Tm^'-" Go  from  my  window,  Love^  6o!* 

The  sun  he  is  sunk  in  the  west. 
All  creatures  retired  to  rest. 
While  here  I  sit,  all  sore  beset. 

With  sorrow,  grief,  and  woet 
And  it's  O,  fickle  Fortune,  O I 

The  prosperous  man  is  asleep. 

Nor  hears  how  the  whirlwinds  swe^; 

But  Misery  and  I  must  watch 

The  surly  tempest  blow: 
And  it's  O,  fickle  F<Htune,  O I 

There  lies  the  dear  partner  of  my  breast; 
Her  cares  for  a  moment  at  rest: 
Must  I  see  thee,  my  youthful  pride. 

Thus  brought  so  very  low  1 
And  it's  O,  fickle  Fortune,  O ! 

There  lie  my  sweet  babies  in  her  arms; 
No  anxious  fear  their  little  hearts  alarms; 
But  for  their  sake  my  heart  does  ache. 

With  many  a  bitter  throe: 
And  it's  O,  fickle  Fortune,  0 1    - 
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I  once  was  by  Forttme  carest: 
I  once  cou]d  relieve  the  distrest: 
Now  life's  poor  support,  hardly  earn'd. 

My  fate  will  scarce  bestow: 
And  it's  O,  fickle  Fortune,  O ! 

No  comfort,  no  comfort  I  have ! 
How  welcome  to  roe  -were  the  gravel 
But  then  my  wife  and  children  dear— 

O,  whither  would  they  go  I 
And  ifs  O,  fickle  Fortune.  O  t 

O  whither,  O  whither  shall  I  turn  I 
All  friendless,  forsaken,  forlorn  ! 
For,  in  this  world.  Rest  or  Peace 
T  never  more  shall  knowt 
And  it's  O,  fickle  Forttme,  O I 
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TRAGIC  FRAGMENT 

'Ax.%  villain  as  I  am — a  damned  wretch, 
A  hardened,  stubborn,  unrepenting  sinner, 
Still  my  heart  melts  at  human  wretchedness  J 
And  with  sincere  but  uija vailing  sighs 
I  view  the  helpless  children  of  distress: 
With  tears  indignant  I  behold  the  oppressor 
Rejoicing  in  the  honest  man's  destruction. 
Whose  uti submitting  heart  was  all  his  crime.- 
Ev'n  you,  ye  hapless  crew !  I  pity  you ; 
Ye,  whom  the  seeming  good  think  sin  to  pity ; 
Ye  poor,  despised,  abandoned  vagabonds. 
Whom  Vice,  as  usual,  has  tum'd  o'er  to  ruin. 
Oh!  but  for  friends  and  interposing  Heaven, 
I  bad  been  driven  forth  like  you  forlorn. 
The  most  detested,  worthless  wretch  among 

you! 
O  injured  God!  Thy  goodness  has  endoVd 
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VfUh  talents  passing  most  of  toy  compeers, 
Wliidi  I  in  just  proportion  have  abus«i — 
As  far  surpassing  other  common  villains 
As  Thou  in  natural  parts  has  given  me  more. 


THE  TARBOLTON  LASSES 

If  ye  gae  up  to  yon  hill-tap, 
Ye'U  there  see  bonie  Peggy; 

She  kens  her  father  is  a  laird. 
And  she  forsooth's  a  leddy. 

There  Sophy  tight,  a  lassie  bright. 
Besides  a  handsome  fortune : 

Wha  canna  win  her  in  a  night. 
Has  little  art  in  courtin. 

Gae  down  by  Faile,  and  taste  the  ale. 

And  tak  a  look  o'  Mysie ; 
She's  dour  and  din,  a  deil  within. 

But  aiblins  she  may  please  ye. 

If  she  be  shy,  her  sister  try. 
Yell  maybe  fam^  Jenny; 

If  ye'll  dispense  wi'  want  o'  sense- 
She  kens  hersel  she's  bonie. 

As  ye  gae  up  by  yon  hilbide, 

Speir  in  for  bonie  Bessy; 
Shell  gie  ye  a  beck,  and  bid  ye  light. 

And  handsomely  address  ye. 

There's  few  sae  bonie,  nane  sae  guid, 
In  a'  King  George'  dominion ; 

If  ye  should  doubt  the  truth  o'  this-* 
It's  Bessy's  ain  opinion  I 
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AH,  WOE  IS  ME,  MY  MOTHER  DEAR 
Paraphtrast  of  Jtttmiah,  istk  Chap.,  lol*  vtru. 

Ah,  woe  is  me,  ray  mother  dearl 

A  roan  of  strife  yc've  born  me: 
For  sair  contention  I  maun  bear ; 
They  hate,  revile,  and  scorn  me. 

I  ne'er  could  lend  on  bill  or  band, 
That  five  per  cent,  might  blest  me; 

And  borrowing,  on  the  tither  hand. 
The  deil  a  ane  wad  trust  me. 

Yet  I,  a  coin -denied  wight. 

By  Fortune  quite  discarded ; 
Ye  see  how  I  ao),  day  and  night. 

By  lad  and  lass  blackguarded  I 


MONTGDMERIE'S  PEGGY 

'Altho'  my  bed  were  in  yon  muir, 
Amang  the  heather,  in  my  plaidie; 

Yet  happy,  happy  would  I  be. 
Had  I  my  dear  Montgomerie's  Peggy. 

When  o'er  the  hill  beat  surly  storms. 
And  winter  nights  were  dark  and  rainy; 

Fd  seek  some  dell,  and  in  my  arms 
I'd  shelter  dear  Montgomerie's  Peggy. 

Were  I  a  baron  proud  and  high, 

And  horse  and  servants  waiting  ready ; 

Then  a'  'twad  gie  o'  joy  to  me, — 
The  shartn't  with  Montgomerie's  Peggy. 
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THE  PLOUGHMAN'S  UFE 

As  I  was  a-wand'ring  ae  morning  In  spring, 
I  Iieard  a  young  plouglunan  sae  sweetly  to  sing; 
And  as  he  was  singin',  thir  words  he  did  say, — 
There's  nae  life  like  the  ploughman's  in  the  month  o' 
sweet  May. 

The  lav'rock  in  the  morning  she'll  rise  frae  her  nest. 
And  mount  i'  the  air  wi'  the  dew  on  her  breast. 
And  wi'  the  merry  ploughman  shell  whistle  and  sing. 
And  at  night  shell  return  to  her  nest  back  again. 


THE  RONALDS  OF  THE  BENNALS 

In  Tarbolton,  ye  ken,  there  are  proper  young  men. 

And  proper  yotmg  lasses  and  a',  man ; 
But  ken  ye  the  Ronalds  that  live  in  the  Bennals, 
They  carry  the  gree  frae  them  a',  man. 

Their  father's  a  laird,  and  weel  he  can  spare't. 
Braid  money  to  tocher  them  a',  man ; 

To  proper  young  men,  he'll  dink  in  the  hand 
Gowd  guineas  a  hunder  or  twa,  man. 

There's  ane  they  ca'  Jean,  I'll  warrant  ye've  seen 

As  bonie  a  lass  or  as  braw,  man ; 
But  for  tense  and  guid  taste  she'll  vie  wi'  the  best. 

And  a  conduct  that  beautifies  a',  man. 

The  charms  o'  the  min',  the  langer  they  shine. 
The  mair  admiration  they  draw,  man; 

While  peaches  and  cherries,  and  roses  and  lilies. 
They  fade  and  they  wither  awa,  man. 

If  ye  be  for  Miss  Jean,  tak  this  frae  a  frien', 
A  hint  o'  a  rival  or  twa,  man; 
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The  Laird  o*  Blackbyrc  wad  gang  through  the  fire. 
If  tbit  wad  entice  her  awa,  man. 

The  Laird  o'  Braehead  has  been  on  his  speed. 
For  mair  than  a  towtnond  or  twa,  man ; 

The  Laird  o'  the  Ford  will  straught  on  a  board. 
If  he  canna  get  her  at  a',  man. 

Then  Anna  comes  in,  the  pride  o'  her  kin. 

The  boast  of  our  bachelors  a',  man : 
Sae  sonsy  and  sweet,  sae  fully  complete, 

She  steals  our  affections  awa,  roan. 

If  I  should  detail  the  pick  and  the  wale 
lasses  that  live  here  awa,  man, 
!ic  fau't  wad  be  mine  if  they  didna  shine 
Thr  ftweeteft  and  best  o'  them  a',  man. 

I  to'c  her  mysel,  but  darena  wee!  tell. 

My  povwty  keeps  me  in  awe,  man ; 
For  making  o'  rhymes,  and  working  at  timei. 

Does  little  or  naething  at  a',  man. 

Yet  I  wadna  choose  to  let  her  refuse. 

Nor  haet  in  her  power  to  say  na,  man  ! 
For  though  I  be  poor,  unnoticed,  obscure. 

My  stomach's  as  proud  as  them  a',  man. 

^ough  I  canna  ride  in  weel-booted  pride. 
And  flee  o'er  the  hills. like  a  craw,  man, 
I  can  baud  up  my  head  wi'  the  best  o'  the  breed. 
Though  fluttering  ever  so  braw,  man. 

Ijr  coat  and  my  vest,  (hey  are  Scotch  o'  the  best, 
O'  pairs  o'  guid  breeks  I  hae  twa,  man  ; 
And  stockings  and  pumps  to  put  on  my  stumps. 
And  ne'er  a  wrang  iteck  in  them  a',  man. 

jily  sarks  they  are  few,  but  five  o'  them  new, 
Twal'  hundred,  as  white  as  the  snaw,  man, 
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A  ten-shillings  hat,  a  Holland  cravatj 
There  are  no  niony  poets  sae  braw,  man. 

I  never  had  frien's  wee!  stockit  in  means, 
To  leave  me  a  hundred  or  twa,  man ; 

Nae  weel-tocher'd  aunts,  to  watt  on  their  dnnts, 
And  wish  them  in  hell  for  it  a',  man, 

I  never  was  cannie  for  hoarding  o*  mon^. 
Or  claughtin't  together  at  a',  man ; 

I've  little  to  spend,  and  naething  to  lend. 
But  deevil  a  shilling  I  awe,  man. 


SONG— HERE'S  TO  THY  HEALTH 

Here's  to  thy  health,  my  bonie  lass, 
Gude  nicht  and  joy  be  wi'  thee; 

I'll  come  nae  mair  to  thy  bower-door, 
To  tell  thee  that  I  lo'e  thee. 

0  dinna  think,  my  pretty  pink. 
But  I  can  live  without  thee: 

1  vow  and  swear  I  dinna  care, 
How  iang  ye  look  about  ye. 

Thou'rt  aye  sae  free  informing  me. 

Thou  hast  nae  mind  to  marry; 
I'll  be  as  free  informing  thee, 

Nae  time  hae  I  to  tarry: 
I  ken  thy  frien's  try  itka  means 

Frae  wedlock  to  delay  thee ; 
Depending  on  some  higher  chance, 

But  fortune  may  betray  thee, 

I  ken  they  scorn  ray  low  estate. 
But  that  does  never  grieve  me; 

For  I'm  as  free  as  any  he ; 
Sma'  tiller  will  relieve  me. 
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ni  count  my  health  my  greatest  wealth. 

Sac  lang  as  I'll  enjoy  it ; 
I'll  fear  nae  scant,  I'll  bode  nae  want. 

As  lang's  I  get  employment. 

But  far  off  fowls  hae  feathers  fair, 

And,  aye  until  ye  try  them, 
Tbo'  they  seem  fair,  still  have  a  care; 

They  may  prove  as  bad  a  I  am. 
But  at  twal'  at  night,  when  the  moon  shines  bright, 

My  dear,  I'll  come  and  see  thee ; 
For  the  man  that  loves  his  mistress  wed, 

Nae  travel  makes  him  weary. 


[THE  LASS  OF  CESSNOCK  BANKS' 

A  Song  of  Similes 

Thmc— "  If  be  be  a  Butcber  neat  and  trim.'* 

On  Cessnock  banks  a  lassie  dwells ; 

Could  I  describe  her  shape  and  mein ; 
Our  lasses  a'  she  far  excels. 

An'  she  tuts  twa  sparkling  roguish  eeo. 

She's  sweeter  than  the  morning  dawn, 
When  rising  Phoebus  first  is  seen, 

And  (lew-drops  twinkle  o'er  the  lawn ; 
An"  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 


She^s  stately  like  yon  youthful  ash. 

That  grows  the  cowslip  braes  between. 
And  drinks  the  stream  with  vigour  fresh; 
An'  she  has  twa  sp>arkUng  roguish  een. 

Tlw  Un  Is  identified  M  EUiMn  Bcsbie,  a  temnt  wench,  dtosbter  ol 
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She's  spotless  like  the  flow'ring  thorn. 

With  flow'rs  so  white  and  leaves  so  green. 
When  purest  in  the  dewy  morn; 

An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  eea. 

Her  looks  arc  like  the  vernal  May, 
When  ev'nJng  Phcebus  shines  serene. 

While  birds  rejoice  on  every  spray; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

Her  hair  is  like  the  curling  mist. 

That  climbs  the  mountain-sides  at  e'en. 

When  flow'r-reviving  rains  arc  past ; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

Her  forehead's  like  the  show'ry  bow, 
When  gleaming  sunbeams  intervene 

And  gild  the  distant  mountain's  brow ; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

Her  cheeks  are  like  yon  crimson  gem. 
The  pride  of  all  the  flowery  scene. 

Just  opening  on  its  thorny  stem ; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  eei. 


Her  bosom's  like  the  nightly  snow, 
Wlien  pale  the  morning  rises  keen, 

While  hid  the  murm'ring  streamlets  flow; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  eea. 

Her  lips  are  like  yon  cherries  ripe. 
That  sunny  walls  from  Boreas  screen ; 

They  tempt  the  taste  and  charm  the  sight; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

Her  teeth  are  like  a  flock  of  sheep, 
With  fleeces  newly  washen  clean, 

That  slowly  mount  the  rising  steep ; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 
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Her  breath  is  like  the  fragrant  breeze, 
That  gently  stirs  the  blossom'd  bean, 

Wben  Phoebus  sinks  behind  the  seas; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

Her  voice  is  like  the  ev'ning  thrush. 
That  sings  on  Cessnock  banks  unseen, 

While  his  mate  sits  nestling  in  the  bush; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

But  it's  not  her  air,  her  form,  her  face, 
Tho'  matching  beauty's  fabled  queen; 

Tis  the  raind  that  shines  in  ev'ry  grace. 
An'  chiefly  in  her  roguish  een. 
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SONG— BONIE  PEGGY  ALISON 
-"The  Braes  o'  Balquhidder." 


Ckor.— And  I'll  kiss  thee  yet,  yet. 

And  I'll  kiss  thee  o'er  again: 
And  I'll  kiss  thee  yet,  yet. 
My  bonie  Peggy  Alison. 

Ilk  care  and  fear,  when  thou  art  near 

I  evcrmair  defy  them,  O  I 
Young  Idngs  upon  their  hansel  throne 

Are  no  sac  blest  as  I  am,  O  I 

And  I'll  kiss  thee  yet,  yet,  &c. 

When  in  tny  arms,  wi'  a'  thy  charms, 
I  clasp  my  countless  treasure,  O  I 

I  seek  nae  mair  o'  Heaven  to  share 
Than  sic  a  moment's  pleasure,  O  I 

And  I'll  kiss  thee  yet,  yet,  &c. 

And  by  thy  een  sae  bonie  blue, 

I  swear  I'm  thine  for  ever,  O I 
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And  on  thy  lips  I  seal  my  vow. 

And  break  it  shall  I  never,  O ! 

And  I'll  kiss  thee  yet,  yet,  &c 


SONG— MARY  MORISON 

0  Mary,  at  thy  window  be, 

It  is  the  wish'd,  the  trysted  hour! 
Those  smiles  and  glances  !et  me  see. 

That  make  the  miser's  treasure  poor: 
How  blythely  wad  I  bide  the  stour, 

A  weary  slave  frae  sun  to  sun. 
Could  I  the  rich  reward  secure, 

The  lovely  Mary  Morison. 

Yestreen,  when  to  the  trembling  string 
The  dance  gaed  thro'  the  lighted  ha'. 

To  thee  my  fancy  took  its  wing, 
I  sat,  but  neither  heard  nor  saw : 

Tho'  this  was  fair,  and  that  was  braw. 
And  yon  the  toast  of  a"  the  town, 

1  sigh'd,  and  said  among  them  a', 
"Ye  are  na  Mary  Morison," 

Oh,  Mary,  canst  thou  wreck  his  peace, 

Wha  for  thy  sake  wad  gladly  die? 
Or  canst  thou  break  that  heart  of  his, 

Whase  only  faut  is  loving  thee? 
If  love  for  love  thou  wilt  na  gie. 

At  least  be  pity  to  me  shown ; 
A  thought  ungentle  canna  be 

The  thought  o'  Mary  Morison. 


WINTER:  A  DIRGE 

The  wintry  west  extends  his  blast, 
And  hail  and  rain  does  blaw; 


Hc— Vol.  e 


POEMS  AND  SOKGS 

Or  the  stormy  north  sends  driving  forth 

The  blinding  sSeet  and  snaw : 
While,  tumbling  brown,  the  bam  comes  down. 

And  roars  frae  bank  to  brae ; 
And  bird  and  beast  in  covert  rest. 

And  pass  the  heartless  day. 

"  The  sweeping  blast,  the  sky  o'ercast," 

The  joyless  winter  day 
Let  others  fear,  to  me  more  dear 

Than  all  the  pride  of  May : 
The  tempest's  howl,  it  soothes  my  soul. 

My  griefs  it  seems  to  join; 
The  leafless  trees  my  fancy  please. 

Their  fate  resemblesi  mine ! 

Thou  Power  Supreme  whose  mighty  scheme 

These  woes  of  mine  fulfil, 
Here  firm  I  rest ;  they  must  be  best. 

Because  they  are  Thy  will ! 
Then  all  I  want — O  do  Thou  grant 

This  one  request  of  mine  I — 
Since  to  enjoy  Thou  dost  deny, 

Assist  me  to  resign. 


A  PRAYER  UNDER  THE  PRESSURE  OF  VIOLENT 
ANGUISH 

O  Thou  Great  Being !  what  Thou  art. 

Surpasses  me  to  know ; 
Yet  sure  I  am,  that  known  to  Thee 

Are  all  Thy  works  below. 


Thy  creature  here  before  Thee  stands. 

All  wretched  and  distrest; 
Yet  sure  those  ills  that  wring  my  soul 

Obey  Thy  high  behest. 


BC— V<il.  8 
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Sure  Thou,  Almighty,  canst  not  act 

From  cruelty  or  wrath  1 
O,  bkt  my  weary  eyes  from  tears. 

Or  close  them  fast  in  death! 

But,  if  I  must  aflSicted  be. 

To  suit  some  wise  design, 
Then  man  my  soul  with  &rm  resolves. 

To  bear  and  not  repine  1 


PARAPHRASE  OF  THE  HRST  PSALM 

The  man,  in  life  wherever  plac'd. 

Hath  happiness  in  store, 
Who  walks  not  in  the  wicked's  way. 

Nor  learns  their  guilty  lore  I 

Nor  from  the  seat  of  scornful  pride 
Casts  forth  his  eyes  abroad. 

But  with  humility  and  awe 
Still  walks  before  his  God. 


That  man  shall  flourish  like  the  trees. 
Which  by  the  streamlets  grow ; 

The  fruitful  top  is  spread  on  high. 
And  firm  the  root  below. 

But  he  whose  blossom  buds  in  guilt 
Shall  to  the  ground  be  cast. 

And,  like  the  rootless  stubble,  tost 
Before  the  sweeping  blast. 

For  why  ?  that  God  the  good  adore. 
Hath  giv'n  them  peace  and  rest. 

But  hath  decreed  that  wicked  men 
Shall  ne'er  be  truly  blest 
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TEE  FIRST  SIX  VERSES  OF  THE  NINETIETH 
PSALM  VERSIFIED 

O  Thou,  the  first,  the  greatest  friend 

Of  all  the  human  race  1 
Whose  strong  right  hand  has  ever  beea 

Their  stay  and  dwelling  place ! 

Before  the  mountains  heav'd  their  heads 

Beneath  Thy  forming  hand. 
Before  this  ponderous  globe  itself 

Arose  at  Thy  command ; 

That  Pow*r  which  rais'd  and  still  upholds 

This  universal  frame, 
From  countless,  unbegirming  time 

Was  ever  still  the  same. 

Those  mighty  periods  of  years 

Which  seem  to  us  so  vast. 
Appear  no  more  before  Thy  sight 

Than  yesterday  that's  past. 

Thou  giv'st  the  word :  Thy  creature,  man, 

Is  to  existence  brought ; 
Again  Thou  say'st,  "  Ye  sons  of  men, 

Return  ye  into  nought  1  " 

Thou  layest  them,  with  all  their  cares, 

In  everlasting  sleep; 
As  with  a  flood  Thou  tak'st  them  off 

With  overwhelming  sweep. 


They  i]ourish  like  the  morning  flow'r, 

In  beauty's  pride  array'd ; 
Bot  long  ere  night  cut  down  it  Ilea 

All  witber'd  and  decay'd. 
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A  PRAYER  IN  THE  PROSPECT  OF  DEATH 

O  Thou  unknown,  Almighty  Cause 

Of  all  my  hope  and  fear ! 
In  whose  dread  presence,  ere  an  hour. 

Perhaps  I  must  appear ! 

If  I  have  wander'd  in  those  paths 

Of  life  I  ought  to  shun. 
As  something,  loudly,  in  my  breast. 

Remonstrates  I  have  done ; 

Thou  know'st  that  Thou  hast  formed  me 
With  passions  wild  and  strong; 

And  list'ning  to  their  witching  voice 
Has  often  led  me  wron^. 

Where  human  weakness  has  come  short. 

Or  frailty  stept  aside, 
Do  Thou,  All-Good — for  such  Thou  art — 

In  shades  of  darkness  hide. 

Where  with  intention  I  have  err'd, 

No  other  plea  I  have. 
But,  Thou  art  good ;  and  Goodness  Still 

Deligbteth  Co  forgive. 


STANZAS,  ON  THE  SAME  OCCASION 

Wbv  am  I  loth  to  leave  this  earthly  scene  ? 

Have  I  so  found  it  full  of  pleasing  charms — 
Some  drops  of  joy  with  draughts  of  ill  between — 

Some  gleams  of  sunshine  'mid  renewing  storms. 

Is  it  departing  pangs  my  soul  alarms? 
Or  death's  unlovely,  dreary,  dark  abode? 

For  guilt,  for  guilt,  my  terrors  are  in  arms ; 
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I  tremble  to  approach  an  angry  God, 
And  justly  smart  beneath  His  sin-aven^ng  rod. 

Fain  would  I  say,  "  Forgive  my  foul  offence," 

Fain  promise  never  more  to  disobey; 
But,  should  my  Author  health  again  dispense. 

Again  I  might  desert  fair  virtue's  way; 

Again  in  folly's  path  might  go  astray; 
Again  exalt  the  brute  and  sink  the  man; 

Then  how  should  I  for  heavenly  mercy  pray 
Who  act  so  counter  heavenly  mercy's  plan? 
Who  sin  so  oft  have  moum'd,  yet  to  temptation  ran  ? 

O  Thou,  great  Governor  of  all  beloiw  t 

If  I  may  dare  a  lifted  eye  to  Thee, 
Thy  nod  can  make  the  tempest  cease  to  blow. 

Or  still  the  tumult  of  the  raging  sea : 

With  that  controlling  pow'r  assist  ev'n  me. 
Those  headlong  furious  passions  to  confine. 

For  all  unfit  I  feel  ray  pow'rs  to  be. 
To  rule  their  torrent  in  th^  allowed  line; 
O,  aid  me  witb  Thy  help,  Omnipotence  Divine ! 
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FICKLE  FORTUNE-"  A  FRAGMENT" 

Though  fickle  Fortune  has  deceived  me. 
She  promis'd  fair  and  perform'd  but  ill ; 

Of  mistress,  friends,  and  wealth  bereav'd  mt, 
Yet  I  bear  a  heart  shall  support  me  still. 


Ill  act  with  prudence  as  far  's  I'm  able. 
But  if  success  I  must  never  find, 

Xfa«n  come  misfortune,  1  bid  thee  welcome, 
VH  meet  thee  witb  an  undaunted  miod. 
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RAGING  FORTUNE— FRAGMENT  OF  SONG 

O  RACING  Fortime's  withering  blast 
Has  laid  tny  leaf  full  low,  0 ! 

O  raging  Fortune's  withering  blast 
Has  laid  my  leaf  full  low,  O I 

My  stem  was  fair,  my  bud  was  green. 
My  blossom  sweet  did  blow,  0 1 

The  dew  fell  fresh,  the  sun  rose  mJld, 
And  made  my  branches  grow,  0 1 

But  luckless  Fortune's  northern  storms 
Laid  a'  my  blossoms  low,  0 1 

But  luckless  Fortune's  northern  storms 
Laid  a'  my  blossoms  low,  0 1 


IMPROMPTU— "  I'LL  GO  AND  BE  A  SODGER'* 

0  WBY  the  deuce  should  I  repine, 
And  be  an  111  foreboder  ? 

I'm  twenty-three,  and  five  feet  nine, 
I'll  go  and  be  a  sodger  I 

1  gat  some  gear  wi'  mickle  care, 
I  held  it  weel  thegither ; 

But  now  it's  gane,  and  something  mair— 
I'll  go  and  be  a  sodger  ! 


SONG— "NO  CHURCHMAN  AM  I* 
Tum—"  Prepare,  my  dear  Brethren,  to  the  tavern  let's  flj," 

No  churcbtnan  am  I  for  to  rail  and  to  writ^ 
No  statesman  nor  soldier  to  plot  or  to  fight. 
No  sly  man  of  business  contriving  a  snare. 
For  a  big-belly'd  bottle's  the  whole  of  my  care; 
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The  peer  I  don't  envy,  I  give  him  his  bow : 

1  scorn  not  the  peasant,  though  ever  so  low ; 

But  a  dub  of  ^ood  fellows,  like  those  that  are  herej 

And  a  bottle  like  this,  are  my  glory  and  care. 

Here  passes  the  squire  on  his  brother — his  horse; 
There  centum  per  centum,  the  cit  with  his  purse ; 
But  see  you  the  Crown  how  it  waves  in  the  air  ? 
There  a  big-belly *d  bottle  still  eases  my  care. 

The  wife  of  my  bosom,  alas !  she  did  die ; 
For  sweet  consolation  to  church  I  did  fly ; 
I  found  that  old  Solomon  proved  it  fair. 
That  a  big-belly'd  bottle's  a  cure  for  all  care. 

X  once  was  persuaded  a  venture  to  make; 
A  letter  inform'd  me  that  all  was  to  wreck ; 
But  the  pursy  old  landlord  just  waddl'd  upstairs, 
With  a  glorious  bottle  that  ended  my  cares. 

"  Life's  cares  they  are  comforts  " — a  maxim  laid  down 
By  the  Bard,  what  d'ye  call  him,  that  wore  the  black 
gown; 

And  faith  T  agree  with  th'  old  prig  to  a  hair. 
For  a  big-belly'd  bottle's  a  heav'n  of  a  care. 

A  STANZA    ADDED  IK   A   MASON    LOOGX 

Then  fill  up  a  bumper  and  make  it  o'erflow. 
And  honours  masonic  prepare  for  to  throw ; 
May  ev'ry  true  Brother  of  the  Compass  and  Square 
Have  a  big-bdly'd  bottle  when  harass'd  with  care. 


MY  FATHER  WAS  A  FAIiMER 
Tune— "The  wtaver  and  hi*  shuttle,  O." 

Uy  father  wms  a  farmer  upon  the  Carrick  border,  O, 
And  carefully  be  bred  me  m  decency  and  order,  0 : 
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He  bade  me  act  a  manly  part,  though  I  had  ne'er  a  far- 
thing, O; 

For  without  an  honest  manly  heart,  no  man  was  worth 
regarding,  O. 

Then  out  into  the  world  my  course  I  did  determine,  O ; 
Tho'  to  be  rich  was  not  my  wish,  yet  to  be  great  was  charm- 
ing, O; 
My  talents  they  were  not  the  worst,  nor  yet  ray  education,  O: 
Resolv'd  was  I  at  least  to  try  to  mend  my  situation,  O. 

In  many  a  way,  and  vain  essay,  I  courted  Fortune's  fa- 
vour, 0; 

Some  cause  unseen  still  stept  between,  to  frustrate  each 
endeavour,  O; 

Sometimes  by  foes  I  was  o'erpower'd,  sometimes  by  friends 
forsaken,  O ; 

And  when  my  hope  was  at  the  top,  I  still  was  worst  mis- 
taken, O. 

Then  sore  harass'd  and  tir'd  at  last,  with  Fortune's  vain 
delusion,  O, 

I  dropt  my  schemes,  like  idle  dreams,  and  came  to  this  con- 
clusion,  O; 

The  past  was  bad,  and  the  future  hid,  its  good  or  ill 
untried,  O; 

But  the  present  hour  was  in  my  pow'r,  and  so  I  would 
enjoy  it,  O. 

No  help,  nor  hope,  nor  view  had  I,  nor  person  to  befriend 

me,  0; 
So  I  must  toil,  and  sweat,  and  moil,  and  labour  to  sustain 

me,  0; 
To  plough  and  sow,  to  reap  and  mow,  my  father  bred  me 

early,  O; 
For  one,  he  said,  to  labour  bred,  was  a  match  for  Fortune 

fairly,  O. 

Thus  all  obscure,  unknown,  and  poor,  thro'  life  I'm  doom'd 
to  wander,  O, 
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Ti3  down  my  weary  bones  I  lay  in  everlasting  slumber,  O 
No  view  nor  care,  but  shun  whatc'er  might  breed  me  pain 

or  MTTow,  O ; 
I  live  to-daj  as  well's  I  may,  regardless  of  to-morrow,  0. 

Bat  cbeerful  still.  I  am  as  well  as  a  monarch  in  his  palace,  O, 

Tho'  Fortune's  frown  still  hunts  me  down,  with  all  hef 
wonted  malice,  O: 

I  make  indeed  my  daily  bread,  but  ne'er  can  make  it  far- 
ther. O: 

But  as  daily  bread  is  all  I  need,  I  do  not  much  regard  her,  O, 


I 


I 


When  sometimes  fey  my  labour,  I  earn  a  little  money,  0, 
Some  unfor«cen  misfortune  comes  gen'rally  upon  me,  0; 
Mischance,   mistake,    or   by    neglect,    or   my   goodnatur'd 

folly,  O: 
But  come  what  will,  I've  sworn  it  still,  I'll  ne'er  be  melan-  J 

choly,  O.  • 

All  pu  who  follow  wealth  and  power  with  unremitting 

ardour,  O, 
The  more  in  this  you  look  for  bliss,  you  leave  your  view  the 

farther,  O: 
Ha<!  you  the  wealth  Potosi  boasts,  or  nations  to  adore  you,  O, 
A  cheerful  booest-hearted  clown  I  will  prefer  before  you,  O. 


JOHN  BARLEYCORN:  A  BALLAD 

Thesz  was  three  Icings  into  the  cast. 
Three  kings  both  great  and  high, 

And  they  hac  sworn  a  so!emn  oath 
John  Barleycorn  should  die. 

They  took  a  plough  and  plough 'd  him  down. 

Put  clods  upon  his  head, 
And  they  hac  sworn  a  solemn  oath 

John  Barleycorn  was  dead. 
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But  the  cheerful  Spring  came  idndly  on, 

And  show'rs  began  to  fall ; 
John  Barleycorn  got  up  again, 

And  sore  surpris'd  them  all. 

The  sultry  suns  of  Simuner  came. 
And  he  grew  thick  and  strong; 

His  head  wee!  arm'd  wi'  pointed  spears. 
That  no  one  should  him  wrong. 

The  sober  Autumn  enter'd  mild, 
When  he  grew  wan  and  pale; 

His  bending  joints  and  drooping  head 
Show'd  he  began  to  fail. 

His  colour  sicken'd  more  and  more, 

He  faded  into  age ; 
And  then  his  enemies  began 

To  show  their  deadly  rage. 

They've  taen  a  weapon,  long  and  sharp. 

And  cut  him  by  the  knee ; 
Then  tied  him  fast  upon  a  cart, 

Like  a  rogue  for  forgerie. 

They  laid  him  down  upon  his  back. 

And  cudgell'd  him  full  sore  ; 
They  hung  him  up  before  the  storm, 

And  turned  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

They  fillM  up  a  darksome  pit 

With  water  to  the  brim; 
They  heaved  in  John  Barleycorn, 
There  let  him  sink  or  swim. 


They  laid  him  out  upon  the  floor. 
To  work  him  farther  woe; 

And  still,  as  signs  of  life  appear'd, 
They  toss'd  him  to  and  fro. 
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They  wasted,  o'er  a  scorching  flame. 

The  marrow  of  his  bones; 
Bill  a  miller  us'd  him  worst  of  all. 

For  he  crush 'd  him  between  two  stones. 

And  they  hac  taen  his  very  heart's  blood, 
And  drank  it  round  and  round ; 

And  still  the  more  and  more  they  drank, 
Their  joy  did  more  abound. 

John  Barleycorn  was  a  hero  bold. 

Of  noble  enterprise; 
For  if  you  do  but  taste  bis  blood, 

'Twill  make  your  courage  rise. 

'Twill  make  a  man  forget  his  woe; 

'Twill  heighten  all  his  Joy; 
'Twill  make  the  widow's  heart  to  sing, 

Tho*  the  tear  were  in  her  eye. 

Then  let  us  toast  John  Barleycorn, 

Each  man  a  glass  in  hand; 
'And  may  his  great  posterity 

Ne'er  fail  in  old  Scotland! 
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THE  DEATH  AND  DYING  WORDS  OF  POOR 

MAI  LIE 

THE  AUTHOR'S  ONLY  PET  YOWE 
AN  UNCO  MOUENFU"  TALE 

As  Mailie,  an'  her  lambs  the^ther. 
Was  ae  day  nibbling  on  the  tether, 
Upon  ber  cloot  she  coost  a  hitch. 
An'  owre  she  warsl'd  in  the  ditch : 
There,  groaning,  dying,  she  did  He^ 
When  Hughoc  he  cam  doytin  by. 
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Wi*  glowrin  een,  and  lifted  haifs 
Poor  Hughoc  like  a  statue  Stan's; 
He  saw  her  days  were  near-hand  ended, 
But,  wae's  my  heart  1  he  could  na  mend  itl 
He  g&pM  wide,  but  naething  spak. 
At  langth  poor  Mailie  silence  brak. 

"  O  thou,  whase  lamentable  face 
Appears  to  mourn  my  woefu'  easel 
My  dying  words  attentive  hear. 
An'  bear  them  to  my  Master  dear. 

"  Tell  him,  if  e'er  again  he  keep 
As  rouckle  gear  as  buy  a  sheep — 
O,  bid  him  never  tie  them  niair, 
Wi'  wicked  strings  o'  hemp  or  hair  I 
But  ca'  them  out  to  park  or  hill, 
An'  let  them  wander  at  their  will; 
So  may  his  flock  increase,  an'  grow 
To  scores  o'  Iambs,  an'  packs  o*  woo' I 

"  Tell  him,  he  was  a  Master  kin*. 
An'  aye  was  guid  to  me  an'  mine; 
An'  now  my  dying  charge  I  gie  him. 
My  helpless  lambs,  I  trust  them  wi'  htm. 

"O,  bid  him  save  their  harmless  lives^ 
Frae  dogs,  an'  tods,  an'  butcher's  knives  1 
But  gie  them  guid  cow-milk  their  fill. 
Till  they  be  fit  to  fend  themsel' ; 
An'  tent  them  duly,  e'en  an'  mom, 
Wi'  taets  o*  hay  an'  ripps  o'  com, 

"  An'  may  they  never  learn  the  gates. 
Of  ither  vile,  wanrestfu'  pets — 
To  slink  thro'  slaps,  an'  reave  an'  steal 
At  stacks  o'  pease,  or  stocks  o'  kail  1 
So  may  they,  like  their  great  forbears, 
For  mony  a  year  come  thro'  the  shears: 
So  wives  will  gie  them  bits  o'  bread, 
An'  bairns  greet  for  them  when  they're  deadL 
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"  My  poor  toop-Iamb,  my  son  an'  heir, 
O,  bid  him  breed  him  up  wi'  caret 
An'  if  he  live  to  be  a  beast. 
To  pit  some  havins  in  his  breast  1 

"An*  warn  him — what  I  winna  name— > 
To  stay  content  wi'  yowes  at  hame; 
An'  no  to  rin  an'  wear  his  cloots, 
Like  ithcr  mcnseless,  graceless  brutes. 

"  An'  neist,  my  yowie,  silly  thing, 
Gude  keep  thee  frae  a  tether  string! 
O,  may  thou  ne'er  forgather  up, 
Wi'  ony  blastit,  moorland  toop ; 
But  aye  keep  mind  to  moop  an'  mell, 
Wi'  sheep  o'  credit  like  thysel'I 

"  And  now,  my  bairns,  wi'  my  last  breath, 
I  lea'c  my  bicssin  wi'  you  baith : 
An'  when  you  think  upo'  your  mither. 
Mind  to  be  kind  to  ane  anither. 

"Now.  honest  Hughoc,  dinna  fail, 
To  tell  my  master  a'  my  tale; 
An'  bid  him  bum  this  cursed  tether, 
An'  for  thy  pains  thou'se  get  my  blather." 

This  said,  poor  Mailie  turn'd  her  headL 
Aod  clos'd  her  een  amang  the  dead  I 
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POOR  MAILIE'S  ELEGY 

Lament  in  rhyme,  lament  in  prose, 
Wi'  saut  tears  trickling  down  your  noat; 
Our  bardie's  fate  is  at  a  close, 

Past  a'  remead  J 
The  last,  sad  cape-stane  o*  his  woes; 

Poor  Mailte's  dead  1 
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It'«  no  the  lou  o'  vnxVt  gear. 
That  couU  lac  bitter  draw  the  tear. 
Or  mak  our  bardie,  dowic,  wear 

The  mourning  weed: 
He's  lost  a  friend  an'  neebor  dear 

In  Mailie  dead. 

Thro'  a'  the  town  she  trotted  by  htm; 
A  lang  half-mile  she  could  descry  hini; 
Wi'  kindly  bleat,  when  she  did  spy  him. 

She  ran  wi'  speed : 
A  friend  mair  faithfu'  ne'er  e^m  nigh  him. 

Than  Mailie  dead. 

I  wat  $he  was  ^  sheep  o'  sense. 
An'  could  behave  hersel'  wi'  mense: 
111  say't,  she  never  brak  a  fence. 

Thro'  thievish  greed. 
Our  bardie,  landy,  keeps  the  spence 

Sin'  Mailie's  dead. 

Or,  if  he  wanders  up  the  howe. 
Her  living  image  in  her  yowe 
Comes  bleating  till  him,  owre  the  knowe^ 

For  bits  o'  bread; 
An'  down  the  briny  pearls  rowe 

For  Mailie  dead. 

She  was  nae  get  o'  moorland  tips, 
Wi'  tauted  ket,  an'  hairy  hips ; 
For  her  forbears  were  brought  in  ships, 

Frae  'yont  the  Tweed. 
A  bonier  fleesh  ne'er  cross'd  the  clips 

Than  Mailie's  dead. 

Wae  worth  the  man  wha  first  did  shape 
That  vile,  wanchancie  thing— a  raipl 
It  maks  guid  fellows  girn  an'  gape, 

Wi'  chokin  dread; 
An'  Robin's  bonnet  wave  wi'  crape 

For  Mailie  dead. 
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O,  a'  ye  bards  on  bonic  Doon  I 
An'  wha  on  Ayr  your  chanters  tune! 
Come,  join  the  inelanchoHous  croon 

O'  Robin's  reed! 
His  heart  will  never  get  aboon — 

His  Mailie's  dead  I 


SONG— THE  RIGS  0'  BARLEY 
Tune — "  Com  Riga  are  bonie," 

It  was  upon  a  Lammas  night. 

When  corn  rigs  arc  bonie. 
Beneath  the  moon's  unclouded  light, 

I  held  awa  to  Annie ; 
The  time  flew  by,  wi'  tentless  heed. 

Til!,  'tween  the  late  and  early, 
Wi'  sma'  persuasion  she  agreed 

To  lee  me  thro'  the  barley. 

Corn  rigs,  an'  barley  rigs, 

An'  com  rigs  are  bonie: 
ni  ne'er  forget  that  happy  night, 

Amang  the  rigs  wi'  Annie. 

The  iky  was  blue,  the  wind  was  still. 

The  moon  was  shining  clearly; 
I  set  her  down,  wi'  right  good  wtH, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley: 
I  ken't  her  heart  was  a'  my  ain ; 

I  lov'd  her  most  sincerely; 
I  kiss'd  her  owre  and  owre  afain, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

Com  rigs,  an'  barley  rigs.  Ae> 

I  lock'd  her  In  my  fond  embrace; 

Her  heart  was  beating  rarely: 
My  blessings  on  that  happy  place, 
Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley  I 
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But  by  the  moon  and  stars  so  bright, 

That  sbone  that  hour  so  dearly  I 

She  aye  shall  bless  that  happy  night 
Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

Com  rigs,  an'  barley  rigs,  &C. 


I  hae  been  biythe  wi'  comrades  dear; 

I  hae  been  merry  drinking; 
I  hae  been  joyfu'  gath'rin  gear; 

I  hae  been  happy  thinking: 
But  a'  the  pleasures  e'er  I  saw, 

Tho'  three  times  doubl'd  fairly. 
That  happy  night  was  worth  them  a', 

Amang  the  rigs  o*  barley. 

Corn  rigs,  an'  barley  rigs,  &c. 


SONG— COMPOSED  IN  AUGUST 

Tuite — "  I  had  a  bone,  I  had  nae  malr," 

Now  westlin  winds  and  slaught'ring  guns 

Bring  Autumn's  pleasant  weather; 
The  moorcock  springs  on  whirring  wings 

Amang  the  blooming  heather: 
Now  waving  grain,  wide  o'er  the  plain. 

Delights  the  weary  farmer; 
And  the  moon  shines  bright,  when  I  rove  at  night, 

To  muse  upon  my  charmer. 


The  partridge  loves  the  fruitful  fells. 

The  plover  loves  the  mountains; 
The  woodcock  haunts  the  lonely  dells. 

The  soaring  hem  the  fountains: 
Thro'  lofty  groves  the  cushat  roves. 

The  path  of  man  to  shun  it; 
The  hazel  hush  o'erhangs  the  thrush, 

The  spreading  thorn  the  linnet 
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Thus  ev'ry  kind  their  pleasure  find, 

The  savage  and  the  tender; 
Some  social  join,  and  leagues  combine, 

Some  solitary  wander: 
Avaunt,  away !  the  cruel  sway, 

Tyrannic  man's  dominion; 
The  sportsman's  joy,  the  murd'ring  cry, 

The  flutt'ring,  gory  pinion  I 

Bat,  Peggy  dear,  the  ev'ning's  clear, 

Thick  flies  the  skimming  swallow. 
The  sky  is  blue,  the  fields  in  view, 

All  fading-green  and  yellow: 
Come  let  us  stray  our  gladsome  way, 

And  view  the  charms  of  Nature; 
The  rustling  corn,  the  fruited  thorn, 

And  ev'ry  happy  creature. 

We'U  gently  walk,  and  sweetly  talk, 

Till  the  silent  moon  shine  clearly ; 
ni  grasp  thy  waist,  and,  fondly  prest. 

Swear  how  I  love  thee  dearly: 
Not  vernal  show'rs  to  budding  fiow'rs, 

Not  Autumn  to  the  farmer. 
So  dear  can  be  as  thou  to  me. 

My  fair,  my  lovely  charmer ! 


SONG 
7«ii«— "My  Nanie,  O." 

Behind  yon  hills  where  Lugar  flows, 
'Mang  moors  an'  mosses  many,  O, 

The  wintry  sun  the  day  has  clos'd. 
And  I'll  awa  to  Nanie,  O. 

The  westlin  wind  blaws  loud  an'  shill ; 

The  night's  baith  mirk  and  rainy,  O ; 
But  I'll  get  my  plaid  an'  out  I'll  steal. 

An'  owrc  the  hill  to  Nanie,  O. 
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My  Nanie's  chartning,  sweet,  an'  yonag; 

Nae  artf u'  wiles  to  win  ye,  O : 
May  ill  befa'  the  flattering  tongnt 

That  wad  beguile  my  Nanie,  O. 

Her  face  is  fair,  her  heart  is  true; 

As  spotless  as  she's  bonie,  O: 
The  op'ning  gowan,  wat  wi'  dew, 

Nae  purer  is  than  Nanie,  O. 

A  country  lad  is  my  degree. 
An'  few  there  be  that  ken  me,  O; 

But  what  care  I  how  few  they  be, 
I'm  welcome  aye  to  Nanie,  O. 

My  riches  a's  my  penny-fee, 
An'  I  maun  guide  it  cannie,  O; 

But  warl's  gear  ne'er  troubles  me. 
My  thoughts  arc  a'  my  Nanie,  O. 

Our  auld  guidroan  delights  to  view 
Hit  sheep  an'  kye  thrive  bonie,  O ; 

But  I'm  as  biythe  that  hands  his  pleugb. 
An'  has  nae  care  but  Nanie,  O. 

Come  weel,  come  woe,  I  care  na  by; 

I'll  tak  what  Heav'n  will  sen'  me,  O: 
Nae  ither  care  in  life  have  I, 

But  live,  an'  love  my  Nanie,  O. 


SONG-GREEN  GROW  THE  RASHES 

A  FRAGMENT 

Chor. — Green  grow  the  rashes,  O; 
Green  grow  the  rashes,  O ; 
The  sweetest  hours  that  e'er  I  spend. 
Are  spent  among  the  lasses,  O. 
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There's  nought  but  care  on  cv'iy  han'. 
In  ev'ry  hour  that  passes,  O: 

What  signifies  the  life  o'  man. 
An'  'twere  na  for  the  lasses,  O. 
Green  grow,  &c. 

The  war'ly  race  may  riches  chase, 
An'  riches  still  may  fly  them,  O; 

An'  tho*  at  last  they  catch  them  fastj 
Their  hearts  can  ne'er  enjoy  them,  O. 
Green  grow,  &c. 

But  git  me  a  caiinie  hour  at  e'en, 
My  arms  about  my  dearie,  O; 

An'  war'ly  c&res,  an'  war'ly  men. 
May  a*  gae  tapsalteerie,  O! 
Green  grow,  Sec. 

For  you  sac  douce,  ye  sneer  at  this; 

Ye're  nought  but  senseless  asses,  O: 
The  wisest  man  the  warl'  e'er  saw. 

He  dearly  tov'd  the  lasses.  O. 
Green  grow,  &c. 

Auld  Nature  swears,  the  lovely  dears 
Her  noblest  work  she  classes,  0 : 

Her  prentice  han'  she  try'd  on  man, 
An'  then  she  made  the  lasses,  O. 
Green  grow,  &c. 
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SONG— WHA  IS  THAT  AT  MY  BOWER-DOOR 
Tune — "  Lass,  an  'Ueome  near  thee." 

"Wma  is  that  at  my  bower*door?" 

"  O  wha  is  it  but  Findlay !  " 
"Then  gae  your  gate,  ye'se  nae  be  here:" 

"Indeed  m&vn  I,"  quo'  Findlay; 
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"What  mak'  ye,  sae  like  a  thief?" 
"O  come  and  see,"  quo'  Findlay; 

"  Before  the  mom  yell  work  mischief:^ 
"  Indeed  will  I,"  quo'  Findlay. 

"  Gif  I  rise  and  let  you  in  " — 

"Let  me  in,"  quo'  Findlay; 
"  Ye'll  keep  me  wauldn  wi'  your  din^ 

••  Indeed  will  I,"  quo'  Findlay ; 
"  In  my  bower  if  ye  should  stay  "-^ 

"Let  me  stay,"  quo'  Findlay; 
"I  fear  ye'U  bide  till  break  o'  dayf 

"  Indeed  will  I,"  quo'  Findlay. 

"  Here  this  night  if  ye  remain  "— 

"III  remain,"  quo'  Findlay; 
"I  dread  ye'll  learn  the  gate  again:" 

"  Indeed  will  I,"  quo'  Findlay. 
"What  may  pass  within  this  bower"— 

"  Let  it  pass,"  quo'  Findlay ; 
"  Ye  maun  conceal  till  your  last  hottfi" 

"Indeed  will  I,"  quo'  Findlay. 


REMORSE-A  FRAGMENT 

Of  all  the  numerous  ills  that  hurt  our  peace. 

That  press  the  soul,  or  wring  the  mind  with  anguish 

Beyond  comparison  the  worst  are  those 

By  our  own  folly,  or  our  guilt  brought  on: 

In  ev'iy  other  circumstance,  the  mind 

Has  this  to  say,  "it  was  no  deed  of  mine:" 

But,  when  to  all  the  evil  of  misfortune 

This  sting  is  added,  "blame  thy  foolish  self!" 

Or  worser  far,  the  pangs  of  keen  remorse. 

The  torturing,  gnawing  consciousness  of  guilt — 

Of  gnilt,  perhaps,  when  we've  involved  others. 

The  young,  the  innocent,  who  fondly  lov'd  us ; 

fagr  aore^  that  very  love  their  cause  of  ruin  1 
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O  baming  hell !  in  all  thy  store  of  torments 
There's  not  a  keener  lash  ! 
Lives  there  a  man  so  firm,  who,  while  his  heart 
Feels  all  the  bitter  horrors  of  his  crime. 
Can  reason  down  its  agonizing  throbs; 

And,  after  proper  purpose  of  amendment. 
Can  firmly  force  his  jarring  thoughts  to  peace? 
O  happy,  happy,  enviable  man ! 
O  glorious  tnagnanimi^  of  soul ! 


EPITAPH  ON  WM.  HOOD,  SENR.,  IN  TARBOLTON 

Hes£  Souter  Hood  in  death  does  sleep ; 

To  hell  if  he's  gane  thither, 
Satan,  gie  him  thy  gear  to  keep; 

He'll  haud  it  wed  thegither. 


EPITAPH  ON  JAMES   GRIEVE,  LAIRD  OF 
BOGHEAD,   TARBOLTON 

Heke  lies  Boghead  aniang  the  dead 

In  hopes  to  get  salvation ; 
Bat  if  such  as  he  in  Heav'n  may  he. 
Then  welcome,  hail  1  damnation. 


EPITAPH  ON  MY  OWN  FRIEND  AND  MY  FATHER'S 
FRIEND,  WM.  MUIR  IN  TARBOLTON  MILL 

An  honest  man  here  lies  at  rest 
As  e'er  God  with  his  image  blest; 
The  friend  of  man,  the  friend  of  truth, 
The  friend  of  age,  and  guide  of  youth : 
Few  hearts  like  his,  with  virtue  warra'd. 
Few  heads  with  knowledge  so  informed: 
If  there's  another  world,  he  lives  in  bliss; 
If  there  is  none,  he  oiade  the  best  of  this. 
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HPITAPH  ON  MY  EVER  HONOURED  FATHER 

O  VE  whose  cheek  the  tear  of  pity  stains, 

Draw  near  with  pious  rcvVence,  and  attend ! 
Here  tie  the  loving  husband's  dear  remains, 

The  tender  father,  and  the  gen'rous  friend ; 
The  pit>'ing  heart  that  felt  for  human  woe. 

The  dauntless  heart  that  fear'd  no  human  pride; 
The  friend  of  man — to  vice  alone  a  foe ; 

For  "  ev'n  his  failings  lean'd  to  virtue's  side.'" 


BALLAD  ON  THE  AMERICAN  WAR 
TnKg — '■  Killiecrankje." 

Wben  Guilford  good  our  pilot  stood 

An*  did  our  hellim  thraw,  man, 
Ae  night,  at  tea,  began  a  plea, 

Within  America,  man: 
Then  up  they  gat  the  raaskin-pat. 

And  in  the  sea  did  jaw,  man ; 
An'  did  nae  leas,  in  full  congress. 

Than  quite  refuse  our  law,  man. 

Then  thro'  the  lakes  Montgomery  takea^ 

I  wat  he  was  na  slaw,  man ; 
Down  Lowrie's  Bum  be  took  a  ttirn. 

And  Carleton  did  ca',  man: 
But  yet,  whatreck,  he,  at  Quebec, 

Montgomery-like  did  fa',  man, 
Wl'  sword  in  hand,  before  his  band, 

Amang  hts  en'mies  a',  man. 

Poor  Tamnay  Gage  within  a  cage 
Was  kept  at  Boston-ha',  man; 

Till  Willie  Howe  took  o'er  the  knowe 
For  Philadelphia,  man ; 
t  GoldsmJtb.— it.  B, 
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Wr  sword  an'  gun  he  thought  a  sis 
Guid  Christian  bluid  to  draw,  man ; 

But  at  New-York,  wi'  knife  an'  fork, 
Sir-Loin  he  hacked  snia*,  man, 

Burgoyne  gaed  wp.  like  spur  an'  whip. 

Till  Fraser  brave  did  fa',  man ; 
Then  lost  his  way,  ac  misty  day. 

In  Saratoga  shaw,  man. 
Comwallis  fought  as  lang's  he  dought, 

An'  did  tbe  Buckskins  claw,  man ; 
But  Clinton's  glaive  frae  rust  to  save, 

He  hung  it  to  the  wa',  man. 

Then  Montague,  an'  Guilford  too. 

Began  to  fear  a  fa*,  man ; 
And  Sackvitle  dour,  wha  stood  the  stour. 

The  German  chief  to  thraw,  man : 
For  Paddy  Burke,  like  ony  Turk, 

Kae  mercy  had  at  a',  man ; 
An'  Charlie  Fox  threw  by  the  box. 

An'  lows'd  his  tinkler  jaw,  man. 

Then  Rockingham  took  up  the  game. 

Till  death  did  on  him  ca',  man ; 
When  Shelburne  meek  held  up  his  cheek. 

Conform  to  gospel  law,  man : 
Saint  Stephen's  boys,  wi'  jarring  noise. 

They  did  his  measures  thraw,  man; 
For  North  an*  Fox  united  stocks. 

An'  bore  him  to  the  wa',  man. 

Then  clubs  an'  hearts  were  Charlie's  cartes, 

He  swept  the  stakes  awa',  man, 
Till  the  diamond's  ace,  of  Indian  race, 

Led  him  a  sair  favx  pas,  man : 
The  Saxon  lads,  wi"  loud  placads. 

On  Chatham's  boy  did  ca',  man ; 
An*  Scotland  drew  her  pipe  an'  blew, 

"  Up,  Williet  waur  them  a',  man  1 " 
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ihc  throne  then  Granville's  gone, 

A  Ncrei  word  or  twa,  man ; 
While  »l*c  Dundas  arous'd  tlie  dass 

Be-north  the  Roman  wa',  man: 
Ah'  Ch«tham's  wraith,  in  heav'nly  graith^ 

(lii»pir^l  bardies  saw,  man), 
Wi"  kindling  eyes,  cry'd,  "Willie,  rise  I 

Would  I  hac  fear'd  them  a',  man  ? " 


Hut.  word  an'  blow.  North,  Fox,  and  Ca 

Gowff'd  Willie  like  a  ba*.  man ; 
Till  Suthron  raise,  an'  coost  their  daise 

Behind  him  in  a  raw,  man : 
An'  Caledon  threw  by  the  drone, 

An'  did  her  whitdc  draw,  man ; 
An'  swoor  fu'  rude,  thro'  dirt  an'  blttid. 

To  mak  it  guid  in  law,  man. 


'LY  TO  AN  ANNOUNCEMENT  BY  J.  RANKINE 


I  AM  a  keeper  of  the  law 

In  some  sma'  points,  altho'  not  a'; 

Some  people  tell  me  gin  I  fa', 

Ae  way  or  ither. 
The  breaking  of  ae  point,  tho'  sma'. 

Breaks  a'  thegither. 


I  hae  been  in  for"!  ance  or  twice. 

And  winna  say  o'er  far  for  thrice; 
Vet  never  met  wi'  that  surprise 

That  broke  my  rest ; 
But  now  a  rumour's  like  to  ris^— 

A  whaup  's  i'  the  nest  1 
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EPISTLE  TO  JOHN  RANKINE 

ENCLOSING  90ME  POEMS 

O  ROUGH,  rude,  ready-witted  Rankine, 
The  wale  o'  cocks  for  fun  an'  drinkui  I 
There's  mony  godly  folks  are  thinkin, 

Your  dreams  and  tricks 
Will  send  you,  Korah-like,  a-sinkin 

Straught  to  auld  Nick's, 

Ye  faae  sae  mony  cracks  an'  cants, 
And  in  your  wicked,  drucken  rants, 
Ye  inak  a  devil  o'  the  saunts. 

An'  fill  them  fou; 
And  then  their  failings,  flaws,  an'  wants. 

Are  a*  seen  thro'. 

Hypocrisy,  in  mercy  spare  it ! 

That  holy  robe,  O  dinna  tear  it  I 

Spare't  for  their  sakes,  wha  aften  wear  it— 

The  lads  in  black; 
But  your  curst  wit,  when  it  comes  near  it^ 

Rives't  a  if  their  back. 

Think,  wicked  Sinner,  wha  ye're  skai thing: 
It's  just  the  Blue-gown  badge  an'  claithing 
O'  saunts ;  tak  that,  ye  lea'e  them  naething 

To  ken  them  by 
Frae  ony  unregenerate  heathen. 

Like  you  or  I. 

Fve  sent  you  here  some  rhyming  ware^ 
A*  that  I  bargain'd  for,  an'  mair; 
Sae,  when  ye  hae  an  hour  to  spare, 

I  will  expect. 
Yon  sang  ye'll  sen't,  wi'  cannie  care, 

And  no  neglect. 


SB  EOBBRT  BUKN8 

Tho'  faith,  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  sing! 
My  muse  dow  scarcely  spread  her  winf^j 
I've  pla/d  mysel  a  bonie  spring. 

An'  danc'd  my  fill  I 
I'd  better  gaen  an'  sair't  the  king. 

At  Bunker's  Hill. 

Twas  ae  night  lately,  in  my  fun, 

I  gaed  a  rovin'  wi'  ^e  gun. 

An'  brought  a  paitrick  to  the  grun'— 

A  bonie  hen ; 
And,  as  the  twilight  was  begun, 

Thought  nane  wad  ken. 

The  poor,  wee  thing  was  little  hurt; 

I  straikit  it  a  wee  for  sport, 

Ne'er  thinkin  they  wad  fash  me  for't; 

But,  Deil-ma-care ! 
Somebody  tells  the  poacher-court 

The  hale  affair. 

Some  auld,  us'd  hands  had*  taen  a  note. 
That  sic  a  hen  had  got  a  shot; 
I  was  suspected  for  the  plot; 

I  scom'd  to  lie; 
So  gat  the  whissle  o'  my  groat, 

An'  pay't  the  fee. 

But  by  my  gun,  o'  guns  the  wale, 
An'  by  my  pouther  an'  my  hail. 
An'  by  my  hen,  an'  by  h^  tail, 

I  vow  an*  swear ! 
The  game  shall  pay,  o'er  muir  an'  dale. 

For  this,  neist  year. 

As  soon's  the  clockin-time  is  by, 
An'  the  wee  pouts  begun  to  cry. 
Lord,  I'se  hae  sporting  by  an'  by 

For  my  gawd  guinea, 
Tbo'  I  should  herd  the  buckskin  kye 

For't  in  Virginia. 


POKMS  AND  SONGS 

Trovth,  they  had  muckle  for  to  blame  I 
Twas  neither  broken  wing  nor  limb, 
But  twa-three  ciraps  about  the  wame, 

Scarce  thro'  the  feathers; 
An'  baith  a  yellow  George  to  claim, 

An*  thole  their  blethers  I 

It  pits  me  aye  as  road's  a  hare; 
So  I  can  rhyme  nor  write  nae  mair  j 
But  pennyworths  again  is  fair. 

When  time's  expedient: 
Meanwhile  I  am,  respected  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient 


W 


A   POET'S  WELCOME  TO   HIS   LOVE-BEGOTTEN 
DAUGHTER' 


THE  FIBST  INSTAMCE  THAT  ENTITLED  HIM  TO  THE  VENKHABI-E 
ATFSLLATION   OF  FATUES 

TaotJ's  welcome,  wean;  mishanter  fa'  me. 
If  thoughts  o'  thee,  or  yet  thy  mamie. 
Shall  ever  daunton  me  or  awe  me. 

My  bonie  lady, 
Or  if  I  blush  when  thou  shalt  ca'  me 

Tyta  or  daddie. 

,Tho'  now  they  ca'  me  fornicator. 
An'  tease  my  name  in  kintry  clatter. 
The  mair  they  talk,  I'm  kent  the  better. 

E'en  let  them  clash; 
An  auld  wife's  tongue's  a  feckless  matter 

To  gie  ane  fash. 

Welcome !  my  bonie,  sweet,  wee  dochter, 
Tho'  ye  come  here  a  wee  unsought  for, 

>  Sams  aertT  jiubUshed  tliis  poem. 
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And  tho'  your  condn'  I  hae  fougfat  for, 
Baith  Idrk  and  queir; 

Yet,  by  my  faith,  ye're  no  unwrought  for. 
That  I  shall  swear  I 

Wee  image  o'  my  bonie  Betty, 
As  fatherly  I  Idss  and-daut  ^ee^ 
As  dear,  and  near  my  heart  I  set  thee 

Wi'  as  gude  will 
As  a'  the  priests  had  seen  me  get  thee 

That's  out  o'  h— IL 

Sweet  fruit  o'  mony  a  merry  din^ 

My  funny  toil  is  now  a'  tin^ 

Sin'  thoa  came  to  the  warl'  asklent. 

Which  fools  may  scoff  at; 
In  my  last  plack  thy  part* s  be  in't 

The  better  ha'f  o't 

Tho'  I  should  be  the  waur  bestead, 
Ihou's  be  as  braw  and  bienly  clad. 
And  thy  young  years  as  nicely  bred 

Wi'  education. 
As  ony  brat  o'  wedlock's  bed, 

In  a'  thy  station. 

Lord  grant  that  thou  may  aye  inherit 
Thy  mither's  person,  grace,  an'  merit. 
An'  thy  poor,  worthless  daddy's  spirit. 

Without  his  failins, 
'Twill  please  me  mair  to  see  thee  heir  i^ 

Than  stockit  mailens. 

For  if  thou  be  what  I  wad  hae  thee. 
And  tak  the  counsel  I  shall  gie  thee, 
111  never  rue  my  trouble  wi'  thee. 

The  cost  nor  shame  o'^ 
But  be  a  loving  father  to  thee. 

And  brag  the  name  o't 
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SONG— O  LEAVE  NOVELS* 

O  LEAVE  novels,  ye  MauchUnc  belles, 

Ye're  safer  at  your  spinning-wheel ; 
Such  witching  books  are  baited  hooks 

For  rakish  rooks  Uke  Rob  Mossgiel; 
Your  fine  Tom  Jones  and  Grandisons, 

They  make  your  youthful  fancies  reel ; 
They  heat  your  brains,  and  fire  your  veins, 

Aiid  then  you're  prey  for  Rob  Mossgiel. 

Beware  a  tongue  that's  smoothly  hung, 

A  heart  that  warmly  seems  to  feel; 
That  feeling  heart  bat  acts  a  part — 

'Tis  rakish  art  in  Rob  Mossgiel. 
The  frank  address,  the  soft  caress, 

Are  worse  than  poisoned  darts  of  steel; 
The  frank  address,  and  politessc, 

Alt  all  finesse  in  Rob  Mossgiel, 


FRAGMENT— THE    MAUCHLINE  LADY 
Tune — "  I  bad  a  borse,  I  bad  nae  mair." 

Wbsn  first  I  came  to  Stewart  Kyle, 

My  mind  it  was  na  steady ; 
Where'er  I  gaed,  where'er  I  radc, 

A  mistress  still  I  had  aye. 

But  when  I  came  routi'  by  Mauchline  toun, 

Not  dreadin  anybody. 
My  heart  was  caught,  before  I  thought, 

And  by  a  Mauchline  lady. 

^  Btinu  bcTcr  publUbed  thi«  poem. 
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FRAGMENT— MY  GIRL  SHE'S  AIRY 
Tune—"  Black  Jock." 

My  girl  she's  airy,  she's  buxom  and  gay; 

Her  breath  is  as  sweet  as  the  blossoms  in  May; 

A  touch  of  her  lips  it  ravishes  quite : 
She's  always  good  natur'd,  good  humonr'd,  and  free; 
She  dances,  she  glances,  she  smiles  upon  me; 

I  never  am  happy  when  out  of  her  sight 


THE  BELLES  OF  MAUCHLINE 

In  Mauchline  there  dwells  six  proper  young  bdles. 
The  pride  of  the  place  and  its  neighbourhood  a'; 

Their  carriage  and  dress,  a  stranger  would  guess. 
In  Lon'on  or  Paris,  they'd  gotten  it  a'. 

Miss  Miller  is  fine,  Miss  Markland's  divine. 
Miss  Smith  she  has  wit,  and  Miss  Betty  is  braw: 

There's  beauty  and  fortune  to  get  ,wi'  Miss  Morton, 
But  Armour's  the  jewel  for  me  o'  them  a'. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  NOISY  POLEMIC 

Below  thir  stanes  lie  Jamie's  banes; 

O  Death,  it's  my  opinion. 
Thou  ne'er  took  such  a  bleth'rin  bitch 

Into  thy  dark  dominion  I 


EPITAPH  ON  A  HENPECKED  COUNTRY  SQUIRE 

As  father  Adam  first  was  fool'd, 
(A  case  that's  still  too  common,) 

Here  lies  a  man  a  woman  ruled. 
The  devil  ruled  the  woman. 
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sa 


EPIGRAM  ON  THE   SAID  OCCASION 

O  Death,  bad'st  thou  but  spar'd  bis  life, 

Whom  we  this  day  lament, 
Wc  freely  wad  exchanged  the  wife. 

And  a'  been  weel  content. 
Ev'n  as  be  is,  cauld  in  his  graff. 

The  swap  we  yet  will  do't ; 
Tak  thou  the  carlin's  carcase  aff, 

Tbou'se  get  the  saul  o'  boot. 


ANOTHER 

One  Queen  Artemisia,  as  old  stories  tell. 
When  deprived  of  her  husband  she  loved  so  well. 
In  respect  for  the  love  and  affection  he  show'd  her. 
She  rcduc'd  him  to  dust  and  she  drank  up  the  powder. 
Bat  Queen  Netherplace,  of  a  diff'rent  complexion, 
\STieii  called  on  to  order  the  fun'ral  direction. 
Would  have  eat  her  dead  lord,  on  a  slender  pretence. 
Not  to  show  her  respect,  but — to  save  the  expetice  1 


ON  TAM  THE   CHAPMAN 

As  Tarn  the  chapman  on  a  day, 

Wi'  Death  forgather'd  by  the  way, 

Weel  pleas' d,  he  greets  a  wight  so  famous, 

Aad  Death  was  nae  less  pleas'd  wi'  Thomai, 

Wba  cheerfully  lays  down  his  pack, 

And  there  blaws  up  a  hearty  crack : 

His  social,  friendly,  honest  heart 

Sae  tickled  Death,  they  could  na  part; 

Sae,  after  viewing  knives  and  garters, 

Death  taks  him  hame  to  gie  him  quarters. 
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EPITAPH  ON  JOHN   RANKINE 

Ae  day,  as  Death,  that  gruesome  carl. 
Was  driving  to  the  tither  warl' 
A  tuLxtic-majctie  motley  squad. 
And  mony  a  gtiilt-bespotted  lad — 
Black  gowns  of  each  denomination, 
And  thieves  of  every  rank  and  station. 
From  him  that  wears  the  star  and  garter. 
To  him  that  win  ties  in  a  halter: 
Ashamed  himself  to  see  the  wretches. 
He  mutters,  glowrin  at  the  bitches, 
"  By  G— d  I'll  not  be  seen  behint  them. 
Nor  'mang  the  sp'ritual  core  present  them. 
Without,  at  least,  ae  honest  man, 
To  grace  this  d — d  infernal  dan !  '* 
By  Adamhill  a  glance  he  threw, 
"  L — d  G — d  !  "  quoth  he,  "  I  have  it  now; 
There's  just  the  man  I  want,  i'  faith  I  " 
And  quickly  stoppit  Rankine's  breath. 


LINES   ON  THE  AUTHOR'S   DEATH 

WSITTEK    WITB    THE    SUPPOSED   VtSW    OF   SEING    BANOED    TO  J 
RANKINE  AFTER  THE  POET'S  INTERMENT 

He  who  of  Rankin e  sang,  lies  stiff  and  dead, 
And  a  green  grassy  hillock  hides  his  head; 
Alas  alas  I  a  devilish  change  indeed. 


MAN  WAS  MADE  TO  MOURN— A   DIRGE 

When  chill  November's  surly  blast 

Made  fields  and  forests  bare. 
One  ev'ning,  as  I  wander'd  forth 

Along  the  banks  of  Ayr, 
I  spied  a  man,  whose  aged  st^ 
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Seem'd  weary,  worn  with  care; 
His  face  was  furrow'd  o'er  with  years, 
And  hoary  was  his  hair. 

"  Young  stranger,  whither  wand' rest  thou  ? " 

Began  the  rev 'rend  sage; 
"  Does  thirst  of  wealth  thy  step  constrain, 
Or  youthful  pleasure's  rage? 
Or  haply,  prest  with  cares  and  woes. 

Too  soon  thou  hast  began 
To  wander  forth,  with  me  to  mourn 
The  miseries  of  man. 

•The  sun  that  overhangs  yon  moors. 

Out-spreading  far  and  wide, 
Where  hundreds  labour  to  support 

A  haughty  lordling's  pride; — 
I've  seen  yon  weary  winter-sun 

Twice  forty  times  return; 
And  ev'ry  time  has  added  proofs, 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

"  O  man  1  while  in  thy  early  years, 

How  prodigal  of  time  ! 
Mis-spending  all  thy  precious  hour*— 

Thy  glorious,  youthful  prime! 
Alternate  follies  take  the  sway; 

Licentious  passions  burn ; 
Which  tenfold  force  gives  Nature's  law. 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 


as 


"  Look  not  alone  on  youthful  prime. 
Or  manhood's  active  might; 

Man  then  is  useful  to  his  kind, 
Supported  is  his  right: 

But  see  him  on  the  edge  of  life. 
With  cares  and  sorrows  worn ; 

Then  Age  and  Want — oh !  ill-match'd  pair- 
Shew  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

iC — Vol.  8 
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"A  few  seem  favourites  of  fat«, 

In  pleasure's  lap  carest; 
Yet,  think  not  all  tbe  rich  and  great 

Are  likewise  truly  blest: 
But  oh !  what  crowds  in  cv'ry  land, 

All  wretched  and  forlorn, 
Thro'  weary  life  this  lesson  learn. 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

"  Many  and  sharp  the  numVous  ills 

Inwoven  with  our  frame! 
More  pointed  still  we  make  ourselves. 

Regret,  remorse,  and  shame  I 
And  man,  whose  heav'n-ercctcd  face 

The  smiles  of  love  adorn, — 
Man's  inhumanity  to  man 

Makes  countless  thousands  moiinit 

"  See  yonder  poor,  o'erlabour'd  wight. 

So  abject,  mean,  and  vile, 
Who  begs  a  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  him  leave  to  toil ; 
And  see  his  lordly  fellow- worm 

The  poor  petition  spurn. 
Unmindful,  tho'  a  weeping  wife 

And  helpless  offspring  moum. 

"  If  I'm  design'd  yon  lordling's  slavey 

By  Nature's  law  design'd. 
Why  was  an  independent  wish 

E'er  planted  in  my  mind  ? 
If  not,  why  am  I  subject  to 

His  cruelty  or  scorn  ? 
Or  why  has  man  *hc  .will  and  pow'r 

To  make  his  fellow  mourn? 


'  Yet,  let  not  this  too  much,  my  son. 

Disturb  thy  youthful  breast: 
This  partial  view  of  human-kind 
Is  surely  not  the  last] 
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The  poor,  oppressed,  honest  man 
Had  never,  sure,  been  bom, 

Had  there  not  been  some  recompense 
To  comfort  those  that  mourn  I 

'  O  Death  I  the  poor  man's  clearest  friend. 

The  kindest  and  the  best ! 
Welcome  the  hour  my  aged  limba 

Are  laid  with  thee  at  rest ! 
The  great,  the  wcahhy  fear  thy  blow 

From  pomp  and  pleasure  torn ; 
But.  oh  !  a  blest  relief  for  those 

That  weary-laden  mourn  1  " 


THE   TWA  HERDS;   OR,  THE   HOLY  TULYIE 

AN   UNCO   UOUttSWU'   TALE 

'  Blodcheads  with  reasoci  wicked  wits  abhor, 
But  fool  with  fool  is  baibarous  civil  war." — FopK, 

O  a'  ye  pious  godly  flocks, 
Weel  fed  on  pastures  orthodox, 
Wha  now  will  keep  you  frae  the  fox, 

Or  worrying  tykes? 
Or  wha  will  tent  the  waifs  an'  crocks, 

About  the  dykes? 

The  twa  best  herds  in  a'  the  wast, 
That  e'er  ga'e  gospel  horn  a  blast 
These  five  an'  twenty  simmers  past— 

Oh.  dool  to  tell  t 
Hae  had  a  bitter  black  out-cast 

A I  we  en  themsel'. 

O,  Moodie,'  man,  an'  wordy  Russell,* 
How  could  you  raise  so  vile  a  bustle ; 
Ye'U  see  how  New-Light  herds  will  whistle. 
An'  think  it  fine  ! 

•  Ser.   l£r.   Moodie  of  RiccirMa.        'Rev.  John  Ruuell  of  KUmainadc. 
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The  L — 's  cause  ne'er  gat  sic  a  twistl^ 
Sin'  I  hae  min', 

O,  sirs !  whae'er  wad  hae  expeckit 

Your  duty  ye  wad  sae  negleddt. 

Ye  wha  were  ne'er  by  lairds  respeddt 

To  wear  the  plaid ; 
But  by  the  brutes  themselves  eleckit. 

To  be  their  guide. 

What  flock  wi*  Moodie's  flock  could  rank?— 
Sae  hale  and  hearty  every  shank ! 
Nae  poison 'd  soor  Arminian  stank 

He  let  them  taste ; 
Frae  Calvin's  well  aye  clear  they  drank,— 

O,  sic  a  feast  1 

The  thummart,  willcat,  brock,  an'  tod, 
Weel  kend  his  voice  thro'  a'  the  wood. 
He  smdl'd  their  ilka  hole  an'  road, 

Baith  out  an  in; 
An'  weel  he  lik'd  to  shed  their  btuid, 

An'  sell  their  skin. 

What  herd  Uke  Russell  tell'd  his  tale; 
His  voice  was  heard  thro'  muir  and  dak^ 
He  kcnn'd  the  L — 's  sheep,  ilka  tail, 

Owre  a'  the  height; 
An'  saw  gin  they  were  sick  or  hale, 

At  the  first  sight 

He  fine  a  mangy  sheep  could  scrub. 

Or  nobly  fling  the  gospel  club, 

And  New-Light  herds  couM  nicely  drub 

Or  f>ay  their  skin; 
Could  shake  them  o'er  the  burning  dub^ 

Or  heave  them  in. 

Sic  twa— 01  do  I  live  to  see't? — 
Sic  famous  twa  should  disagree't. 
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The  poor,  oppressed,  honest  man 
Had  never,  sure,  been  born. 

Had  there  not  been  some  recompense 
To  coinlort  those  that  moura ! 

'  O  Death  !  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend. 

The  kindest  and  the  best ! 
Welooice  the  hour  my  aged  limbs 

Arc  laid  with  thee  at  rest ! 
The  great,  the  wealthy  fear  thy  blow 

From  pomp  and  pleasure  torn ; 
But,  oh  !  a  blest  relief  for  those 

That  weary-laden  mouro  I " 


I 


[E   T\VA  HERDS;   OR,  THE  HOLY  TULYIE 

AN  UNCO   MOURNFU'  TALK 

'  Bloekheadi  with  reason  wicked  wits  »bhor. 
But  fool  witb  fool  is  barbarous  civil  war," — Pott. 

O  a'  ye  pious  godly  flocks. 
Wee!  fed  on  pastures  orthodox, 
WTia  now  will  keep  you  frae  the  fox. 

Or  worrying  tykes? 
Or  wha  will  tent  the  waifs  an'  crocks. 

About  the  dykes? 

The  twa  best  herds  in  a'  the  wast, 
That  e'er  ga'e  gospel  horn  a  blast 
These  five  an'  twenty  simmers  past-^ 

Oh.  dool  to  telll 
Hae  had  a  bitter  black  out-cast 

Atween  themsel'. 


O.  Moodie,*  man,  an*  wordy  Russell  * 
How  could  you  raise  so  vile  a  bustle ; 
Ye'Il  see  how  New-Light  herds  will  whistle. 
An'  think  it  fine  I 
Sc«.   Mr.   Momlie  of  RiCUrton.        '  Rcr.  Jabn  Ruwell  of  KilnuraiKlE. 
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Forty  turn-coats  amanf  oarsel'. 

There's  Smith"  for  ane; 

I  doubt  he's  but  a  grey  nick  quill, 
An'  that  yc'll  fin*. 

O  t  a'  >'e  flocks  o'er  a'  the  hills. 

By  mosses,  meadows,  moors,  and  fells, 

Come,  join  your  counsel  and  your  skills 

To  cowe  the  lairds. 
An'  get  the  brutes  the  power  themsel's 

To  choose  their  herds. 

Then  Orthodoxy  yet  may  prance, 
An'  Learning  in  a  woody  daiice. 
An'  that  fell  cur  ca'd  Common-Sense, 

That  bites  sae  sair. 
Be  banished  o'er  the  sea  to  France: 

Let  him  bark  thei^. 

Then  Shaw's  an'  D'rymple's  eloquence, 
M'Gill's  close  nervous  excellence 
M'Quhae's  pathetic  manly  sense. 

An'  guid  M'Math, 
Wi'  Stnith,  wha  thro'  the  heart  can  glance, 

May  a'  pack  »B. 


EPISTLE  TO   DAVIE,   A   BROTHER  POET 

January 

WaitE  winds  frae  afF  Ben-Lomond  blaw. 
An'  bar  the  doors  wi'  driving  snaw. 

An'  hing  us  owre  the  ingle, 
I  set  me  down  to  pass  the  time. 
An'  spin  a  verse  or  twa  o'  rhyme. 

In  hamely,  westlin  jingle; 
While  frosty  winds  blaw  in  the  drift* 

Ben  to  the  chimla  Itig, 

"Sev.  George  Smith  of  Catibm. 
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I  grudge  a  wee  the  great-folk's  gift, 
Tbtt  live  sae  bien  an'  snug : 
I  tent  less,  and  want  tcss 
Their  roomy  fire-side; 
But  hanker,  and  canker. 
To  see  their  cursed  pride. 

It's  hardly  in  a  body's  pow'r 

To  keep,  at  times,  £rae  beitig  sour. 

To  see  how  things  are  shar'd ; 
How  best  o'  chiels  are  whiles  in  want. 
While  coofs  on  countleai  thousands  rant. 

And  ken  na  how  to  wair't ; 
But,  Davie,  lad,  ne'er  fash  your  head, 

Tho'  we  hae  little  gear; 
We're  fit  to  win  our  daily  bread, 
As  lang's  we're  hale  and  fier  t 
"  Mair  spier  na  nor  fear  na,'" 
Auld  age  ne'er  mind  a  feg; 
The  last  o't,  the  warst  o't, 
Is  only  but  to  beg. 

To  He  in  kilns  and  barns  at  e'en. 

When  banes  are  cra^'d,  and  bluid  is  thin, 

Ii,  doubtless,  great  distress  ! 
Yet  then  content  could  make  us  blest ; 
Ev'n  then,  sometimes,  we'd  snatch  a  taste 

Of  truest  happiness. 
The  honest  heart  that's  free  frae  a' 

Intended  fraud  or  guile. 
However  Fortune  kick  the  ba*, 
Hu  aye  some  cause  to  smile; 
An'  mind  still,  you'll  find  stil], 

A  comfort  this  nae  sma' ; 
Nac  mair  then  we'll  care  then, 
Nae  farther  we  can  fa*. 


What  tho',  like  commoners  of  air, 
We  wander  out,  we  know  not  where, 
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But  dther  house  or  hal'. 
Yet  nature's  charms,  the  hills  and  woods. 
The  sweeping  vales,  and  foaming  floods, 

Are  free  alike  to  all. 
In  days  when  daisies  deck  the  ground. 

And  blackbirds  whistle  clear. 
With  honest  joy  our  hearts  will  bouiu^ 
To  see  the  coming  year : 
On  braes  when  we  please  then. 

We'll  sit  an'  sowth  a  tune ; 
Sync  rhyme  till't  we'll  time  till't. 
An'  sing't  when  we  hae  done. 

It's  no  in  titles  nor  in  rank: 

It's  no  in  wealth  like  Lon'on  bank. 

To  purchase  peace  and  rest : 
It's  no  in  makin'  muckle,  mair; 
It's  no  in  books,  it's  no  in  lear. 

To  make  us  truly  blest; 
If  happiness  hae  not  her  seat 

An'  centre  in  the  breast, 
,We  may  be  wise,  or  rich,  or  great, 
But  never  can  be  blest ; 
Nee  treasures  nor  pleasures 

Could  make  us  happy  tang; 
The  heart  aye's  the  part  aye 
That  makes  us  right  or  wrang. 

Think  ye,  that  sic  as  you  and  I, 

Wha  drudge  an'  drive  lliro'  wet  and  diy, 

Wi'  never  ceasing  toil ; 
Think  ye,  are  we  less  blest  than  they, 
Wha  scarcely  tent  us  in  their  way. 

As  hardly  worth  their  while? 
Alas!  how  aft  in  haughty  mood, 

God's  creatures  they  oppress  I 
Or  else,  neglecting  a'  that's  guid. 

They  riot  in  excess  t 
Baith  careless  find  fearless 
Of  either  heaven  or  hell; 
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Esteeming  and  deeming 
It's  a'  an  idle  tale  ! 

Then  let  us  cheerfu'  acquiesce. 
Nor  make  our  scanty  pleasures  less. 

By  pining  at  our  state: 
And,  even  should  misfortunes  come, 
1,  here  wha  sit,  hae  met  wi'  some — 

An's  thankfu'  for  them  yet. 
They  gie  the  wit  of  age  to  youth ; 

They  let  us  ken  oursel' ; 
They  make  us  see  the  naked  truth. 
The  real  guid  and  ill: 
Tho'  losses  an'  crosses 

Be  lessons  right  severe, 
There's  wit  there,  yc'Il  get  there, 
Ye'U  find  nae  other  where. 
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But  tent  me,,  Davie,  ace  o'  hearts  I 

(To  say  aught  less  wad  wrang  the  cartes, 

And  flatt'ry  I  detest) 
This  life  has  joys  for  you  and  I; 
An'  Joys  that  riches  ne'er  could  buy. 

An*  joys  the  very  best. 
There's  a'  the  pleasures  o*  the  heart, 

The  lover  an'  the  frien'; 
Ye  hae  your  Meg,  your  dearest  par^ 
And  I  my  darling  Jean  ! 

It  warms  me,  it  charms  me, 
To  mention  but  her  name ; 
It  heats  me,  it  beets  me. 
An'  sets  me  a'  on  flame  I 

O  all  ye  Pow'rs  who  rule  above  I 
O  Thou  whose  very  self  art  love  \ 

Thou  know'st  my  words  sincere  I 
The  life-blood  streaming  thro'  my  heart, 
Or  my  more  dear  immortal  part. 

Is  not  more  fondly  dear ! 
When  heart-corroding  care  and  grief 
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Deprive  my  soul  of  rest. 
Her  dear  idea  brings  relief, 
And  solace  to  my  breast. 
Thou  Being.  AU-seein;, 

O  hear  my  fervent  prty'f  j 
Still  take  her,  and  make  her 
Thy  most  peculiar  care  I 

All  hail !  ye  tender  feelinfs  dear  1 
The  smile  of  love,  the  frientlly  tear, 

The  sympathetic  glow  I 
Long  since,  this  world's  thorny  ways 
Had  number'd  out  my  weary  days. 

Had  it  not  been  for  yout 
Fate  still  has  blest  me  with  a  friend* 

In  ev'ry  care  and  ill; 
And  oft  a  more  endearing  band — 
A  tie  more  tender  still. 
It  lightens,  it  brightens 
The  teiiebrific  scene, 
To  meet  with,  and  greet  with 
My  Davie,  or  niy  Jean ! 

O,  how  that  name  inspires  my  style ! 
The  words  come  skdpin,  rank  an'  file, 

Amaist  before  I  ken ! 
The  ready  measure  rins  as  fine. 
As  Phcebus  an'  the  famous  Nine 

Were  glowrin  owrc  my  pen. 
My  spavtet  Pegasus  will  limp, 

Till  ance  he's  fairly  het; 
And  then  he'll  hilch,  and  stilt,  an'  jirap. 
And  rin  an  unco  fit: 
But  least  then  the  beast  then 
Should  rue  this  hasty  ride, 
I'll  light  now,  and  dight  now 
His  sweaty,  wizen'd  hide. 
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HOLY  WnXIE'S  PRAYER 
"  And  send  the  godly  in  a  pet  to  pray."— Pop«, 

AactruEKT. — Holy  Willie  was  a  rather  oldish  bachelor  elder,  in  the 
parish  of  Maucbline,  and  much  aod  justly  famed  for  that  polemical 
diattering,  which  ends  in  tippling  orthodoxy,  and  for  that  spiritual- 
iaed  bawdry  which  refines  to  iiguorisb  devotion.  In  a  sessional 
proceai  with  a  geatleman  in  Mauchline — a  Mr,  Gavia  Hamilton — 
Holy  fVillie  and  bia  priest.  Father  Auld,  after  full  hearing  in  the 
pres^yteiy  of  Ayr,  came  off  but  second  best ;  owing  partly  to  the 
ontorical  powers  of  Mr.  Robert  Aiken,  Mr.  Hamilton's  counsel; 
but  chiefly  to  Mr.  Hamilton's  being  one  of  the  most  irreproachable 
and  trtily  respectable  characters  in  the  county.  On  losing  the 
ptocess.  the  ma««  overheard  him  [Holy  Willie]  at  his  devotions, 
«•  follows : — 


0  Thou,  who  in  the  heavens  does  dwell. 
Who,  as  it  pleases  best  Thysel', 

Sends  ane  to  heaven  an'  ten  to  hell, 
A'  for  Thy  glory. 

And  DO  for  ony  gude  or  ill 

They've  done  afore  Thee ! 

1  blesi  and  praise  Thy  matchless  might. 
When  thousands  Thou  hast  left  in  night. 
That  I  atn  here  afore  Thy  sight, 

For  gifts  an'  grace 
A  burning  and  a  shining  light 

To  a'  this  place. 

What  was  I,  or  my  generation, 
That  I  should  get  sic  exaltation, 
I  wha  deserve  most  just  damnation 

For  broken  laws. 
Five  thousand  years  ere  my  creation. 

Thro'  Adam's  cause. 


When  frae  my  mither's  womb  I  fell. 
Thou  might  hae  plunged  me  tn  bell. 
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To  gnash  my  gums,  to  weep  and  wail. 
In  burnin  lakes. 

Where  damned  devils  roar  and  yell, 
Chain'd  to  their 


Yet  I  am  here  a  chosen  sample, 

To  show  thy  grace  is  great  and  ample; 

I'm  here  a  pillar  o'  Thy  temple. 

Strong  as  a  rock, 
A  guide,  a  buckler,  and  example. 

To  a'  Thy  flock. 

O  L — d.  Thou  kens  what  zeal  I  bear. 
When  drinkers  drink,  an'  swearers  swear. 
An'  singin  there,  an'  dancin  here, 

Wi'  great  and  sma'; 
For  I  am  keepit  by  Thy  fear 

Free  frae  them  a'. 

But  yet,  O  I^-d !  confess  I  must. 
At  times  I'm  fash'd  wi'  fleshly  lust: 
An'  sometimes,  too,  in  warldly  trust. 

Vile  self  gets  in; 
But  Thou  remembers  we  are  dust, 

Defil'd  wi'  sin. 

0  L— d !  yestreen.  Thou  kens,  wi'  Meg— 
Thy  pardon  I  sincerely  beg, 

0 1  may't  ne'er  be  a  livin  plagiie 

To  my  dishonour. 
An'  I'll  ne'er  lift  a  lawless  leg 

Again  upon  her. 

Besides,  I  farther  maun  allow, 

Wi'  Leezie's  lass,  three  times  I  trow — 

But  L — d,  that  Friday  I  was  fou, 

When  I  cam  near  her; 
Or  else.  Thou  kens,  Thy  servant  true 
Wad  never  steer  her. 


POEMS  AND  SONGS 

Mayfce  Thou  lets  this  fleshly  thorn 

Buffet  Thy  servant  e'en  and  morn, 

Lest  he  owre  proud  and  high  shou'd  turn. 

That  he's  sac  gifted: 
If  sae.  Thy  han'  maun  e'en  be  borne. 

Until  Thou  lift  it. 

L — d,  bless  Thy  chosen  in  this  place. 
For  here  Thou  hast  a  chosen  race : 
But  G — d  confound  their  stubborn  face. 

An'  blast  their  name, 
Wha  bring  Thy  elders  to  disgrace 

An'  public  shame. 

L — d,  mind  Gaw'n  Hamilton's  deserts ; 
He  drinks,  an'  swears,  an'  plays  at  cartes. 
Yet  has  sae  mony  takin  arts, 

Wi'  great  and  sma', 
Frae  G — d's  ain  priest  the  people's  hearts 

He  steals  awa. 

An'  when  we  chasten'd  him  therefor. 
Thou  kens  how  he  bred  sic  a  splore. 
An'  set  the  warld  in  a  roar 

O*  laughing  at  us; — 
Curse  Thou  his  basket  and  his  store, 
Kail  an'  potatoes. 

L — d,  hear  my  earnest  cry  and  pray'r. 

Against  that  Presbyt'ry  o'  Ayr; 

Thy  strong  right  hand,  L — d,  make  it  bare 

Upo*  their  heads; 
L~d  visit  them,  an"  dinna  spare, 

For  their  misdeeds. 

O  L— d,  my  G — d !  that  glib-tongu'd  AJken, 
My  vera  heart  and  flesh  are  quakin. 
To  think  how  we  stood  sweatin',  sfaakin. 

An'  p — >'d  wi'  dread. 
While  he,  wi'  hingin  lip  an'  snakin. 

Held  up  his  head. 


77 


ROa£RT  BURNS 

L — d,  in  Thy  day  o'  vengetnce  try  him, 
L — d,  visit  them  wha  did  employ  him, 
And  pass  not  in  Thy  mercy  by  'em, 

Nor  hear  thcJr  pray'f. 
But  for  Thy  people's  sake  destroy  'em. 

An'  dinna  spare. 

But,  L — d,  remember  me  an'  mine 
Wi'  mercies  temporal  an*  divine, 
That  I  for  grace  an'  gear  may  shine, 

Excell'd  by  nanc. 
And  a'  the  glory  shall  be  thine, 

Amen,  Amen  I 


EPITAPH  ON  HOLY  WILLIE 

Hers  Holy  Willie's  sair  worn  clay 

Talcs  up  its  last  abode; 
His  saul  has  ta'en  some  other  way, 

I  fear,  the  left-hand  road. 

Stop  I  there  he  is,  as  sure's  a  gun. 
Poor,  silly  body,  see  hitn: 

Nae  wonder  he's  as  black's  the  grun. 
Observe  wha's  standing  wi'  him. 

Your  brunstane  devilship,  I  see, 
Has  got  him  there  before  ye; 

But  hand  your  nine-tail  cat  a  wee. 
Till  snce  you've  heard  my  story. 

Your  pity  I  will  not  implore. 

For  pity  ye  have  nane ; 
Justice,  alasl  has  gi'en  him  o'er. 

And  mercy's  day  is  gane. 

But  hear  me.  Sir.  deil  as  ye  are. 
Look  something  to  your  credit ; 
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A  coof  like  him  wad  stain  youf  name. 
If  it  were  kcnt  ye  did  it 


79 


DEATH  AND  DOCTOR  HORNBOOK 

A   TKUE  STOKY 

Some  books  are  lies  frae  end  to  end, 
And  some  great  lies  were  never  penn'd : 
Ev'n  ministei's  they  hae  been  kenn'd. 

In  holy  rafiture, 
A  rousing  whid  at  times  to  vend, 

And  nail't  wi'  Scripture. 

But  this  that  I  am  g^aun  to  tell. 
Which  lately  on  a  night  befell, 
Is  just  as  trues  the  Deil's  in  hell 

Or  Dublin  city: 
That  e'er  he  nearer  comes  oursel' 

'S  a  muckU  pity. 

Th«  clachan  yill  had  made  me  canty, 

I  was  na  fou,  but  just  had  plenty ; 

I  stachcr'd  whiles,  but  yet  look  tent  aye 

To  free  the  ditches ; 
An'  hillocks,  stanes,  an'  bushes,  kenn'd  aye 

Frae  ghaista  an'  witches. 

The  rising  moon  began  to  glowre 
The  distant  Ctmmock  hills  out-owre; 
To  count  her  horns,  wi'  a'  my  pow'r, 

I  set  raysel'; 
But  whether  ahc  had  three  or  four, 

I  cou'd  na  tell. 


I  was  come  round  about  the  hill. 
An*  todlin  down  on  Willie't  mill. 


Setting  my  staflf  wt'  a'  ray  skill. 

To  keep  nie  sicker; 
Tho'  leeward  whiles,  against  my  will, 

I  took  a  bicker. 


I  there  wi'  Somclhing  did  forgather. 

That  pat  roe  in  an  eerie  swither ; 

An'  awfu'  scythe,  out-owrc  ae  shouther. 

Clear-dangling,  hang; 
A  three-tae'd  leister  on  the  ither 

Lay,  large  an'  lang. 

Its  stature  scem'd  lang  Scotch  ells  twa. 
The  queerest  shape  that  e'er  1  saw. 
For  fient  a  wame  it  had  ava ; 

And  then  its  shanks, 
They  were  as  thin,  as  sharp  an'  sma' 

As  cheeks  o'  branks. 


*•  Guid-epn,"  quo'  I ;  "  Friend  1  hae  ye  been  mawtn, 
When  ither  folk  are  busy  sawin ! '" 
It  seem'd  to  make  a  kind  o'  stan', 

But  naething  spak ; 
At  length,  says  I,  "  Friend  1  whare  ye  gaun  ? 

Will  ye  go  back?" 

It  spak  right  howe, — "  My  name  is  Death, 
But  be  na  fiey'd."— Quoth  I, "  Guid  faith, 
Ye're  tnaybc  come  to  stap  my  breath ; 

But  tent  me,  billie; 
I  red  ye  weel,  tak  care  o'  skaith, 

See,  there's  a  gully  I  " 

"  Guderaan,"  quo'  he,  "  put  up  your  whittle, 
I'm  no  designed  to  try  its  mettle ; 
But  if  I  did,  I  wad  be  kittle 

To  be  mislear'd; 
I  wad  na  mind  it,  no  chat  spittle 

Out-owre  ray  beard." 
*Tliit  rencootre  luppciied  in  xcd-time,  17E5. — R,  B, 
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••  Weel,  weel ! "  says  I, "  a  bargain  be't ; 
Come,  gie's  your  hand,  an'  sae  we're  gree't; 
We'll  ease  our  shanks  an  tak  a  seat — 

Come,  g^e's  your  news; 
This  while  ye  hae  been  mony  a  gate. 

At  mony  a  house.'" 
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"Ay,  ay !  "  quo'  he,  an'  shook  his  head. 
It's  e'en  a  lang ,  lang  time  indeed 
Sin*  I  began  to  nick  the  thread, 

An'  choke  the  breath : 
Folk  maun  do  something  for  their  bread. 

An'  sae  maun  Death. 

"  Sax  thousand  years  are  near-hand  fled 
Sin'  I  was  to  the  hutching  bred, 
An'  mony  a  scheme  in  vain's  been  laid. 

To  stap  or  scar  me ; 
Till  ane  Hornbook's'  ta'en  up  the  trade, 

And  faith  I  he'll  waur  me. 

*  Ye  ken  Jock  Hornbook  i'  the  Clachan, 
Deil  mak  his  king's-hood  in  a  spleuchan ; 
He's  grown  sae  weel  acquaint  wi'  Buchan* 

And  ither  chaps. 
The  weans  haud  out  their  fingers  laughin. 

An'  pouk  my  hips. 


"  See,  here's  a  scythe,  an'  there's  a  dart. 
They  hae  pierc'd  mony  a  gallant  heart; 
But  Doctor  Hornbrook  wt"  his  art 

An'  cursed  skill. 
Has  made  them  haith  no  worth  a  f — t, 

D— n'd  haet  they'll  kill  t 

* 

■  Aa  efridemiflaJ  fevtr  wu  then  ra^nf  in  tliat  countrr. — R.  B. 
SThii  gEiitkizLan,   Dr.  Hornbook,  is  professionally  a  brother  of  the  bov^ 
'  rn  Order  of  tbe  Ferula;  bpt,  by  intuition  and  inspiratioQ,  is  «t  once  jlxl 
^„_he^ry»  lurgcon,  and  pliyBidan. — R.  B, 
4  Buchvi'f  Domestic  Medicine* — iL  Bm 
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"  'Twss  but  yestreen.  n»e  farther  gaae, 
I  threw  a  noble  throw  at  ane ; 
Wi'  less,  I'tii  sure,  I've  hundreds  slaiflT; 

But  deil-ma-care. 
It  just  play'd  dif  1  on  the  bane. 

But  did  nae  mair, 

"  Hornbook  was  by,  wi*  ready  art. 
An'  had  sac  fortify'd  the  part. 
That  when  I  look&l  to  my  dart. 

It  was  sae  blunt, 
Ficnt  hact  o*t  wad  hae  pierc'd  the  heart 

Of  a  kail-runt. 

"  I  drew  my  scythe  in  sic  a  fury, 
1  near-hand  cowpit  wi'  my  hurry. 
But  yet  the  bauld  Apothecary 

Withstood  the  thock; 
I  might  as  wcel  hae  tried  a  quarry 

O'  hard  whin  rock. 

"  Ev'n  them  he  canna  get  attended, 
Altho'  their  face  he  ne'er  had  kend  it, 
Juit  -~—  In  a  kail 'blade,  an'  send  it, 

A»  soon'i  he  smelli  't, 
Balth  their  diteaie,  and  what  will  mend  it. 

At  once  he  tells  't 

"  And  then  a'  doctor's  saws  an'  whittles. 

Of  a'  dimensions,  shapes,  an'  mettles, 
A'  kind  o'  boxes,  mugs,  an'  bottles. 

He's  sure  to  hae ; 
Their  Latin  names  as  fast  he  rattles 

As  A  B  C. 

"  Calces  o*  fossils,  earths,  and  trees ; 
True  sal-marintim  o'  the  seas ; 
The  fariha  of  beans  an'  pease, 

He  has't  in  plenty; 
Aqua-fftntis,  what  you  please. 

He  can  content  ye. 
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'  Forbye  some  new,  uncommon  weapons, 
Urinus  spiritus  of  capons; 
Or  mite-horn  shavings,  filings,  scrapings, 

Distill'd  per  se; 
Sal-alkali  o'  midge-tail  clippings. 

And  mony  mae." 

'  Waes  me  for  Johnie  Ged's-Hole*  now," 
Qaoth  I,  "if  that  thae  news  be  true ! 
His  braw  calf-ward  whare  gowans  grew, 

Sae  white  and  bonie, 
Nae  doubt  they'll  rive  it  wi'  the  plew ; 

They'll  ruin  Johnie !  '* 

The  creature  graln'd  an  eldritch  laugh. 
And  says  "  Ye  needna  yoke  the  pleugh, 
Kirlcyards  will  soon  be  till'd  eneugh, 

Tak  ye  nae  fear ; 
They'll  ai'  be  trench 'd  wi'  irony  a  shcugh, 

In  twa-threc  j-ear. 

*  Whare  I  kill'd  anc,  a  fair  strae-death, 
By  loss  o'  blood  or  want  of  breath, 
Thit  night  I'm  free  to  tak  my  aith, 

That  Hornbook's  skill 
Has  dad  a  score  i*  their  last  c  I  aith. 

By  drap  an'  pill. 

"  An  honest  wabster  to  his  trade, 
Whasc  wife's  twa  nieves  were  scarce  weel-bree! 
Gat  tippence-worth  to  mend  her  head. 

When  it  was  sair ; 
TTie  wife  sladc  cannie  to  her  bed. 

But  ne'er  spak  mair. 


'  A  country  laird  had  ta*en  the  batts, 
Or  some  curmurring  in  his  guts, 

•The  B™»e-<liii«r.— ft.  B. 
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His  only  son  for  Hornbook  sets. 

An'  pays  him  well : 

The  lad,  for  twa  guid  gimmer-pets. 
Was  laird  himsel'. 

'  A  bonfe  lass — ye  kend  her  name — 
Some  ill-brcwn  drink  had  hov'd  her  wame; 
She  trusts  hersel',  to  hide  the  shame^ 

In  Hornbook's  care ; 
Horn  sent  her  aff  to  her  lang  hame. 

To  hide  it  there. 

'  That's  just  a  swatch  o'  Hornbook's  way; 
Thus  goes  he  on  from  day  to  day. 
Thus  does  he  poison,  kill,  an'  slay, 

An's  weel  paid  for't; 
Yet  stops  me  o'  my  lawfu'  prey, 

Wi' his  d—n'd  dirt: 

'  But,  hark !  I'll  tell  you  of  a  plot, 
Tho'  dinna  ye  be  speakin  o't; 
I'll  nail  the  self-conceited  sot. 

As  dead's  a  herrin ; 
Neist  time  we  meet,  I'll  wad  a  groat. 

He  gets  his  fairin  I " 

But  just  as  he  began  to  tell, 

The  auld  kirk-hammer  strak  the  bell 

Some  wee  short  hour  ayont  the  twa!', 

Wliich  rais'd  us  baith: 
I  todc  the  way  that  pteas'd  mysel'. 

And  sae  did  Death. 
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While  briers  an'  woodbines  budding  green. 
An'  paitricks  scraichin  toud  at  e'en, 
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An'  morning  poussie  whiddin  seen, 
Inspire  my  muse. 

This  freedom,  in  an  unknown  frien'^ 
I  pray  excuse. 

On  Fasten-e'en  we  had  a  rockin. 

To  ca'  the  crack  and  weave  our  stockin; 

And  there  was  muckle  fim  and  jokin. 

Ye  need  na  doubt; 
At  length  we  had  a  hearty  yokin 

At  sang  about. 

There  was  ae  sang,  amang  the  rest, 
Aboon  them  a'  it  pleas'd  me  best, 
That  some  kind  husband  had  addrest 

To  some  sweet  wife; 
It  thirl'd  the  heart-strings  thro'  the  breast, 

A'  to  the  life. 

I've  scarce  heard  ought  describ'd  sae  weel. 
What  gen'rous,  manly  bosoms  feel ; 
Thought  I  •'  Can  this  be  Pope,  or  Steele, 

Or  Beattie's  wark?" 
They  tauld  me  'twas  an  odd  kind  chiel 

About  Muirkirk. 

it  pat  me  fidgin-fain  to  hear't. 
An'  sae  about  hitn  there  I  speir't; 
Then  a'  that  kent  him  round  declar'd 

He  had  ingine; 
That  nane  excell'd  it,  few  cam  near't. 

It  was  sae  fine : 


That,  set  him  to  a  pint  of  ale, 

An'  either  douce  or  merry  tale, 

Or  rhymes  an'  sangs  he'd  made  himsel, 

Or  witty  catches — 
Tween  Inverness  an'  Teviotdale. 

He  bad  few  matches. 
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Then  up  I  gat,  an'  swoor  an  aith, 

Tho'  I  should  pawn  my  pieugh  an'  graith. 

Or  die  a  cadg«r  pownie's  death, 

At  some  dyke-back, 
A  pint  an'  gill  I'd  gic  them  baith, 

To  hear  your  crack. 

But,  first  an'  foremost,  I  should  tell. 
Amaist  as  soon  as  I  could  spell, 
I  to  the  era tnbo-j  ingle  fell ; 

Tho'  rude  an'  rough- 
Yet  crooning  to  a  body's  sel' 

Does  weel  encugh. 

I  am  lue  po«t,  in  a  sense ; 

But  just  a  rhymer  like  by  chane«. 

An'  hae  to  learning  nae  pretence ; 

Yet,  what  the  matter? 
Whene'er  my  muse  does  on  roe  glance, 

I  jingle  at  her. 

Your  critic-folk  roay  cock  their  nose, 
And  say,  "  How  can  you  e'er  propose, 
You  wha  ken  hardly  verse  frae  prose, 

To  mak  a  sang?" 
But,  by  yoyr  leav«,  my  learnM  foes, 

Ye're  maybe  wrang. 

Whit's  a'  your  jargon  o'  your  schools — 
Your  Latin  names  for  homi  an'  stools? 
If  honest  Nature  made  you  fools, 

What  sairs  your  grammars  ? 
Ye'd  better  taen  up  spades  and  shools. 

Or  knappin^hammers. 

A  sot  o'  dull,  conceited  hashes 
Confuse  their  brains  in  college-classes! 
They  gang  in  stirks.  and  come  out  asses. 

Plain  truth  to  speak; 
An'  syne  they  think  to  climb  Parnassus 

By  dint  o'  Greek ! 
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Gie  mc  ae  Bpark  o'  nature's  lire, 
That's  a'  the  learning'  I  desire; 
Then  tha'  I  drudge  thro'  dub  an'  mire 

At  pleugh  or  cart. 
My  muse,  tho*  hamely  in  fttttro, 

.     May  touch  the  heart 

0  for  a  sptuik  o'  AHan's  glee. 

Or  Fergusson's,  the  bauld  an'  ske, 
Or  bright  Lapraik's,  my  friend  to  be, 

If  I  can  hit  it! 
That  would  be  lear  eneugh  for  me, 

If  I  could  get  it. 

Now,  sir,  if  ye  hae  friends  enow, 
Tho'  real  friends  I  b'lieve  are  few; 
Yet,  if  your  catalogue  be  fu', 

I'sc  no  Insist : 
But,  fif  ye  want  ae  friend  that's  true, 

I'm  on  your  list, 

1  winna  blaw  about  mysel, 
As  il!  I  like  my  fatits  to  teJl; 

But  friends,  an'  folk  that  wish  me  well. 

They  sometime  roose  me; 

Tho'  I  maun  own,  as  mony  still 

As  far  abuse  me. 

There's  ae  wee  faut  they  whiles  lay  to  me, 
I  like  the  lasses — Gude  forgie  me  I 
For  mony  a  plack  they  wheedle  frae  me 

At  dance  or  fair; 
Maybe  some  Ither  thing  they  gie  me. 

They  weel  can  spare. 

But  Mauchltnc  Race  or  Mauchline  Fair, 
I  should  be  proud  to  meet  you  there: 
•We'ic  gie  ae  night's  discharge  to  care. 

If  we  forgather; 
An'  hae  a  swap  o'  rhymin~ware 

.Wi'  ane  an  ither. 
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Then  up  I  gat,  an'  swoor  tn  t.hh, 

Tho'  I  should  pawn  my  pleugh  an'  graith. 

Or  die  a  cadg«r  pownie'a  dtath, 

At  some  dyke-back, 
A  pint  an'  giU  I'd  gie  them  bajth. 

To  hear  your  crack. 

But,  first  «n'  foremost,  I  should  tell, 
Amaist  as  soon  as  I  could  spell, 
I  to  the  cratnbo- jingle  fell ; 

Tho'  rude  an'  rougl^— 
Yet  crooning  to  a  body's  sel' 

Does  weel  eneugh. 

I  am  nae  poet,  in  a  sense ; 

But  just  a  rhymer  like  by  ehaoee. 

An'  hae  to  learning  nae  pretence; 

Yet,  what  the  matter? 
Whene'er  my  muse  does  on  me  glance, 

1  jingle  at  her. 

Your  critic- folk  may  cock  their  nose, 
And  say,  "  How  can  you  e'er  propose. 
You  wha  ken  hardly  verse  frae  prose. 

To  mak  a  sang  ? " 
But,  by  your  leaves,  my  leam&j  foes, 

Ye're  maybe  wrang. 

What's  a*  your  jargon  o'  your  schools — 
Your  Latin  names  for  horns  an'  stools? 
If  honest  Nature  made  you  fools. 

What  sairs  your  grammars? 
Ve'd  better  taen  up  spades  and  shools. 

Or  knappin -hammers. 

A  set  o'  dull,  conceited  hashes 
Confuse  their  brains  in  college-classes! 
They  gang  in  stirks.  and  come  out  asses. 

Plain  truth  to  speak; 
An'  syne  they  think  to  climb  Parnassus 

By  dint  o'  Greek  1 
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Gie  me  ae  ipark  o*  nature's  firs. 
That's  a"  the  learning  I  desire; 
Then  tho'  I  drudge  thro'  dub  an'  mire 

At  pleugh  or  cart, 
My  muse,  tho'  hamely  in  attjre, 

May  touch  the  heart. 

0  for  a,  spunk  o*  Allan's  glee, 

Or  Fergusson's,  the  bauld  an'  slee, 
Or  bright  Lapraik's,  my  friend  to  be, 

If  I  can  hit  it! 
That  would  be  I  ear  eneugh  for  roc^ 

If  I  could  get  it. 

Now,  sir,  if  ye  bae  friends  enow, 
Tho'  real  friends  I  b'lieve  are  few; 
Yet,  if  your  catalogue  be  fu', 

I'se  no  insist: 
But,  gif  ye  want  ae  friend  that's  true, 

I'm  on  your  list. 

1  winna  blaw  about  myscl, 
As  ill  I  like  ray  fauts  to  tell ; 

But  friends,  an'  folk  that  wish  tne  well, 

They  sometime  roose  me; 

Tbo'  I  raauB  own,  as  mony  still 

As  far  abuse  me. 

There's  ae  wee  faut  they  whiles  lay  to  me, 
I  like  the  lasses — Gude  forgie  me  ! 
For  mony  a  plack  they  wheedle  frac  me 

At  dance  or  fair ; 
Maybe  some  itlier  thing  they  gie  me. 

They  weel  can  spare. 

But  Mauchline  Race  or  Mauchlino  Fair, 
I  should  be  proud  to  meet  you  there : 
.Wc'ee  gie  ae  night's  discharge  to  care. 

If  we  forgather; 
An'  bae  a  swap  o'  rhymtn-ware 

.Wi'  anc  anither. 
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My  worthy  friend,  ne'«r  grudge  an'  carp, 
Tho'  fortune  use  you  hard  an'  sharp ; 
Come,  kittle  up  your  moorland  harp 

Wr  gleesoTue  touch ! 
Ne'er  mind  how  Fortune  waft  and  warp; 

She's  but  a  bitch. 

She's  gien  me  mony  a  jirt  an'  flcf , 
Sin'  I  could  striddle  owre  a  rig; 
But,  by  the  L — d,  tho'  I  should  beg 

Wi'  lyart  pow, 
ru  laugh  an'  ling,  an'  shake  my  leg, 
As  lang's  I  dovv  ! 

Now  comes  the  sax-an^twentJeth  simmer 
I've  seen  the  bud  upon  the  tiramer. 
Still  persecuted  by  the  liramer 

Frae  year  to  year; 
But  yet,  despite  the  kittle  kimnier, 

I,  Rob,  am  here. 

Do  ye  enify  the  city  gent, 

Behint  a  kist  to  tie  an'  sklent ; 

Or  purse-proud,  big  wi'  cent,  per  cent 

An'  muckle  wame. 
In  some  bit  brugh  to  represent 

A  bailie's  name? 

Or  is't  the  paughty  feudal  thane, 

Wi'  ruffl'd  sark  an'  glancing  cane, 

Wba  thinks  himsel  nae  sheep-shank  bane. 

But  lordly  stalks; 
While  caps  and  bonnets  a^  are  tatn. 

As  by  he  walks? 

"O  Thou  wht  gies  us  each  guid  giftl 
Gie  me  o'  wit  an'  sense  a  lift. 
Then  turn  me,  if  thou  please,  adrift. 

Thro'  Scotland  wide; 
Wi'  cits  nor  lairds  I  wadna  shift, 

In  a'  their  pride  1  '* 
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Were  this  the  charter  of  our  state, 
"On  pain  o'  hell  be  rich  an'  great," 
Damnation  then  would  be  our  fate, 

Beyond  remead; 
But,  thanks  to  heaven,  that's  no  the  gate 

We  learn  our  creed. 

For  thus  the  royal  mandate  ran. 
When  first  tht  human  race  began ; 
"  The  social,  friendly,  honest  man, 

Whate'er  he  be— 
Tis  he  fulfils  great  Nature's  plan. 

And  none  but  he."* 


O  mandate  glorious  and  divine  I 
The  ragged  followers  o'  the  Nine, 
Poor,  thoughtless  devils  1  yet  may  shlde 

In  glorious  light. 
While  sordid  sons  o'  Mammon's  hne 

Arc  dark  as  night  I 

Tho'  her*  they  scrape,  an'  squeeze,  an'  growl, 
Thmr  worthless  nlevefu'  of  a  soul 
May  in  some  future  carcase  howl. 

The  forest's  fright; 
Or  io  some  day-detesting  owl 

May  shun  the  light. 

Then  may  Lapraik  and  Burns  arise, 
To  reach  their  native,  kindred  skies. 
And  sing  their  pleasures,  hopes  an'  joys. 

In  some  mild  sphere; 
Still  closer  knit  in  friendship's  ties, 

Each  passing  year  I 
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I  GAT  your  letter,  winsome  Willie; 

Wi'  gra(efu'  heart  I  thanic  you  brawUe; 

Tho'  I  maun  say't,  I  wad  be  silly. 

And  unco  vain. 
Should  I  believe,  my  coaxin  billie 

Your  flatterin  strain. 


But  I'se  believe  ye  kindly  meant  it : 
I  sud  be  laith  to  think  ye  hinted 
ironic  satire,  sidelins  sklented 

On  my  poor  Musie; 
Tho'  in  sic  phraisin  terms  yc've  penn'd  ii^ 

I  scarce  excuse  ye. 

My  senses  wad  be  in  a.  creel. 
Should  I  but  dare  a  hope  to  speel 
iWi'  Allan,  or  wi'  Gilbertfield, 

The  braes  o'  fame; 
Or  Fergusson,  the  writer-chiel, 

A  deathless  name. 


(O  Fergusson!  thy  glorious  parts 

111  suited  law's  dry,  musty  arts  ! 

My  curse  upon  your  whunstane  hearts. 

Ye  E'nbrugh  gentry! 
The  tithe  o'  what  ye  waste  at  cartes 

Wad  stow'd  his  pantiy  I). 

Yet  when  a  tale  comes  V  my  head, 
Or  lassies  gie  my  heart  a  screed — 
As  whiles  they're  like  to  be  my  dead, 

(O  sad  disease!) 
I  kittle  up  my  rustic  reed ; 

It  gics  me  ease. 
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Ao!d  Coila  now  may  fidge  fu'  fain. 

She's  gotten  poets  o'  her  ain ; 

Chiels  wha  their  chanters  winna  bain, 

But  tune  their  lays. 
Till  echoes  a'  resound  again 

Her  weel-sung  praise. 

Nae  poet  thought  her  worth  his  while. 
To  set  her  name  in  measur'd  style ; 
She  lay  like  some  unkenn'd-of  isle 

Beside  New  Holland, 
Or  whare  wild-meeting  oceans  boil 

Besouth  Magellan. 

Ramsay  an*  famous  Fergussoo 
Gied  Forth  an'  Tay  a  lift  aboon; 
Yarrow  an'  Tweed,  to  monie  a  tune, 

Owre  Scotland  rings; 
While  Irwin,  Lugar,  Ayr,  an'  Doon 

Naebody  sings. 

Th'  IlUssus,  Tiber,  Thames,  an'  Seine, 
Glide  sweet  Jn  monie  a  tunefu'  line: 
But,  Willie,  set  your  fit  to  mine, 

An'  cock  your  crest; 
We'll  gar  our  streams  an'  burnies  shine 

Up  wi'  the  best  1 

We'll  sing  auld  Coila's  plains  an'  fells. 
Her  moors  red -brown  wi'  heather  bells. 
Her  banks  an'  braes,  her  dens  and  dells, 

Whare  glorioiis  Wallace 
Aft  bure  the  gree,  as  story  tells, 

Frae  Suthron  billies. 

At  Wallace*  name,  what  Scottish  blood 

But  boils  up  in  a  spring-tide  flood ! 
Oft  have  our  fearless  fathers  strode 

By  Wallace'  side, 
Still  pressing  onward,  red-wat-shod, 

Or  glorious  died  1 


O  rwc«t  arr  CoOa's  bsHchs  as' 
Vibea  bniwbttes  cfaaot  aaaa^  tbe  I 
Aad  jiakia  baret,  to  anonMU  wiiida^ 

Ttacir  kn«s  enjoj: 
\Miik  tbre'  the  brae*  tbe  oubat  crgeds 

Wtah  wailfn'cTj! 

Ev'd  wiatcr  bleak  has  charms  to  me, 
VSlien  wind*  nve  thro'  tbc  oakcd  tree; 
Or  frotti  on  biU$  of  Ochiltree 

Are  boaiy  grar; 
Or  Minding  drifts  wild-tnrious  Act, 

Dark'niBg  tbe  day  I 

O  Nature  ]  a'  thy  shews  an'  fonos 

To  feeling,  penjive  hearts  hae  charms! 

Whether  tbe  summer  kindly  warms, 

Wi'  life  an*  light; 
Or  winter  howU,  in  gusty  storms, 

The  lang,  dark  night ! 

Tbe  muse,  oae  poet  ever  fand  her. 
Till  by  fainisel  he  learn'd  to  wander, 
Adown  some  trottin  bum's  meander. 

An'  no  think  lang: 
O  sweet  to  stray,  an'  pensive  ponder 

A  beart-ielt  sang  I 

The  warly  race  may  drudge  an'  drive, 
Hog-shouther,  jundie,  stretch,  an'  strive; 
Let  me  fair  Nature's  face  descrive. 

And  I,  wi'  pleasure. 
Shall  let  tbe  busy,  grumbling  hive 

Bum  owre  their  treasure. 

Farcwcel,  "  my  rhyme-composing  "  brither ! 
We've  been  owre  lang  unkemi'd  to  ither; 
Now  let  us  lay  our  heads  thegither. 

In  love  fraternal: 
May  envy  wallop  in  a  tether, 

Bljick  fiend,  iafemal  t 
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While  Highlandmen  hat«  tolls  an'  taxes ; 
While  moorlan'  herds  like  guid,  fat  braxies; 
While  terra  firma,  on  her  axis, 

Diurnal  turns; 
Count  on  a  friend,  in  faith  an'  practice. 

In  Robert  Bums. 


POSTSCKIPt 

My  memory's  no  worth  a  preen ; 

I  had  amaist  forgotten  clean. 

Ye  bade  me  write  you  what  they  meaa 

By  this  "  new-light," 
'Botit  which  our  herds  sae  aft  hae  been 

Mai»t  like  to  fight. 

In  days  when  mankind  were  but  callans 

At  gframmar,  logic,  an'  sic  talents. 

They  took  nae  pains  their  speech  to  balance. 

Or  rules  to  gie; 
But  spak  their  thoughts  in  plain,  braid  lallans. 

Like  you  or  me. 

In  thae  auld  times,  they  thought  the  moon, 
Just  like  a  lark,  or  pair  o'  shoon. 
Wore  by  degrees,  till  her  last  roon 

Gaed  past  their  vie  win; 
An'  shortly  after  she  was  done 

They  gat  s  new  »ne. 

This  passed  for  certain,  undisputed; 
It  ne'er  cam  i'  their  heads  to  doubt  it. 
Till  chiels  gat  up  an'  wad  confute  it. 

An'  ca'd  it  wrang; 
An'  muckle  din  there  was  about  it, 

Bailh  loud  an'  lang. 

Some  herds,  wccl  learn'd  upo'  the  beuk. 
Wad  threap  auld  folk  the  thing  misteuk ; 
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For  'twas  the  auld  moon  toni'd  a  neuk 
An'  out  o'  sight. 

An'  backlins-comin  to  the  leuk 

She  grew  mair  bright 

This  was  deny'd,  it  was  affinn'd ; 

The  herds  and  hissels  were  alarm'd 

The  rcv'rend  gray-beards  rav'd  an'  storra'd. 

That  beardless  laddies 
Should  think  they  better  were  inform 'd. 

Than  their  auld  daddies, 

Frae  less  to  mair,  it  gaed  to  sticks ; 
Frae  words  an*  aiths  to  clours  an'  nicks ; 
An  monie  a  fallow  gat  his  licks, 

Wi'  hearty  crunt; 
An'  some,  to  learn  them  for  their  tricks. 

Were  hang'd  an'  brunt. 

This  game  was  play'd  in  mony  lands, 
An'  auld-light  caddies  bure  sic  hands. 
That  faith,  the  youngsters  took  the  sands 

Wi'  nimble  shanks; 
Till  lairds  forbad,  by  strict  commands, 

Sic  bluidy  pranks. 

But  new-light  herds  gat  sic  a  cowe. 
Folk  thought  them  ruin'd  stick-an-stowe; 
Till  now,  amaist  on  ev'ry  knowe 

Ye'll  find  ane  plac'd; 
An'  some  their  new-light  fair  avow, 

Just  quite  barefac'd. 


Nae  doubt  the  auld-Iight  flocks  are  bleatui ; 
Their  zealous  herds  are  vex'd  an'  sweatin; 
Myset',  I've  even  seen  them  greetin 

Wi'  girnin  spite. 
To  hear  the  moon  sac  sadly  lied  on 

By  word  an'  write. 
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But  shortly  they  will  cowe  the  louns ! 
Some  auld-Iight  herds  in  ncebor  touns 
Are  mind't,  in  things  they  ca'  balloons, 

To  tak  a  flight ; 
An'  stay  ae  month  amang  the  moons 

An'  see  them  right. 

Guid  observation  they  will  gie  them; 

An'  when  the  auld  moon's  gaun  to  lea'e  them, 

The  hindmaist  shaird,  they'll  fetch  it  wi'  them. 

Just  i'  their  pouch; 
An'  when  the  new-light  billies  see  them, 

I  think  they'll  crouch  1 

Sae,  ye  obsei^e  that  a'  this  clatter 
Is  naething  but  a  "  moonshine  matter;" 
But  tho'  dull  prose-folk  Latin  splatter 

In  logic  twlyie, 
I  hope  we  bardies  ken  some  better 

Than  mind  sic  brulytc^ 


ONE  NIGHT  AS  I  DID  WANDER 

Titnt — "John  Anderson,  my  jo." 

One  night  as  I  did  wander. 

When  corn  begins  to  shoot, 
I  sat  me  down  to  ponder. 

Upon  an  auld  tree  root; 
Auld  Ayr  ran  by  before  me, 

And  bicker'd  to  the  seas; 
A  cushat  crooded  o'er  me, 

That  echoed  through  the  braes. 


BOBBRT   BURNS 

THO'  CRUEL  FATE  SHOULD   BID  US  PART 

r*>if— "The  Northern  L&ss." 

Tno'  cruel  fate  should  bid  us  part. 

Far  u  the  pcle  &nd  line, 
Her  dear  idea  round  my  heart. 

Should  tenderly  ectwine. 
Tho'  mountains  rise,  and  deserts  howl. 

And  oceans  roar  between; 
Yet,  dearer  than  my  deathless  souJ, 

I  still  would  love  my  Jean. 


SONG— RANTIN,  ROVIN  ROBIN  ^ 

Tunt-'' '  Dain  He  Da  vie.  * ' 

These  was  a  lad  was  bom  in  Kyle, 
But  whatna  day  o'  whatna  style, 
I  doubt  it's  hardly  worth  the  while 
To  be  sac  nice  wi'  Robin. 

Ckor, — Robin  was  a  rovin  boy, 

Rantin,  rovin,  rantin,  rovin, 
Robin  was  a  rovin  boy, 
Rantin,  rovin  Robin  I 

Our  monarch's  hindmoet  year  but  ane 
Was  five-and-twenty  days  begun,^ 
'Twas  then  a  blast  o'  Janwar'  win' 
Blew  haiuel  in  on  Robin. 

Robin  was,  &c. 

The  gossip  ke«kit  in  his  loof. 
Quo'  scho,  "Wha  lives  will  see  the  proof. 
This  waly  boy  will  be  nae  coof: 
I  think  we'll  ca'  him  Robin." 
Robin  was,  &c. 

'Not  pabljibcd  by  Burni.      '  Janusry  ij,  '7SSl!  *^'  li^c  ot 
mr  tutdilup'*  viul  ciditcncc. — K,  B, 


POKMS  AND  SONGS 

'He'll  hae  misfortunes  great  an*  sma'. 
But  aye  a  heart  aboon  them  a'. 
Hell  be  a  credit  till  us  a ' — 
We'll  a'  be  proud  o'  Robin." 
Robin  was,  &c. 

*  But  sure  as  three  times  three  mak  nine, 
I  sec  by  ilka  score  and  line. 
This  chap  will  dearly  like  our  kin'. 
So  liceze  me  on  thee  1  Robin." 
Robin  was,  &c. 

"Guid  faith,"  quo'  scho,  "  I  doubt  you  gai 
The  bonie  lasses  lie  aspar; 
But  twenty  fautg  ye  may  hae  waur 
So  blessins  on  thee!  Robin." 
Robia  wfts,  &c. 


ELEGY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ROBERT  RUISSEAUX* 

Now  Robin  )ie»  in  his  last  lair, 

He'll  gabble  rhyme,  nor  sing  nae  mair; 

Cauld  poverty,  wl'  hungry  stare, 

Nae  mair  shall  fear  him ; 
Nor  anxious  fear,  nor  cankert  care. 

E'er  mair  come  near  him. 

To  tell  the  truth,  they  seldom  fash'd  him. 
Except  the  inonieDt  that  they  crush'd  him ; 
For  sune  as  chance  or  fate  had  hush'd  'em 

Tho'  e'er  sae  short. 
Then  wi'  a  rhyme  or  sang  he  lash'd  'em. 

And  thought  it  sport. 

Tho'  he  was  bred  to  kintra-wark. 
And  counted  was  baith  wight  and  stark. 
Yet  that  was  never  Robin's  mark 
To  mak  a  man; 
But  teil  him,  he  was  leam'd  and  clark. 
Ye  roos'd  him  then! 

MBS  I>  Fteocb  far  iItuIcU  or  "  bunu,"  ■  trmil<lion  ef  bit 


»  BOBBRT  BURNS 

EPISTLE  TO  JOHN  GOLDIE,  IN  KILMARNOCK 

AUTHOR  OF  THE  GOSPEL  RECOVEBXD. — AUGUST,   1785 

O  GowBiE,  terror  o'  the  whigs, 
Dread  o'  blackcoats  and  reverend  wigs  I 
Sour  Bigfotry  on  his  last  legs 

Gims  an'  looks  back, 
Wishing  the  ten  Egyptian  plagues 

May  seize  you  quick. 

Poor  gapin,  glowrin  Superstition  J 

Wae's  me,  she's  in  a  sad  condition: 

Fye ;  bring  Black  Jock^  her  state  physician^ 

To  see  her  water: 
Alas,  there's  ground  for  great  suspicion 

She'll  ne'er  get  better. 

Enthusiasm's   past   redemption, 

Ganc  in  a  gaHopin  consumption: 

Not  a'  her  quacks,  wi'  a'  their  gumption, 

Can  ever  mend  her ; 
Her  feeble  pulse  gies  strong  presumptio% 

She'll  soon  surrender. 

Auld  Orthodoxy  lang  did  grapple, 
For  every  hole  to  get  a  stapple ; 
But  now  she  fetches  at  the  thrappl^ 

An'  fights  for  breath; 
Haste,  gie  her  name  up  in  the  chapel** 

Near  unto  death. 

It's  you  an'  Taylor*  are  the  chief 
To  blame  for  a'  this  black  mischief; 
But,  could  the  L — d's  ain  folic  get  leav^ 

A  toom  tar  barret 
An'  twa  red  peats  wad  bring  relief. 

And  end  the  quarrel. 

iThe  Rev.  J,  Rtiuctl,  KiteurooGTc— R.  B.       •  Mr.  RiuacU'i  SiAiS,  B. 
•Dr.  Tiyler  of  Norwich.— «,  B. 


fiOESiS  AND  S0KG8 

For  me,  my  skillsimt  very  sma'. 
An'  skill  in  prose  I've  •riant  a va' ; 
But  qui etlen wise,  betweeh  uj'.Uve, 

Wcel  may  you  speeds 
And  tho'  they  sud  you  saif  mi  sea'. 

Ne'er  fash  your  head. 
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E'en  swinge  the  dogs,  and  thresh  them  sicker  1 
The  mair  they  squeel  aye  chap  the  thicker; 
And  still  'mang  hands  a  hearty  bicker 

O'  something  stout ; 
It  gars  an  owthor's  pulse  beat  quicker, 

And  helps  his  wit 

There's  naething  like  the  honest  nappy; 
Whare'Il  ye  e'er  see  men  sae  happy, 
Or  women  sonsie,  saft  an'  sappy, 

'Tween  morn  and  morn. 
As  them  wha  like  to  taste  the  drappie, 
In  glass  or  horn  ? 

I've  seen  me  dazed  upon  a  time, 

I  scarce  could  wink  or  see  a  styme; 

Just  ae  half-mutchkin  does  me  prime,^ 

Ought  less  is  little — 
JhcD  back  I  rattle  on  the  rhyme, 

As  glee's  a  whittle 


THE  HOLY  FAIR* 

A  robe  a!  seeming  trntli  and  tnut 

Bid  crafty  obserTstion  ; 
Aiid  secret  bUEg;,  with  poisos'd  cruit, 

The  dirk  of  defamation  ; 
A  mask  that  like  the  gorget  show'd. 

Dye-varying  on  the  pigreon  ; 
And  tor  a  mantle  large  and  broad, 

Be  wrapt  turn  In  Keligion. 

H  VFOCRISy- *-LA- WOD  B 

*  'Hair  Pair"  b  ■  coianiiHi  phrHe  in  Lbe  west  of  Seottaod  for  s  Mcnmectal 
oecaiioa,— Ji!.  B, 


VB  ROBEBT  fiI7«M« 

Upok  a  sinuntr  Sunday  mora 
When  Nvture'sfacc  it  fair, 
I  waUc^-  fonli  to  view  the  corn. 
An'  «duJT  the  caller  air. 
\    The  rising  sun  owre  Galston  main 
p*  V,i«.  •  •■  Wi'  glorious  light  wai  glintin; 

The  hares  were  hirplin  down  the  £urr% 
.the  lav'rocks  they  were  chantin 
Fu'  sweet  that  day. 

As  lightsotnely  I  giowr'd  abroad. 

To  see  a  Ecene  sac  gay. 
Three  hirzics,  early  at  the  road, 

CaiQ  skelpin  up  the  way. 
Twa  had  manteeles  o*  dolcfu'  black; 

But  ane  wi'  lyan  lining; 
The  third,  that  gaed  a  wee  a-back, 

Wm  ia  the  fashion  shining 

Fu'  gay  that  day. 

The  twa  appear'd  like  sisters  twin. 

In  feature,  form,  an'  claes; 
Their  visage  wither'd,  lang  an'  thin. 

An'  sour  as  Ofiy  slaei: 
The  third  cam  up,  hap-stap-an'-loiv]^ 

As  light  as  ony  tambie. 
An'  wi'  a  curchie  low  did  stoop. 

As  soon  as  e'er  she  saw  me, 

Fu'  kind  that  day. 

y/V  bonnet  aflf,  quoth  I.  "  Sweet  lass, 

I  think  ye  seem  to  ken  me; 
I'm  sure  I've  seen  that  bonie  fac^ 

But  yet  I  canna  name  ye." 
Quo'  she,  an'  Ixnghin  as  she  spak, 

An'  taks  m«  by  the  ban's, 
"Ye.  for  my  sake,  hae  gien  the  fed£ 

Of  a'  the  ten  comman's 

A  screed  some  day." 


POEMS  AND  SONGS 

•'My  name  is  Fun — your  cronie  dear. 

The  nearest  friend  ye  hae; 
An'  fhii  is  Superstitution  here. 

An'  that's  Hypocrisy, 
Tm  gaun  to  MaucWine  'haly  fair/ 

To  spend  an  hour  in  daffin : 
Gin  ye'U  go  there,  yon  runkl'd  pair. 

We  will  get  famous  laughin 

At  thetn  this  day." 


Qiioth  I,  "Wi'  «'  ttiy  heart.  I'll  do*t; 

riJ  get  my  Sunday's  sark  on. 
An'  meet  you  on  the  holy  spot; 

Faith,  we'se  hae  fine  remarkin !  " 
Then  I  gaed  hame  at  croudie-time, 

An'  soon  I  made  me  ready; 
For  roads  were  dad,  frae  side  to  iiit, 

Wi'  nwny  «  weary  body 

In  droves  that  day. 

Here  latmers  gash,  in  ridin  gralth, 

Gaed  hoddln  by  their  cotters ; 
There  swankies  young,  in  braw  braid-daitti. 

Are  springing  owfe  the  gutters. 
The  lasses,  skelpin  barcfit,  thrang, 

In  silks  an'  scarlets  glitter; 
Wi'  sweet-milk  cheese,  in  mony  a  whan^. 

An'  farls,  bak'd  wi'  butter, 

Fu'  crump  that  day. 

When  by  the  plate  we  set  our  nose, 

Wecl  heaped  up  wi'  ha'pence, 
A   greedy   glowr   bladt-bonnet  throws. 

An'  we  maun  draw  our  tippence. 
Then  in  we  go  to  see  the  sliow: 

On  eVry  side  they're  gath'rin; 
Some  carrying  dails,  some  chairs  an'  stools, 

An'  some  are  busy  bleth'rin 

Right  loud  that  day. 


ROBKK7  BITRHS 

Wet  MitlsT*  aetst  the  guard  rdicvM, 

An'  Orthodoxy  raibleE, 
The'  in  his  heart  he  w«et  believes, 

An'  thinks  it  auld  wives'  fables: 
But  faith !  the  birkie  wants  a  muse, 

So,  cannilie  he  hums  them; 
Altho'  his  carnal  wit  an*  sense 

Like  hafflins-wise  o'ercomes  him 
At  times  that  day. 

Now  |iutt  an'  ben  tlie  changc-houie  fills* 

Wi*  yilUcaup  commeiitatcirs ; 
Here  's  cryin  out  for  bakes  and  fills. 

An*  there  the  pint'Stowp  clatters; 
While  thick  an'  thrang,  %n'  loud  an'  laag, 

Wi'  logic  an*  wi'  scripture. 
They  raise  a  din,  that  in  the  epd 

Is  J  ike  to  breed  &  rupture 

O'  wrath  that  day. 

Leeze  tne  on  drink !  it  gies  us  nt&ir 

Than  cither  school  or  caftege; 
It  kindles  wit,  it  waukena  lear. 

It  pangs  us  fou  e'  knowSedge: 
Be't  whisky-gitl  or  pmsy  whecp. 

Or  ony  stronger  potion. 
It  never  fails,  on  dnnktn  de«pt. 

To  kittle  op  our  notion. 

By  night  or  day. 

The  lads  an"  lasses,  biythely  ^ent 

To  mind  balth  sauI  an'  body. 
Sit  round  the  table,  weel  content. 

An'  steer  abotit  the  toddy : 
On  this  ane's  dress,  an'  that  ane's  Uvik, 

They're  makin   observations: 
While  some  are  costa  i'  the  oeuk, 

Aa'  forming  assignations 

To  meet  tpme  day. 

•K»*.  Mm.  WDm.  Ulutmvi  «<  Kflaunn. 


POBHS  AKD  SOKGS 

But  now  the  L — 's  ain  trumpet  tout% 

Till  a*  the  hills  are  rairin, 
And  echoes  back  return  the  shouts ; 

Black  Russell  is  na  sparin: 
His  piercin  words,  like  Highlan'  swords. 

Divide  the  joints  an'  marrow; 
His  talk  o'  Hell,  whare  devils  dwell. 

Our  vera  "  sauls  does  harrow  " 

Wi'  fright  that  day  I 

A  vast,  unbottom'd,  boundless  pit, 

Fill'd  fou  o'  lowin  bninstane, 
Wbase  raging  flame,  an*  scorching  heat. 

Wad  melt  the  hardest  whun-stane  ! 
The  half*asleep  start  up  wi'  fear. 

An'  think  they  hear  it  roarin; 
When  presently  it  does  appear, 

'Twas  but  some  neibor  snorin 
Asleep  that  day, 

Twad  be  owre  Ian g  a  tale  to  tell, 

How  mony  stories  past; 
An'  how  th«y  croudcd  to  the  yjll. 

Whan  they  were  a'  dismist; 
How  drink  g&ed  rotmd,  in  cogs  an'  caups, 

Amang  the  furms  an'  benches; 
An'  cheese  an'  bread,  frae  women's  laps. 

Was  dealt  about  in  lunches 

An*  dawds  that  day. 
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In  comes  a  gawsie,  gash  guidwife. 

An'  sits  down  by  the  fire. 
Syne  draws  her  kebbuck  an'  her  knife ; 

The  lasses  they  are  shyer: 
The  auld  guidmen,  about  the  grace, 

Frae  side  to  side  they  bother; 
Till  some  ane  by  his  bonnet  lays, 

Aa'  gica  them't,  like  a  tether, 

Pu'  lang  that  day. 


tOI  ROBEKT   BtTRKS 

Wacsucks!  for  him  that  gets  oae  las^ 

Or  lasses  that  hae  naethingl 
Sma"  need  has  he  to  say  a  grace, 

Or  mdvic  his  braw  claithing! 
O  wives,  be  mindfu*  ance  yoursel" 

How  honie  lads  ye  wanted; 
An'  dinna  for  a  kebbuck-heel 

Let  lasses  he  affronted 

On  sic  a  day  t 

Now  Oinkumbell,  wi'  rattlin  tow. 

Begins  to  jow  an'  croon ; 
Some  swagger  hame  the  best  they  daw. 

Some  wait  the  afternoon. 
At  slaps  the  billies  halt  a  blink. 

Till  lasses  strip  their  shoon: 
Wi'  faith  an'  hope,  an'  love  an'  drink. 

They're  a'  in  famous  tune 

For  crack  that  day. 

How  mony  hearts  this  day  converts 

O'  sinners  and  o'  lasses  [ 
Their  hearts  o'  stane,  gin  night,  are  gane 

As  saft  as  ony  flesh  is: 
There's  some  are  fou  o'  love  divine; 

There's  some  are  fou  o'  brandy ; 
An'  mony  jobs  that  day  begin. 

May  end  in  houghmagandie 
Some  ithcr  day. 


THIRD  EPISTLE  TO  J.  L'APRAIE 

GuiD  speed  and  furder  to  you,  Johnie, 
Guid  health,  hale  ban's  an'  weather  honie ; 
Now,  when  ye're  nickin  down  fu'  cannte 

The  staff  o'  bread. 
May  ye  ne'er  want  a  stotip  o'  braa'y 

To  clear  your  bead. 


POBMS  AND  SONGS 

May  Boreas  never  thresh  your  rigs. 
Nor  kick  your  rickles  afl  their  legs, 
Saidin  the  stuff  o'er  muirs  an'  haggs 

Like  drivin  wrack ; 
But  may  the  tapmost  grain  that  wags 

Come  to  the  sack. 

I'm  bizzie,  too,  an'  skelpin  at  it. 

But  bitter,  daudin  showers  hae  wat  it; 

Sac  my  auld  stumpie  pen  I  gat  it 

Wi'  muckle  wark. 
An'  took  my  jocteleg  an  whatt  it. 

Like  ony  dadc. 

It's  now  twa  month  that  I'm  your  debtor. 
For  your  braw,  nameless,  dateless  letter, 
Abusin  me  for  harsh  ill -nature 

On  holy  men, 
While  deil  a  hair  yoursel'  ye're  better, 

But  maJr  profane. 

But  let  the  kirk-folk  ring  their  bells, 
Let's  sing  about  our  noWe  sel's : 
We'll  cry  nae  jads  frae  heathen  hills 

To  help,  or  roose  us; 
But  brows ter  wives  an'  whisky  stills. 

They  are  the  muses. 

Your  fricDdshlp,  sir,  I  wtnna  quat  it. 

An'  if  ye  mak'  objections  at  it. 

Then  hand  in  neive  some  day  we'll  knot  it; 

An'  witness  take. 
'An'  when  wi'  usquabae  we've  wat  it 

It  winna  break. 

But  if  the  beast  an'  branks  be  spar'd 
Till  kye  be  gaun  without  the  herd, 
And  a'  the  vittel  in  the  yard. 

Ah'  theekit  right, 
I  mean  your  ingle-side  to  guard 

Ae  winter  night. 
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Then  muK-inspirin  aquaviUe 

Shall  make  us  baith  sac  blythe  and  witty. 
Till  yc  forget  ye're  auM  an'  gatty. 

An'  be  as  canty 
As  ye  were  nine  years  less  than  ttirctty^— 
Sweet  ane  an*  twenty ! 

But  stooks  are  cowpit  wi*  the  blast, 
And  now  the  sinn  keeks  in  the  west, 
Then  I  maun  rin  amang  the  rest, 

An'  quat  my  chanter; 
Sac  I  subscribe  mysel'  in  haste, 

Yours,  Rab  the  Ranter. 
Sept.  13,  1785. 


EPISTLE  TO  THE  REV.  JOHN   M'MATH 

INCLOSING   A  COPY  OF  "  HOLV  WILLIE'S   PKAVUl/'   WHICH    BE 
HAD   EEQUESTEn,   SEPT.    IJ,    I785 

While  at  the  stook  the  shearers  cow'r 
To  shut)  the  bitter  blaudin  show'r, 
Or  in  gul  ravage  rinnin  se«wT 

To  pass  the  time. 
To  yoM  I  dedicate  the  hour 

In  idle  rhyme. 

My  rausle,  tir'd  wi'  mony  a  tontiet 

On  gown,  an'  ban*,  an'  douse  black  bonnet. 

Is  grown  right  eerie  now  ihe's  done  it. 

Lest  they  should  blame  her, 
An'  reuse  their  holy  thunder  on  it 

And.  anathem  her. 

I  own  'twash  rash,  an'  rather  hardy. 

That  I  a  simple,  country  bardie. 
Should  meddle  wi"  a  pack  sae  sturdy, 

Wha,  if  they  ken  me. 
Can  easy,  wi'  a  single  wordic. 

Lowse  hell  upon  me. 


POBMS  AND  SONGS  HI 

But  I  gae  mad  at  their  grimaces, 
Their  «ighin,  cantin,  grace-proud  faces, 
Their  three-mile  prayers,  an'  half-mile  graces. 

Their  raxin  conscience, 
Whase  greed,  reveng;e,  an'  pride  disgraces 

Wiar  nof  their  nonsense. 

There's  Gaw'n.  misca'd  waur  than  a  beast, 
Wha  has  mair  honour  in  his  breast 
Than  mony  scores  as  fuid's  the  priest 

Wha  sae  abus'd  him: 
And  may  a  bard  no  crack  his  jest 

What  way  they've  us'd  him? 

Sm  him,  the  poor  man's  friend  lA  need. 
The  gentleman  in  word  an*  deed— 
An'  shall  his  fame  an'  honour  bleed 

By  worthless  sice  Hums, 
An'  not  a  muse  erect  her  head 

To  eowe  the  bldlums? 

O  Pope,  had  I  thy  satire's  darts 
To  gie  the  rascais  their  deserts, 
I'd  rip  their  rotten,  hollow  hearts. 

An'  tell  aloud 
Their  juggltn  hocus-pocus  art* 

To  cheat  the  crowd, 

God  knows,  I'm  no  the  thing  I  shoutd  b^ 
Nor  am  I  even  the  thing  I  could  be, 
But  twenty  times  I  rather  would  be 

An  atheist  clean, 
Than  under  gospel  colours  hid  be 

Just  for  a  screen. 

An  honest  man  may  like  b  glass, 
An  honest  man  may  like  a  lass, 
But  mean  revenge,  an'  malice  fause 

He'll  still  disdain. 
An'  thtn  cry  zeal  for  gospel  laws, 

Like  some  we  ken. 
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They  take  religion  m  their  mouth ; 
They  talk  o*  mercy,  grace,  an'  truth. 
For  what  ? — to  gic  their  malice  skoutb 

On  some  puir  wight. 
An'  hunt  him  down,  owre  right  and  rutlv 

To  ruin  straight. 

All  hail,  Religion !  maid  divine  1 
Pardon  a  muse  sae  mean  as  mine. 
Who  in  her  rough  imperfect  line 

Thus  daurs  to  name  thee; 
To  stigmatise  false  friends  of  thine 

Can  ne'er  defame  thee. 

Tho'  blotch't  and  foul  wi'  mony  a  stain. 

An'  far  unworthy  of  thy  train. 

With  trembling  voice  I  tunc  my  strain. 

To  join  with  those 
Who  boldly  dare  thy  cause  maintain 

In  spite  of  foes; 

In  spite  o'crowds,  in  spite  o'  mobs, 
In  spite  o'  undermining  jobs. 
In  spite  o'  dark  banditti  stabs 

At  worth  an'  merit. 
By  scoundrels,  even  wi'  holy  robes. 

But  hellish  spirit 

O  Ayr  I  my  dear,  my  native  ground. 
Within  thy  prcsbyterial  bound 
A  candid  liberal  band  is  found 

Of  public  teachers. 
As  men,  as  Christians  too,  renown'd. 

An'  manly  preachers. 

Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  nam'd; 

Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  fam'd : 

An'  some,  by  whom  your  doctrine's  blam'd 

(Which  gies  j-ou  honour) 
Even,  sir,  by  them  your  heart' s  estcem'd. 

An'  winning  manner. 
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Pardon  this  freedom  I  have  ta'er?. 
An'  if  impertinent  I've  been, 
Impute  it  not,  good  sir,  in  ane 

Whase  heart  ne'er  wrang'd  ye; 
But  to  his  utmost  would  befriend 

Ought  that  bdangfd  yc 


US 


SECOND  EPISTLE  TO  DAVIE 

a  brother  poet 
Acid  Neibour, 

I'm  three  times  doubly  o'er  your  debtor. 
For  your  auld-farrant,  frien'ly  letter; 
Tho'  I  maun  say't,  I  doubt  ye  flatter. 

Ye  speak  sac  fair; 
For  my  puir,  silly,  rhymin  clatter 

Some  less  niaun  sair. 

Hale  be  your  heart,  hale  be  your  fiddle, 
Lang  may  your  elbuck  jink  an'  diddle, 
To  diecr  you  thro'  the  weary  widdle 

O'  war'Iy  cares ; 
Till  bairns'  bairns  kindly  cuddle 

Your  auld  grey  hairs. 

But  Davie,  lad,  I'm  red  ye're  glaikit; 
I'm  tauld  the  muse  ye  hae  negleckit; 
An'  gif  it's  sae,  ye  sud  be  lickit 

Until  ye  fyke ; 
Sic  haun's  as  you  sud  ne'er  be  faikit, 

Be  hain't  wha  like. 


For  me,  I'm  on  Parnassus  brink, 

Rjvin  the  words  to  gar  them  clink; 

Whiles  dazed  wi*  love,  whiles  dazed  wi'  drink, 

Wi'  jads  or  masons; 
An'  whiles,  but  aye  owre  late,  I  think 

Braw  sober  lessons. 
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Of  a'  tlie  thoughtless  sons  o'  man, 
Commeo'  to  me  the  bardie  dan; 
Except  it  be  some  Idle  plan 

O'  rhymin  clink. 
The  devil  haet, — that  I  sud  ban — 

They  «v«r  think, 

Nae  thought,  nae  view,  nae  scheme  o'  ttvin, 
Nae  cares  to  gie  us  joy  or  gricvin, 
But  just  the  pouchie  put  the  neive  in, 

An'  while  ought's  there, 
Then,  hiltie,  skiltie,  wc  gae  scrievin, 

An'  fash  nae  tnair. 

Leeza  me  on  rhyme !  it'»  aye  a  treasure, 
My  chief,  amaist  my  only  pleasure; 
At  hame,  a-fiel',  at  warlc.  or  leisure. 

The  muse,  poor  hizzie! 
Tho'  rough  an'  raploch  be  her  measure, 

She's  seldom  lazy. 

Haud  to  the  muse,  my  daintie  Davte: 
The  warl'  may  play  you  mony  a  shavie; 
But  for  the  muse,  she'll  never  leave  ye, 

Tho*  e'er  sae  puir, 
Na,  even  tho'  limpin  wl'  the  apavle 

Frae  door  to  door. 


SONG— YOUNG  PEGGY  BLOOMS 

TuHf~"  Loch  Eroeb-slcle." 

YotJNG  Peggy  blooms  our  boniest  lass, 

Her  blush  is  like  the  morning, 
The  rosy  dawn,  the  springing  grass, 

With  early  gems  adorning. 
Her  eyes  outshine  the  radiant  beams 

That  gild  the  passing  shower, 
And  glitter  o'er  the  crystal  streams, 

And  cheer  each  fresh'ning  flower. 
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Her  lips,  more  than  the  cherries  bright, 

A  richer  dye  h»s  ^aced  them; 
They  charm  th'  admiring  gaier's  sight, 

And  sweetly  tempt  to  taste  them ; 
Her  smile  is  as  the  evening  mild, 

When  feather'd  pairs  are  courting, 
And  little  lambkins  wanton  wild, 

In  playful  bands  disporting. 

Wer«  Fortune  lovely  Peggy's  foe. 

Such  sweetness  would  relent  her; 
Aft  blooming  spring  unbends  the  brow 

Of  surly  isvago  Winter. 
Detraction's  eye  no  aim  can  gain, 

Her  winning  pow'rs  to  lessen ; 
And  fretful  Envy  grins  in  vain 

The  poiscn'd  tooth  to  fasten. 

Ye  Pow'rs  of  Honour,  Love,  and  Truth, 

From  ev'ry  ill  defend  her  I 
Inspire  the  highly-favour'd  youth 

The  destinies  intend  her; 
Still  fan  the  sweet  connubial  flame 

Responsive  in  each  bosom; 
And  bless  the  dear  parental  name 

With  many  »  filial  blossom. 


lis 


SONG— FAREWELL  TO  BALLOCHM\XE 

The  Catrine  woods  were  yellow  seen, 

The  flowers  decay'd  on  Catrine  lee, 
Nae  lav'rock  sang  on  hijlock  green, 

But  nature  sicken'd  on  the  e'e. 
Thro'  faded  groves  Marta  sang, 

Herscl'  in  beauty's  bloom  the  while; 
Aad  aye  the  wild-wood  echoes  rang, 
Pareweel  the  braes  o'  Ballochmyle  I 
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Low  in  your  wintry  beds,  ye  flowers. 

Again  ye'll  flourish  fresh  and  fair ; 
Ye  birdies  dumb,  in  with  "ring  bowers. 

Again  ye'll  charm  the  vocal  air 
But  here,  alas  I  for  me  nae  mair 

Shall  birdie  charm,  or  floweret  smile; 
Fareweel  the  bonie  banks  of  Ayr, 

Fareweel,  fareweel  I  sweet  Ballochmyle ! 


FRAGMENT— HER  FLOWING  LOCKS 

Her  flowing  locks,  the  raven's  wing, 
Adown  her  necfc  and  bosom  hing; 
How  sweet  unto  that  breast  to  cling. 
And  round  that  neck  entwine  hcrl 


Her  lips  are  roses  wat  wi'  dew, 
O.  what  a  feast  her  bonie  mou 
Her  cheeks  a  matr  celestial  hue, 
A  crimson  still  diviner  1 


HALLGWEEfT 

The  following  poem  will,  by  many  readers,  be  well  enough 

understood;  but  for  the  sakeof  these  who  are  unBcqua,iQted  with 

the  maoners  and  traditions  of  the  country  where  the  scene  is 

cast,  notes  are  added,  to  give  some  account  of  the  principal 

[  obanns  and   spells  of  that  night,  so  big  with  prophecy  to  the 

I  fMsantry  in  the  west  o£  Scotland.     The  paasion  ot  pryteg  into 

r  futurity  malces  a  striking  part  of  the  history  of  human  nature 

in  its  rude  state,  in  all  ages  and  nations;  and  it  may  be  some 

entertainment  to  a  philosophic  mind,  if  any  such  honour  the 

author  with  a  perusal,  to  see  the  remains  of  it  among  the  more 

unenlightened  m  our  own. 

'  Yes  t  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  di«dua. 
The  simple  pleasures  of  the  lewly  train  ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart. 
One  natire  charm,  than  all  tJie  glost  of  art." GousSHrra. 

>I>  thoockt  to  !w  a  oirhl  whai  witcho,  dcvila,  and  other  tobfliief- 
makiDt  bcinri  *re  atiroid  on  ttidr  bancfuj  midnight  cmndi;  MrtieaUrW 
tha^  aerial  people,  the  Ulrica  arc  aid  oa  that  niikt  Id  bold  a  crand 
uinireriaiT. — S.  B. 


V 
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Jros  that  night,  when  fairies  light 

On  Cassilis  Downaivs'  dance, 
)r  owTc  the  lays,  in  splendid  blaze, 

On  sprightly  coursers  prance ; 

^—Jr  for  Colean  the  rout  is  ta'en. 

Beneath  the  moon's  pale  beams; 

— M'here,  up  the  Cove,"  to  stray  an'  rove, 

Amang  the  rocks  and  streams 

To  sport  that  night: 

"^^mang  the  bonic  winding  banks. 

Where  Doon  rins,  wimpUn,  clear; 
"^Vhere  Bruce*  ance  rul'd  the  martial  ranks. 
An'  shook  his  Carrick  spear; 
Some  merry,  friendly,  countra- folks 

Together  did  convene, 
"To  bum  their  nits,  an'  pou  their  stocks. 
An'  haud  their  Halloween 

Fu'  blythe  that  night 

The  lasses  feat,  an'  cleanly  neat, 

Mair  braw  than  when  they're  fine; 
Their  faces  blythe,  fu'  sweetly  kythe. 

Hearts  leal,  an'  warm,  an'  kin': 
The  lads  sae  trig,  wi'  wooer-babs 

Wecl-knotted  on  their  garten; 
Some  unco  hlate,  an'  some  wi'  pahs 

Gar  lasses'  hearts  gang  startin 

Whiles  fast  at  night. 

Then,  first  an'  foremost,  thro'  the  kail. 
Their  stocks'  maun  a'  be  sought  ance; 

'CETIitB  Utile,  rcitnintic  rodcy.  grcea  liillt,  to  tbe  nFigbbourboiMl  of  the 
»«laH  «st  of  the  Earls  of  Cissilin.— fi.  B. 

A  nottd  ciTern  nrar  Colean  hoUK,  called  tbe  Cove  of  ColeUi;  wtucti, 
"  •til  u  C»isiiis  Downans,  is  funed,  in  country  «tory,  for  being  a. 
fwritt  tiunt  of  fiifies. — R.  8, 

*Thg  famous  family  of  that  t^^me,  tbe  ancestors  of  Hobert,  the  great 
"fliwer  of  bii  country,  were  Earls  of  C»rrick. — if.  B. 

Tbe  firvt  eeremoiiy  of  Hallowt^en  is  pulling  eacb  a  *'  stock.**  or  plant 
^  kul.  Tbcy  must  go  out,  hand  in  band,  witb  eyes  shut,  and  pull  the 
'™  Uiry  meet  with:  its  bein(t  bi(t  or  littlr.  straight  or  eronked,  is  prophetic 
'^'  tkr  elte  »tid  nbape  Gf  the  grand  object  of  aii  their  spells — the  husband 
Jf  »ife.  If  any  "  yird."  or  earth,  sticW  tc  the  root,  that  Is  "tocher,"  or 
TArbs«;  «tld  the  taste  of  the  *'  custock,"  that  is,  the  heart  of  the  steiBi  ia 
'oitiottTe  of  tlie  natural  temper  and  dlspoaitloa.     Lastly,  the  steins,  or,  to 
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They  steek  their  ccn,  and  grape  an'  wale 
For  muckle  anes.  an'  straught  anes. 

Poor  hav'reJ  Wil!  fell  aff  the  drift. 
An'  wandered  thro'  the  "bow-kail," 

An'  pou't  for  want  o'  better  shift 
A  runt,  was  like  a  sow-tail 

Sae  bow't  that  night. 

Then,  straught  or  crooked,  yird  or  nane, 

They  roar  an*  cry  a'  throw'ther; 
The  vera  wee-things,  toddlin,  rin, 

Wi'  stocks  out  owre  their  shouthtr: 
An*  gif  the  custock's  sweet  or  sour, 

Wi'  joctelegs  they  taste  them; 
Sjfne  coziely.  aboon  the  door. 

Wi'  cannie  care,  they've  plac'd  them 
To  lie  that  night. 

The  lassies  staw  frae  'mang  them  a'. 

To  pou  their  stalks  o*  corn;' 
But  Rab  slips  out,  an'  jinks  about, 

Behint  the  muckle  thorn : 
He  grippit  Nelly  hard  and  fast; 

Loud  skirl'd  a'  the  lasses; 
But  her  tap-pickle  maist  was  lost. 

Whan  kiutlin  in  the  fause-house' 
Wi'  him  that  night 

The  auld  guid-wife's  wed-hoordit  nits' 
Are  round  an'  round  divided, 

gjre  tHmi   their  ordlnaiy  uppeltation,  the  "runts,"   »re  filseed   semewSiere 
ibpTC  tht  fae«d  of  the  aoor;  and  the  Chriitian  nAiues  of  tha  people  whom 

jlieiBj  tlie 
namrs  in  ^jueaiion. — /t.    o. 
ley  go  U 
If  the 


chance  hringe  into  the  hetiie_  are,  aceer^ing  to  the  prioritj  of 

'*  runtSf"  the  names  m  <7m?5tlon. — J?.   B. 
•  Thejf  go  to  the  baTnysrd,  and  pull  each,  it  three  severaj  tjmcs,  a  rtilk  of 
BtalK  WRTits  the 


aati. 


third 


_     -  top-piciile.     that   ii,  the  grain    at  the 

top  of  the  stalk,  the  party  in  questJoa  will  come  to  the  marriije-hed  any- 
thiof  but  a  maid. — K.  S. 

'  When  the  rarn  is  in  a  doubtful  stale,  bjr  being  too  ireen  or  wet  tie 
slack-builder,  by  meanis  of  old  timber,  ete..  mjlies  a  Urge  apartmtnt  in  hii 
sUck.  with  an  opening  In  the  lide  whieh  is  fairest  exposed  to  the  wind'  thii 
he  c»lli  a  "  fau»e-bou«."— R    B.  "" 

•Burning  the  nut*  it  a  faroHte  ehann.  They  name  the  tid  »nd  Um  to 
each  partieular  nut,  as  thcf  lay  Ibem  in  the  fire;  and  aetordinj  i»  the* 
burn  (laietty  together,  or  ntart  from  beside  one  another,  the  eourie  infl 
Jwuc  M  the  courtahip  will  be. — K.  B. 
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An'  mony  lads  an'  lasses'  fates 
Are   there   that  night  decided: 

Some  kindle  couthie  side  by  side. 
And  bum  thegither  trimly; 

Some  start  awa  wi'  saucy  pride, 
An'  jump  out  owre  tlie  chimlie 
Fu'  high  that  night 

Jean  slips  jn  twa,  wi'  tentie  e'e; 

Wha  'twas,  she  wadna  tell; 
But  tbiJ  is  Jock,  ^n'  this  is  me. 

She  says  in  to  hersel' : 
He  bleez'd  owre  her.  an'  she  owrc  WiB, 

As  they  wad  never  mair  part: 
Till  fuff !  he  started  up  the  lum, 

An'  Jean  had  e'en  a  sair  heart 
To  see't  that  night. 

Poor  Willie,  wi'  his  bow-kail  nint, 

Was  brunt  wi'  primsie  MalUe; 
An'  Mary,  nae  doubt,  took  the  drunt, 

To  be  compar'd  to  Willie : 
Mall's  nit  lap  out,  wi'  pridefu'  fling, 

An'  her  ain  fit,  it  brunt  it; 
While  Willie  lap,  and  swore  by  jing, 

'Twas  just  the  way  he  wanted 
To  be  that  night. 

Nell  had  the  faiise-house  In  her  mm'. 

She  pits  herse!  an'  Rob  in  ; 
In  loving  bleeze  they  sweetly  join, 

Til!  white  in  ase  they're  sobbin: 
Nell's  heart  was  dancin  at  the  view; 

She  whisper'd  Rob  to  leuk  for't: 
Sfib,  stownlins,  prie'd  her  bonie  mou", 

Fti'  cozie  in  the  neuk  for't, 

Unseen  that  night. 

But  Merran  sat  behint  their  backs. 
Her  thoughts  on  Andrew  Q^U; 
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She  lea'es  them  gashin  at  their  cradc3^ 

An'   slips   out-by   hcrse!' ; 
She  thro'  the  yard  the  nearest  taks. 

An'  for  the  kiln  she  goes  then, 
An'  darklins  grapit  for  the  bauks, 

And  in  the  b!ue-clue'  throws  then, 
Right  fear't  that  night 

An'  ay  she  win't,  an'  ay  she  swat — 

I  wat  she  made  nae  jaukin; 
Till  something  held  within  the  pat. 

Good  L — d  !  but  she  was  quaukin  t 
But  whether  'twas  the  deil  himsel. 

Or  whether  'twas  a  bauk-en', 
Or  whether  it  was  Andrew  Bell, 

She  did  aa  watt  on  talktn 

To  spier  that  night 

Wee  Jenny  to  her  grannie  says, 

"  Will  ye  go  wi'  me,  grannie? 
I'll  eat  the  apple  at  the  glass," 

I   gat   frae  unde  Johnie:" 
She  foff't  her  pipe  wi'  sic  a  lunt. 

In  wrath  she  was  sae  vap'rin. 
She  notic't  na  an  aizle  brunt 

Her  braw,  new,  worset  apron 

Out  thro'  that  night. 

"  Ye  littJc  skelpie-limmer's  face ! 

I  daur  you  try  sic  sportin, 
As  seek  the  foul  thief  ony  place. 

For  him  to  spae  your  fortune : 
Nae  doubt  but  ye  may  get  a  sight? 

Great  cause  ye  hae  to  fear  it; 

*  Whoever  wontd,  with  suceeu,  ttj  thii  spelt,  tniist  strict!?  obierre  thcae 
directions:  Steal  out,  all  alone,  to  the  kiln,  and  darkJinr  throw  into  the 
'^  pdt  ^'  1  clue  of  blue  yarn;  wind  it  in  a  new  clue  oS  toe  old  one;  And, 
toward  the  latter  end,  something  will  hold  the  thread:  detnind,  "  Wba 
bauds?"  L  r,,  who  holds?  and  answer  will  he  returned  from  the  Idla-pot, 
hy  natmng  the  Christian  and  surname  of  yotir  future  Bpouac, — R*  B, 

'^^  Take  a  candle  and  go  alone  to  a  loolcinK-^lafts;  tat  an  ap^te  before  it, 
»tid  Mine  traditions  say  you  should  comb  your  hair  all  tlie  time;  the  face 
«}f  your  conjugal  companion,  to  ht,  will  be  seen  in  the  glass,  as  if  pcepiiic 
*ittt  your  shoulder. — R.  B. 
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For  tnony  a  ane  has  gotten  a  fright, 
An'  liv'd  an'  died  deleerit. 
On  sic  a  night 


"Ae  hairst  afore  the  Sherra-moor, 

I  mind't  as  weel's  yestreen — 
I  was  a  gilpey  then,  I'm  sure 

I  was  aa  past  fyfteen : 
The  simmer  had  been  cauld  an'  wat, 

An'  stuff  was  unco  green ; 
An'  aye  a  rantin  kim  we  gat, 
An'  Just  on  Halloween 

It  fell  that  night 

"Our  stibble-rig  was  Rab  M'Graea, 

A  clever,  sturdy  fallow ; 
His  sin  gat  Eppie  Sim  wi'  wean, 

That  lived  in  Achmacalla : 
He  gat  hemp-seed,"  I  mind  it  we^ 

An'  he  made  unco  light  o't; 

IBut  mony  a  day  was  by  himsel'. 

He  was  sae  sairly  frighted 

That  vera  night." 


Then  up  gat  fechtin  Jamie  Fleck, 

An'  he  swoor  by  his  conscience. 
That  he  could  saw  hemp- seed  a  peck ; 

For  it  was  a'  but  nonsense: 
The  auld  guidman  raught  down  the  pock, 

An*  out  a  handfu'  gied  him; 
Syne  bad  him  slip  frae  'mang  the  folk, 

Sometime  when  nae  ane  see'd  him. 
An'  tr/t  that  night 


l>  Steft]  otit,  unp^rceiTtd,  mnd  fow  a  fatndful  of  hcmp-ce^d.  harrpwlnf  it 
with  aofthinf  jov  can  convetiieatlf  draw  after  you^  Reptrkt  now  «nd  Iben: 
*■  EU^|»-«etd,  I  uw  th««,  bt-nip'Spfrd,  I  saw  thee;  and  him  (ar  her)  that  19 
to  he  mf  true  love,  come  after  me  and  pou  thee."  Look  over  vour  left 
ifcowJdef,  and  Tou  viU  ace  the  appearance  of  the  person  inTokro.  in  the 
ateitBiie  of  palnng  hetnpL  Some  traditions  say,  "  Come  after  me  and  thaw 
lhe«;''  that  is.  show  thyself;  in  which  case,  it  simply  appears.  Others  omit 
ite  KvreWia^  and  aay:  *^  Come  after  me  aad  barrcw  tiiee.^^ii.  B, 
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He  marches  thro'  amang  the  sladcs^ 

Tho'  he  was  sotnethtng  stur^ti ; 
The  graip  he  for  a  harrow  taks. 

An'  haurls  at  his  curpin : 
And  ev'ry  now  an*  then,  he  says, 

"  Hemp-seed  1  saw  thee. 
An'  her  that  is  to  be  my  lass 

Come  after  me,  an"  draw  thcc 

As  fast  this  nifht." 

He  whistl'd  up  "  Lord  Lennojt "  March, 

To  keep  his  courage  diecryj 
Ahho'  his  hair  began  to  arch. 

He  was  sac  fley'd  an'  eerie: 
Till  presently  he  hears  a  squeak, 

An'  then  a  p-ane  an'  gruntle; 
He  by  his  shouther  gae  a  keek. 

An'  tumbled  wi'  a  wintle 

Out-owre  that  night 

He  roar'd  a  horrid  murder- shout. 

In  dtfeadfu'  desperation  I 
An'  youltg  an'  auld  comfe  rlnnin  out, 

An'  hear  the  sad  narrdtioti: 
He  swoor  'twas  hijchih  Jean  M'Craw, 

Or  crouchie  Merran  Humphie — 
Till  stop!  she  trotted  thro'  them  a' J 

And  wha  was  it  but  grumphie 
Asteer  that  night  ? 

Meg  fain  wad  to  the  bam  gaen, 
To  winn  three  wechts  o'  nae  thing  ;** 

But  for  to  meet  the  deil  her  lane. 
She  pat  but  little  faith  in: 

•*  This  cliirm  tnilW  )i*e»)»e  hf  jierteraifd  unperieiTed  mnd^  sloae.  Yoa 
eo  to  the  bjrn,  ^ntH  open  hoth  doors,  taJdng  them  off  tlie  hhtgc^*  >f  po»- 
ithlf,  for  (litre  ii  dinger  thii  the  beini  about  to  tptw*'  m»f  that  the 
AaoT),  md  ia  you  lome  miKhtcf.  Then  t*lir  that  inxrameat  vied  in  win- 
r^oftirig  the  com,  which  in  our  country  dT«lrci  «re  call  ■  "  DTccby'^  and  ■« 
Ihrough  all  the  attitudr^  of  letting  down  eom  Auinjt  ihc  wind.  Rc^fnt 
it  three  time«,  and  the  tkird  time  an  spparttiorr  wilj  ihiks  throufh  the  bftni^ 
in  tt  the  winrly  do^^r  ind  out  at  the  otncr.  hiving  both  the  fic^re  io  ^Mi- 
tlun,  and  the  ap^iranM  or  retinae,  ntrkUix  llie  (iiiploxineat  iir  ttiuw 
is  life— A.  S. 
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She  gic9  the  herd  a  pickle  nits. 
An'  twa  red  cbeekit  apples, 

"To  watch,  while  for  the  barn  she  sets, 
la  hopes  to  see  Tarn  Kipples 
That  vera  night. 

She  turns  the  key  wi*  cannie  thraw. 

An'  owre  the  threshold  ventures; 
But  &rst  on  Sawnie  gies  a  ca'. 

Syne  haudly  in  she  enters: 
A  ration  rattl'd  up  the  wa', 

An*  she  cr^d  L — d  preser\-e  her  I 
An'  ran  thro'  midden-hole  an'  a'. 

An'  pra/d  wi'  eeal  and  fervour, 
Fu*  fast  that  night. 

They  hcy't  out  Will,  wi'  sair  advice  ; 

They  becht  him  some  fine  braw  ane; 
It  chanc'd  the  stack  he  faddom't  thrice" 

Wa«  timmer-propt  for  thrawin: 
He  taks  a  swirlie  auld  moss-oak 

Tot  some  black,  grousome  carl  in ; 
Aa'  loot  a  winze,  an'  drew  a  stroke. 

Till  skin  in  blypes  cam  haurlin 

AflF's  nieves  that  night 


US 


A  wanton  widow  Leezie  was, 

As  cantie  as  a  kittlen; 
But  ocb  I  that  night,  amang  the  shaws. 

She  gat  a  fearfu'  settlin  I 
Sh«  thro'  the  whins,  an'  by  the  cairn. 

An'  owre  the  hill  gaed  scrievin ; 
Wbare  three  l&irde'  lan's  met  at  a  burn," 

f*  Tilt  JO  epportunity  of  totnf  unnDticid  to  t  "  tiMt-atadt,"  and  fsthoin 
,  tbiM  timet  round.     The  -^       •    ■  ,     .      .  .  


<cu 


ffCfl 

tkbt 


fatliLTTu    of   the  labt  lime   you    will   catch  in 


Ih*  app«araiue  of  yout  future  «:onjii»l  yokefellow,— ^.  B. 


L  Vac  or  marc  {tor  thU  is  a  sociaT  (pcll)^  to  a  frcuth  runtime; 
let.  where  "  three  Jairds'  Itnils  me'-t,     tnd  diijj  your  left  '^Litt 


fttiat'**  riTuli  .  _      ,     ^  ,__ 

2t*f^  ^  ^°  ^*^  ^'^  Ufbt  of  a  fire,  una  haiii  your  wet  sleeve^  before  it  to 
*'-~  " — Ht,   uidf  I4me  time  neaf  uiidtiigiit,   :ifi   lapparition,   hafiin;   tbc 

tb*  fr^od  object  in  qufitioDt  will  c«m$  aad  turn  ihe  sTiivfi 

!  etli«T  tide  g£  \t,—R^  3, 
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To  dip  her  left  sark-slcere  in. 

Was  bent  that  oigfat. 

Whiles  owre  a  Unn  the  bunu'e  plays. 

As  thro'  the  glen  it  wimpl't ; 
Whiles  round  a  rocky  scar  it  strays. 

Whiles  in  a  wiel  it  dJmprt ; 
WTitles  glitter'd  to  the  nightly  rays, 

Wi"  bickcrin.  dandn  daxile; 
Whiles  cookit  underneath  the  brae^ 

Below  the  spreading  hazel 

Unseen  that  nigfat. 

Amang  the  brachens,  on  the  brae, 

Between  her  an'  the  moon. 
The  dcil,  or  else  an  outler  qucy. 

Gat  up  an'  ga'e  a  croon: 
Poor  Leexie's  heart  malst  lap  the  hool; 

Near  lav'rock-hetght  she  jnmpit. 
But  mist  a  fit,  an'  in  the  pool 

Out-owre  the  lugs  she  plumpit. 

Wi'  a  plunge  that  niglit. 

In  order,  on  the  clean  heartb-staae. 

The  luggics"  three  are  ranged; 
'An*  ev'ry  time  great  cut  is  U'cn 

To  see  them  duly  changed : 
Au!d  undc  John,  wha  wedlock's  joys 

Sin"  Mar's-year  did  desire. 
Because  he  gat  the  toom  dish  thrice^ 

He  heav'd  them  on  the  fire. 

In  wrath  that  nighL 

Wi'  mcny  sangs,  an'  friendly  cnda, 
I  wat  they  did  na  weary; 

"  Take  Ihne  ^tbet.  pot  deu  water  in  aae.  fotd  wiilcr  tn  , 

imrt  tbc  tliini  esptr:  Blindfold  a  pentm  and  lead  hin  lo  ^t  itaiA  m 
Ite  dishes  are  ranged;  he  (Oi  she)  dijv  tb«  left  band;  if  hj  ■**'t*  b 
4l^m  iracer,  tlie  future  (hsabaad  ot)  wife  wtl]  cooae  to  tpe  kar  of  k 
bob)  a  laddi  ii  ia  the  fsoL  a  widow :  if  in  tbc  tmftr  liiA,  It  fom 
^riA  eqnal  certaiDty,  do  ammut  at  alL  It  is  itpcMed  Iknc 
•fOT  tiBK  dw  amBtcacat  of  die  diahca  i»  •itcnBd.— JL  B, 
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And  unco  tales,  an'  funnie  joke 
Their  sports  were  cheap  an'  cheery : 

Till  butter'd  sowens,"  wi'  fragrant  lunt, 
Set  a'  their  gabs  a-steerin; 

Syne,  wi'  a  social  glass  o'  strunt, 
They  parted  aff  careerin 

Fu'  blythe  that  night. 


13S 


TO  A  MOUSE 

ON  TUUIING  B£S  UP  IN   HER  NEST  WITH  THE  PLOUGH, 
K0VEMBE8,    I785 

Web,  sleekit,  cowrin,  tim'rous  beastiCj 
O,  what  a  panic's  in  thy  breastie ! 
Thou  need  na  start  awa  sae  hasty, 

Wi'  bickering  brattle  I 
I  wad  be  laith  to  rin  an'  chase  thee, 

Wi'  murd'ring  pattlel 

I'm  truly  sorry  man's  dominion. 
Has  broken  nature's  social  union. 
An'  justifies  that  ill  opinion. 

Which  makes  thee  startle 
At  me,  thy  poof,  earth-born  companion. 

An'  fellow-mortal  1 

I  doubt  na,  whiles,  but  thou  may  thieve ; 
WTiat  then?  poor  beastie,  thou  maun  iivel 
A  daimen  icker  in  a  thrave 

'S  a  sma'  request ; 
ril  get  &  blessin  wi'  tbe  lave, 

An'  never  mtss'tt 


Thy  wee  bit  housie,  too,  in  ruin  I 

It's  silly  wa's  the  win's  are  strewin  I  i 

^Sowcsi,  wiilt  butter  Inttead  of  milk  to  tboo,  \*  alwajt  the  BiJIoweco 
x.—R.  B. 
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An'  naethlng,  now.  to  big  a  new  arte, 
0'  foggage  green  I 

An'  bleak  December's  winds  en&uin, 

Bairh  snetl  an'  keen  I 

Thou  saw  the  fields  laid  bare  an*  waste, 
An'  weary  winter  conrin  fast. 
An'  cozie  here,  beneath  the  blast, 

Thou  thought  to  dwell- 
Till  crash  I  the  cruel  coulter  past 

Out  thro'  thy  cell 

That  wee  bit  heap  o'  leaves  an'  stibble. 
Has  cost  thee  mony  a  weary  nibble ! 
Now  thou's  tum'd  out,  for  a'  thy  trouble. 

But  house  or  hald. 
To  thole  the  winter's  sleety  dribble. 

An'  cranreuch  cauld  t 

But  Mousie,  thou  art  no  thy  lane. 
In  proving  foresight  may  be  vain; 
The  best-laid  schemes  o'  mice  an'  men 

Gang  aft  agley. 
An'  lea'e  ui  nought  but  grief  an'  pain. 

For  promis'd  joy  I 

Still  thou  art  bl«t,  compar'd  wf  mt 
The  present  only  toucheth  thee: 
But  och  1  I  backward  cast  my  e'e, 

On  prospects  drear  I 
An'  forward,  tho'  1  canna  see, 

I  guess  an'  feart 


EPITAPH  ON  JOHN  DOVE,  INNKEEPER 

Hxac  lies  Johnie  Pigeon; 

What  was  his  religion 
Whae'er  desires  to  ken. 
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To  some  other  warl' 

Maun  follow  the  carl. 
For  here  Johnie  Pigeon  had  nane  I 

Strong  ale  was  ablution, 
Small  beer  persecution, 

A  dram  was  memento  morii 
But  a  full-flowing  bow! 
Was  the  saving  his  soul. 

And  port  was  celestial  glory. 
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EPITAPH  FOR  JAMES  SMITH 

Lament  him,  Mauchline  husbands  a*. 

He  aften  did  assist  ye; 
For  had  ye  staid  hale  weeks  awa, 

Your  wives  they  ne'er  had  miss'd  ye. 

Ye  Mauchline  bairns,  as  on  ye  pfeu 
To  fichool  in  bands  thegither, 

O  tread  ye  lightly  on  his  grass, — 
Perhaps  he  was  your  father  1 


ADAM  ARMOUR'S  PRAYER 

GuDE  pity  me,  because  I'm  little  1 
For  though  I  am  an  elf  o'  mettle, 
An'  can,  like  ony  wabster's  shuttle. 

Jink  there  or  here, 
Y«t,  scarce  as  tang's  a  gude  kail-whittle, 

I'm  unco  queer. 

An'  now  Thou  kens  our  waefu'  case ; 
For  Geordie's  jurr  we're  in  disgrace. 
Because  we  stang'd  her  through  the  place. 

An*  hurt  her  spleuchan; 
For  whilk  we  daurna  show  our  face 

Within  the  clachan. 
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An'  now  we're  dern'd  in  dens  and  hollows^ 
And  hunted,  as  was  William  Wallace, 
Wi'  constables — thae  blackguard  fallows. 

An'  sod^rs  baith; 
But  Gude  preserve  us  frae  the  gallows, 

Tbat  shamefu'  death! 


Auld  grim  black-bearded  Geordie's  sel'— 
O  shake  him  owre  the  mouth  o'  hell! 
There  let  him  hing.  an'  roar,  an'  yell 

Wi'  hideous  din, 
And  if  he  offers  to  rebel. 

Then  heave  him  in. 

When  Death  comes  in  wi'  glimmerin  blink, 
An'  tips  auld  drucken  Nansc  the  wink, 
May  Sautan  gie  her  doup  a  clink 

Within  his  yett. 
An'  fill  her  up  wi'  brimstone  drink, 

Red-reekin  het. 

Though  Jock  an*  hav'rel  Jean  arc  merry — 
Some  devil  seize  them  in  a  hurry. 
An'  waft  them  in  th'  infernal  wherry 

Straught  through  the  lake, 
An'  gie  their  hides  a  noble  curry 

Wi'  oilof  aik! 


As  for  the  jurr — puir  worthless  body! 
She's  got  mischief  enough  already; 
Wi'  stanged  hips,  and  buttocks  bluidy 

She's  suffer'd  sair; 
But,  may  she  wintle  in  a  woody, 

If  she  wb— «  mairl 
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THE  JOLLY  BEGGARS— A  CANTATA' 
Recitativo 

When  lyart  leaves  bestrow  the  ytrd. 

Or  wavering  like  the  bauckie-bird. 

Bedim  cauld  Boreas'  blast ; 
When  haiistanes  drive  wi'  bitter  skyte, 
And  tnfact  frosts  begin  to  bite. 

In  hoary  cranreuch  drest ; 
Ae  night  at  e'en  a  merry  core 

C  randie,  gangrel  bodies, 
In  Poosie-Nansie's  held  the  splore. 
To  drink  their  orra  duddies ; 
Wi'  quaffing  an'  laughing. 

They  ranted  an'  they  sang, 
Wi*  jumping  an'  thumping. 
The  vera  girdle  rang. 

First,  neist  the  fire,  in  auld  red  rags, 
Ane  sat,  wecl  brac'd  wi'  mealy  bags. 

And  knapsack  a'  in  order; 
His  do3cy  lay  within  his  arm; 
Wi'  usquebae  an'  blankets  warm 

She  blinkit  on  her  sodger ; 
An'  aye  he  gies  the  tozie  drab 

The  tither  skelpin  kiss, 
While  she  held  up  her  greedy  gat^. 
Just  like  an  aumous  dish ; 
Ilk  smack  still  did  crack  still. 

Just  like  a  cadger's  whip; 
Then  staggering  an'  swaggering 
He  roar'd  this  ditty  up — 

Air 
Tufii^"  Soldier's  Joy." 

I  am  a  son  of  Mars  who  have  been  in  many  wart, 
And  show  my  cuts  and  scars  wherever  I  come ; 

1  tiot  publtihed  bx  BuniB» 
I BC— Vol  « 
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This  here  was  for  a  wench,  and  that  other  in  a  trench. 
When  welcoming  the  French  at  the  sound  of  the  drum. 
Lai  de  daudle,  &c. 

My  prenticeship  I  past  where  my  leader  breath'd  his  last. 
When  the  bloody  die  was  cast  on  the  heights  of  Abram : 

And  I  served  out  my  trade  when  the  gallant  game  was  play'd. 
And  the  Moro  low  was  laid  at  the  sound  of  the  drum. 


I  lastly  was  with  Curtis  among  the  floating  batt'rics. 
And  there  I  left  for  witness  an  arm  and  a  limb; 

Yet  let  my  country  need  me,  with  Elliot  to  head  me, 
I'd  clatter  on  my  stumps  at  the  sound  of  a  drum. 

And  now  tho'  1  must  beg,  with  a  wooden  arm  and  leg. 
And  many  a  tattcr'd  rag  hanging  over  my  bum, 

I'm  as  happy  with  my  wallet,  my  bottle  and  my  cailet, 
As  when  I  used  fn  scarlet  to  follow  a  drum. 


: 


What  tho',  with  hoary  locks,  I  must  stand  the  winter  shocks. 

Beneath  the  woods  and  rocks  oftentimes  for  a  home. 
When  the  tother  bag  I  sell,  and  the  tother  bottle  tell, 

I  could  meet  a  troop  of  bell,  at  the  sound  of  a  drum. 

Recitativa 

He  ended ;  and  the  kebars  sheuk, 

Aboon  the  chorus  roar ; 
While  frighted  rattons  backward  leuk. 

An'  seek  the  benmost  bore : 
A  fairy  fiddler  frae  the  neuk, 

He  skirl'd  out,  encore ! 
But  up  arose  the  martial  chuck. 

An'  laid  the  loud  uproar. 

Air 
Ttrn^— "  Sodgcr  Laddie." 

I  once  was  a  maid,  tho'  I  cannot  tell  when, 
And  still  my  delight  is  in  proper  young  men.' 
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Some  one  of  a  troop  of  dragoons  was  my  daddic, 
No  wonder  I'm  fond  of  a  sodger  laddie, 

Sing,  lal  de  lal,  &c 

The  first  of  my  loves  was  a  swaggering  blade, 
To  rattle  the  thundering  drum  was  his  trade ; 
His  leg  was  so  tight,  and  his  cheek  was  so  ruddy. 
Transported  I  was  with  tny  sodger  laddie. 

But  the  godly  old  chaplain  left  him  in  the  lurch; 
The  sword  I  forsook  for  the  sake  of  the  church : 
He  vcntur'd  the  soul,  and  I  risked  the  body, 
'Twas  then  I  proved  false  to  my  sodger  laddie. 

Full  soon  I  grew  sick  of  my  sanctified  sot, 
The  regiment  at  large  for  a  husband  I  got; 
From  the  gilded  spontoon  to  the  fife  I  was  ready, 
I  asked  no  more  but  a  sodger  laddie. 

But  the  peace  it  reduc'd  me  to  beg  in  despair. 
Till  I  met  my  old  boy  in  a  Cunningham  fair. 
His  rags  regimental,  they  flutter'd  so  gaudy, 
My  heart  it  rejoic'd  at  a  sodger  laddie. 

And  now  I  have  liv'd — I  know  not  how  long, 

And  still  I  can  join  in  a  cup  and  a  song; 

But  whilst  with  both  hands  I  can  hold  the  glass  steady. 

Here's  to  thee,  my  hero,  my  sodger  laddie. 


Reciiativo 

Poor  Merry-Andrew,  in  the  neuk. 
Sat  gUKJEling  wi'  a  ttnkler-hizxie; 

They  mind't  na  wha  the  chorus  teok. 
Between  themselves  they  were  sae  busy: 
At  length,  wi'  drink  an'  courting  dizzy. 

He  stoiter'd  up  an'  made  a  face; 
Then  tum'd  an'  laid  a  smack  on  Grizzle, 

Syne  tun'd  his  pipes  wi'  grave  grimace. 
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rmw— '  Anld  Sir  Sjiaaof* 

Sir  Wisdoin's  a  fool  when  he's  foa; 

Sir  Knave  is  a  fool  in  a  session ; 
He's  there  but  a  prentice  I  trow. 

But  I  am  a  foot  by  profession. 

My  grannie  she  botigfat  roe  a  beuk. 
An'  I  held  awa  to  the  school ; 

I  fear  I  my  talent  niistetik. 
But  what  will  ye  hae  of  a  fool  ? 

For  drink  I  would  venture  my  neck; 

A  hizzie's  the  half  of  my  craft ; 
But  what  could  ye  other  expect 

Of  aae  that's  avowedly  daft  ? 

I  ance  was  tied  up  like  a  stirk, 
For  civilly  swearing:  ^^^  quaffin; 

I  ance  was  abus'd  i'  the  kirk. 
For  tow  sing  a  lass  i*  my  daffin. 

Poor  Andrew  that  tumbles  for  sport; 

Let  naebody  name  wi'  a  jeer; 
There's  even,  I'm  tauld,  i'  the  Court 

A  tumbler  ca'd  the  Premier. 

Observ'd  ye  yon  reverend  lad 
Mak  faces  to  tickle  the  mob; 

He  raiU  at  our  mountebank  squad,-^ 
It's  rival  ship  just  i'  the  job. 


And  now  my  coaclusion  I'll  tell, 
For  faith  I'm  confoundedly  dry; 

The  chiel  that's  a  fool  for  himscl', 
Guid  L— dl  he's  far  dafter  thui  L 
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Recitativo 

Then  niest  outspak  a  raucle  cartin, 
Wha  kent  f u'  weel  to  cleek  the  sterlin  j 
For  mony  a  pursie  she  had  hooked, 
An'  had  in  mony  a  well  been  douked : 
Her  love  had  been  a  Highland  laddie. 
But  weary  fa'  the  waefu'  woodie  I 
Wi'  sighs  an'  sobs  she  thus  begfan 
To  wail  her  braw  John  Hifhlandman, 


Air 
Tmm* — "  O  an  ye  were  dead,  GuldniatL'* 

A  Highland  lad  my  love  was  born. 
The  Lalland  laws  he  held  in  scorn; 
But  he  still  was  faith fu'  to  his  clan. 
My  gallant,  braw  John  Highlandmao, 


Chorus 

Sing  hey  my  braw  John  Highlandmao  t 
Sing  ho  my  braw  John  Highlandman  1 
There's  not  a  lad  in  a'  the  Ian' 
Was  match  for  my  John  Highlandman. 

With  his  phiUbeg  an'  tartan  plaid. 
An'  guid  claymore  down  by  his  side. 
The  ladies'  hearts  he  did  trepan, 
My  gallant,  braw  John  Highlandmao. 
Sing  hey,  &c 

We  ranged  a'  from  Tweed  to  Spey, 
An'  liv'd  like  lords  an'  ladies  gay ; 
For  a  Lalland  face  he  feared  none,— 
My  gallant,  braw  John  Highlandman. 
Sing  bey,  &c 
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They  banish'd  him  beyond  the  sea. 
But  ere  the  bud  was  on  the  tree, 
Adown  my  cheeks  the  pearls  ran. 
Embracing  my  John  Highlandman. 

Sing  hey,  &C. 

But,  och !  they  catch'd  him  at  the  last, 
And  bound  him  in  a  dungeon  fast: 
My  curse  upon  them  every  one, 
They've  hang'd  my  braw  John  Highlandman  1 
Sing  hey,  &c. 

And  now  a  widow,  I  must  moum 
The  pleasures  that  will  ne'er  return: 
No  comfort  but  a  hearty  can, 
When  I  think  on  John  Highlandman. 
Sing  hey,  &c. 

Recilativo 

A  pigmy  scraper  wi'  his  fiddle, 

Wha  us'd  at  trystes  an'  fairs  to  driddle. 

Her  strappin  limb  and  gausy  middle 

(He  reach'd  nae  higher) 
Had  hol'd  bis  heartie  like  a  riddle, 

An'  blawn't  on  fire. 

Wi'  hand  on  hainch,  and  upward  e'c. 
He  croon'd  his  gamut,  one,  two,  three. 
Then  in  an  arioso  key, 

The  wee  Apollo 
Set  off  wi'  allegretto  glee 

His  giga  solo. 

Air 
ri»«#— "Whistle  owre  the  l«ve  o't" 

Let  me  rykc  up  to  dight  that  tear. 
An'  go  wi'  me  aa'  be  my  dear ; 
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An'  th«d  your  evory  care  an'  feai* 
May  whistle  owra  the  lave  e't. 


US 


Chorus 

I  am  a  Giddier  to  my  trade, 
An'  a'  the  tunes  that  e'er  I  played. 
The  sweetest  still  to  wife  or  maid, 
Was  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 

At  kirns  an'  wed  dins  we'se  be  there. 
An'  O  sae  niceiy's  we  will  fare ! 
We'll  bowse  about  tilJ  Daddie  Care 
Sing  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 
I  am,  &c. 

Sae  merrily's  the  banes  we'll  pyke. 
An'  sun  oufscl's  about  the  dyke; 
An'  at  our  leisure,  when  ye  like. 
We'll  whistle  owre  the  lav«  o't. 
I  am,  &c. 

But  bless  me  wi"  your  hcav'n  o'  charms. 
An'  while  I  kittle  hair  on  thairme. 
Hunger,  cauld,  an'  a'  sic  harms, 
May  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 
I  am,  &c. 


Recitativa 

Her  charms  had  struck  a  sturdy  caird. 

As  wecl  as  poor  ^t-tcraper; 
He  taks  the  fiddler  by  the  beard, 

Aa'  draws  a  roosty  rapier — 
He  swoor  by  a'  was  swearing  worth, 

To  spcet  him  like  a  pltver. 
Unless  he  would  from  that  time  forth 

Relinquish  her  for  ev«r. 


m 


Wt*  (ixasChr  v  e.  pni 

Vyaa  ins  luuikmt 
An'  yn/i  for  ctkz  «: 

An'  to  the  qoan*: 
Itot  tho'  bdi  Sslr  bee;  £d 

When  ronod  tbe  TntV- 
li«r  f«ign'd  to  sairtie  ir  Iib 

Wticn  tfatu  die  csird 


Tmm— 'C3eat  ite 


My  inmie  Us«,  I  vosk  in 

A  liiiklcr  is  mjr  staxJon: 
i'v<  tfiivcH''!  round  aI3  OnsnmcToand 

111  I  hi*  my  occup£DoiD; 
I'vr  lui-ii  ihc  gold,  an'  been  CBrdDed 

III  MiMiiy  a  noble  sqnadroo: 
Mm  vHiii  ihcy  search'd  wben  off  I  aarcii'd 

In  K«  iiii'  clout  the  canldroo. 

I've  taen  the  {cU,  ftc 

|ic»|(i»f!  Hint  khrimp,  that  wiiher'd  ixnp^ 

Willi  ii'  lii«  noise  an'  cap'rin; 
All'  idlir  u  aliarc  with  those  that  bear 

'I  III-  liuiJKri  and  the  apron  I 
Ami  liy  iliui  kliiwpl  my  faith  an' hoop. 

Ami  liy  ilint  drar  Kilbaigie,* 
If  e'rr  ye.  wuiit,  or  meet  wi'  scant, 

iAny  I  Mc'cr  wcct  my  craigie. 

And  by  that  stowp,  &c. 

Kecitativo 

The  caird  prcvail'd— th'  unblushing  fair 

In  his  embraces  sunk ; 
Partly  wi'  love  u'ercome  sae  sair. 

An'  partly  she  was  drunk: 
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Sir  Violino,  with  an  air 

That  show'd  a  man  o'  spualc, 
Wish'd  unison  between  the  pair. 

An'  made  the  bottle  clunk 

To  their  health  that  night. 

But  hurchin  Cupid  shot  a  shaft. 

That  play'd  a  dame  a  shavic — 
The  fiddler  rak'd  her,  fore  and  aft, 

Bchint  the  chicken  cavie. 
Her  lord,  a  wight  of  Homer's  craft,' 

Tho'  hmpin  wi'  the  spa  vie. 
He  hirpl'd  up,  an'  lap  like  daft. 

An'  shor'd  them  Dainty  Davie 

O'  boot  that  night 

He  was  a  care-defying  blade 

As  ever  Bacchus  Hsted  I 
Tho'  Fortune  sair  upon  htm  laid, 

His  heart,  she  ever  miss'd  it. 
He  had  no  wish  but — to  be  glad. 

Nor  want  but — when  he  thirsted; 
He  hated  nought  but — to  be  sad. 

An'  thus  the  muse  suggested 

His  sang  that  night. 

Air 
Tun*—"  For  a*  that,  an*  a"  that* 

I  am  a  Bard  of  no  regard, 

Wi'  gentle  folks  an*  a'  that ; 
But  Homer-like,  the  glowrin  hyke, 
Frae  town  to  town  I  draw  that 


Chorus 

For  a'  that  an'  a*  that, 
An'  twice  as  muckle's  a'  that ; 

■  Seoer  il  allawcd  to  be  the  ddnt  haUid-ainier  on  record.— JK  A 
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I've  lost  but  ane.  I've  twa  behtts', 
I've  v^fe  eneug:h  for  a'  that, 

I  nevtf  drank  the  Muiea*  stank, 

Ctst&Ua't  burn,  an'  a'  that ; 
But  there  it  streams  an'  richly  reams, 

My  Helicon  I  ca'  that. 

For  a'  that,  fte. 

Great  lovt  I  bear  to  a'  Uie  fair. 

Their  humble  slave  an'  a'  that ; 
But  lordly  will,  I  hold  it  still 

A  mortal  tin  to  thraw  that. 
For  a'  that,  &c. 

In  raptures  sweet,  this  hour  we  meet, 

Wi'  mutual  love  an'  a'  that ; 
But  for  how  lang  the  (Ma  may  stang, 

Let  inclination  law  that. 

For  a'  that,  &c. 

Their  tricks  an'  craft  hae  put  me  daft. 

They've  taen  me  in,  an'  *.'  that ; 
But  clear  your  decks,  and  here's — "  The  Sex  I" 

I  like  the  jads  for  a'  that 


Chorus 

For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that. 
An'  twice  as  muckle's  a'  that ; 

My  dearest  bluid,  to  do  them  guid. 
They're  welcome  till't  for  a'  that. 


RecHativo 

So  sang  the  bard— and  Nansio's  wa's 
Shook  with  a  thunder  of  applause, 
Re-echo'd  from  each  mouth  I 
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They  toom'd  their  pocks,  they  pawn'd  their  duds. 
They  scarcely  left  to  co'er  their  fiids, 

To  quench  their  lowin  drouth : 
Tfaen  owre  ag^n,  the  jovial  thrang^ 

The  poet  did  request 
To  lowse  his  pack  an'  wale  a  sang, 
A  ballad  o'  the  best : 
He  rising,  rejoicing, 

Between  his  twa  Deborahs, 
Looks  round  him,  an'  found  them 
Impatient  for  the  chorus. 


Air  •. 

TumB    "  Jolly  Mortals,  fill  rour  Gluses." 

See  the  smoking  bowl  before  us, 
Mark  our  jovial  ragged  ring ! 

Round  and  round  take  up  the  chorus. 
And  in  raptures  let  us  sing — 


Chorus 

A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected ! 

Liberty's  a  glorious  feast ! 
Courts  for  cowards  were  erected, 
Churches  built  to  please  the  priest. 


What  is  title,  what  is  treasurei 
What  is  reputation's  care? 

If  we  lead  a  life  of  pleasure, 
'Tis  no  matter  how  or  where  I 
A  fig  for,  &c. 

With  the  ready  trick  and  fable. 
Round  we  wander  all  the  day; 

!And  at  night  in  barn  or  stable, 
Jiug  our  doxies  on  the  hay. 
A  fig  for,  &c. 
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Does  the  train-artended  carriage 
Thro'  the  country  lighter  rove? 

Does  the  sober  bed  of  marriage 
Witness  brighter  scenes  of  lovc^ 
A  fig  for,  &c. 

life  is  all  a  variorum. 

We  regard  not  how  it  goes ; 

Let  them  cant  about  decorum, 

Who  have  character  to  lose. 

A  fig  for,  &c 

Here's  to  budgets,  bags  and  wallets  1 
Here's  to  all  the  wandering  train. 

Here's  our  ragged  brats  and  callets. 
One  and  all  cry  out.  Amen  I 


Chorus 


A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected  I 
Liberty's  a  glorious  feast ! 

Courts  for  cowards  were  erected. 
Churches  built  to  please  the  priest 


1 


SONG— FOR  A'  THAT^ 

Tho'  women's  minds,  like  winter  winds. 
May  shift,  and  turn,  an'  a'  that, 

The  noblest  breast  adores  thera  maist— 
A  consequence  I  draw  that 


Chants 

For  a*  that,  an'  a'  that. 

And  twice  as  meikle's  a'  that; 

Tbe  bonic  lass  that  I  loc  best 
She'll  be  my  ain  for  a'  that. 

Great  love  I  bear  to  a'  the  fair. 
Their  humble  slave,  an'  a'  that ; 
>  A  Uur  Teriiim  o(  "  I  am  s  bti  of  no  regard  "  Id  "  The  Jetif  Be4 


POEMS  AKD  SONGS 

But  lordly  will,  I  hold  it  still 
A.  mortal  sin  to  tbraw  that. 
For  a'  that.  Sec 

But  there  is  atie  aboon  the  Lave, 

Has  wit,  and  sense,  an'  a'  that; 
A  bonie  lass,  I  like  her  best. 

And  wha  a  crime  dare  ca'  that? 
For  a'  that,  &c. 

In  rapture  sweet  this  hour  we  meet, 

Wt*  mutual  love  an'  a'  that. 
But  for  how  lang  the  flie  may  stang; 

Let  inclination  law  that. 

For  a'  that,  &c. 

Their  tricks  an*  craft  hae  put  me  daft. 

They've  taen  me  in,  an'  a'  that; 
But  dear  your  decks,  and  here's—"  The  Sext " 

I  like  the  jads  for  a'  that. 

For  a'  that,  &c. 


-'iSERRY  HAE  1  BEEN  TEETHTN  A  HECKLE 
Tune—"  The  bob  o*  Dumblsne." 

^  HEKfiv  hae  I  been  teethin  a  heckle. 

An'  merry  hae  I  been  shapin  a  spoon; 
O  merry  hae  I  been  cloutin  a  kettle, 

An'  kissin  my  Katte  when  a'  was  done, 
O  a"  the  lan^  day  I  ca'  at  my  hammer, 

An'  a'  the  lang  day  I  whistle  and  sing; 
0  a'  the  lang  night  I  cuddle  ray  kimmcr. 

An'  a'  the  lang  night  as  happy's  a  king. 

Bitter  in  dool  I  lickit  my  winnins 
O'  marrying  Bess,  to  gie  her  a  slave: 

Blest  be  the  hour  she  cool'd  in  her  Hnnens, 
And  Uythe  be  the  bird  that  sings  on  her  grave  I 
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Come  to  my  arms,  my  Katie,  my  K&de ; 
O  come  to  my  arms  and  kiss  me  again  I 

Drucken  or  sober,  here's  to  thee,  Katie  t 
An'  blest  be  the  day  I  did  it  again. 


THE  COTTER'S  SATURDAY  NIGHT 
Inscribed  to  R.  Aiken,  Esq. 

"Let  not  Ambition  mock  thdr  aseful  toil. 
Their  homelj'  Joys,  and  destiny  obscure; 
Nor  Grandeur  hear,  with  a  disdainful  smile. 
The  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  poor." 

Gkay. 

My  lov'd,  my  honour'd,  much  respected  friend ! 

No  mercenary  bard  his  homage  pays ; 
With  honest  pride,  I  scorn  each  selfish  end, 

My  dearest  meed,  a  friend's  esteem  and  praise: 

To  you  I  sing,  in  simple  Scottish  lays. 
The  lowly  train  in  life's  sequester'd  scene. 

The  native  feelings  strong,  the  guileless  ways, 
What  Aiken  in  a  cottage  would  have  been ; 
Ah  I  tho'  his  worth  unknown,  far  happier  there  I  weeo ! 

November  chill  blaws  loud  wi'  angry  sugh ; 

The  short'ning  winter-day  is  near  a  close ; 
The  miry  beasts  retreating  f  rae  the  pleugh ; 

The  blactc'ning  trains  o'  craws  to  their  repose; 

The  toil-worn  Cotter  frae  his  labour  goes, — 
This  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end. 

Collects  his  spades,  his  mattocks,  and  his  hoes, 
Hoping  the  mom  in  ease  and  rest  to  spend, 
And  weary,  o'er  the  moor,  his  course  does  hameward  bend 

At  length  his  lonely  cot  appears  in  view. 

Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  aged  tree; 
Th'  expectant  wee-things,  toddKn,  stacher  through 

To  meet  their  dad,  wi'  flichterin  noise  and  glee. 

His  wee  bit  ingl^  Uinlda  bonilie. 
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His  clean  hearth-stanc,  his  thrifty  wiSe't  smile. 

The  lisping  infant,  prattling  on  his  knee, 
Does  a'  his  weary  kiaugh  and  care  beguile. 
And  makes  him  quite  lorget  his  labour  and  his  toiL 

Belyve,  the  elder  bairns  come  drapping  in, 

At  service  out,  amang  the  farmers  roun'; 
Some  ca'  the  pleugh,  some  herd,  some  tcntie  rin 

A  cannie  errand  to  a  ncibor  town ; 

Their  eldest  hope,  thetr  Jenny,  woraan-grown. 
In  youthfu"  bloom — love  sparkling  in  her  e'e — 

Comes  hame,  perhaps  to  shew  a  braw  new  gown. 
Or  deposite  her  sair-won  penny-fee. 
To  help  her  parents  dear,  if  they  in  hardship  be. 

With  joy  unfeign'd,  brothers  and  sisters  meet, 

And  each  for  other's  weelfare  kindly  speirs: 
The  social  hours,  swift-wing'd,  unnotic'd  fleet: 

Each  tells  the  uncos  that  he  sees  or  hears. 

The  parents  partial  eye  their  hopeful  years; 
Anticipation  forward  points  the  view; 

The  mother,  wi'  her  needle  and  her  shears. 
Gars  auld  clacs  look  araaist  as  weel's  the  new ; 
The  father  mixes  a*  wi'  admonition  due. 

Their  master's  and  their  mistress's  command. 

The  younkers  a'  are  warned  to  obey; 
And  mind  their  labours  wi'  an  eydent  hand, 

And  ne'er,  tho'  out  o'  sight,  to  jauk  or  play; 

"  And  O  I  be  sure  to  fear  the  Lord  alway. 
And  mind  your  duty,  duly,  morn  and  night ; 

Lest  in  temptation's  path  ye  gang  astray. 
Implore  His  counsel  and  assisting  might : 
They  never  sought  in  vain  that  sought  the  Lord  aright." 

But  hark !  a  rap  comes  gently  to  the  door ; 

Jenny,  wha  kens  the  meaning  o'  the  same. 
Tells  how  a  neibor  lad  came  o'er  the  moor. 

To  do  some  errands,  and  convoy  her  hame. 

The  ivily  motlier  sees  the  conscious  flatne 
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|ttrkle  in  Jenny's  e'c,  and  flush  her  cheek ; 
With  heart-struck  anxious  care,  enquires  his  name, 
rhile  Jenny  hafiSins  is  afraid  to  speak ;  [rake, 

'eel-pleased  the  mother  hears,  it's  nae  wild,  worthless 

H'  kindly  welcome,  Jenny  brings  him  ben ; 

A  strappin  youth,  he  takes  the  mother's  eye; 

lythe  Jenny  sees  the  visit's  no  ill  ta'en : 

The  father  cracks  of  horses,  pleughs,  and  kye, 

The  youngster's  artless  heart  o'erflows  wi'  joj, 

lit  blate  an'  laithfu',  scarce  can  weel  behave; 

The  mother,  wi'  a  woman's  wiles,  can  spy 

rhat  makes  the  youth  sae  bashfu'  and  sae  grave, 

Teel-pleas'd  to  think  her  bairn's  respected  like  the  \ivt. 

happy  love  1  where  love  like  this  is  found ; 

0  heart-felt  raptures!  bliss  beyond  compare! 
vt  paced  much  this  weary,  mortal  round, 
And  sage  experience  bids  me  this  declare, — 

"  If  Heaven  a  draught  of  heavenly  pleasure  spare— 

De  cordial  in  this  melancholy  vale, 

'Tis  when  a  youthful,  loving,  modest  pair 

1  other's  arms,  breathe  out  the  tender  tale,       [gale," 
Encath  the  milk-white  thorn  that  scents  the  evening 

there,  in  human  form,  that  bears  a  heart, 

A  wretch  I  a  villain !  lost  to  love  and  truth  I 

bat  can,  with  studied,  sly,  ensnaring  art. 

Betray  sweet  Jenny's  unsuspecting  youth  ? 

Curse  on  his  perjur'd  arts !  dissembling  smooth  1 

re  honour,  virtue,  conscience,  all  cxil'd? 

Is  there  no  pity,  no  relenting  ruth, 

oints  to  the  parents  fondling  o'er  their  child? 

hen  paints  the  ruin'd  maid,  and  their  distraction  wild? 

Dt  now  the  supper  crowns  their  simple  board. 
The  halesome  parriteh,  chief  of  Scoita's  food; 
be  sowp  their  only  hawkie  docs  afford. 
That,  'yont  the  hallan  snugly  chows  her  coodt 
The  dame  brings  forth,  in  complimental  mood, 
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To  grace  the  lad,  her  wee!-hain'd  kebbuck,  fell ; 

And  aft  he's  prest,  and  aft  he  ca*s  it  guid : 
The  frugal  wifie,  garrulous,  will  tell 
How  *twa£  a.  towmond  auld,  sin'  hnt  was  i'  the  beil. 

The  cheerfu'  supper  done,  wj'  serious  (ace, 

They,  round  the  ingle,  form  a  circle  wide ; 
The  sire  turns  o'er,  with  patriarchal  grace. 

The  big  ha'-bible,  ance  his  father's  pride: 

His  bonnet  rcv'rently  is  laid  aside. 
His  lyart  hafFets  wearing  thin  and  bare; 

Those  strains  that  once  did  sweet  in  Zion  glide. 
He  wales  a  portion  with  judicious  care ; 
And  "  Let  us  worship  God  I  "  he  says  with  solemn  *ir. 

They  chant  their  artless  notes  in  simple  guise, 

They  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest  aire ; 
Perhaps  "  Dundee's  "  wild-warbling  measures  rise; 

Or  plaintive  "  Martyrs,"  worthy  of  the  name ; 

Or  noble  "  Elgin  "  beets  the  heaven-ward  flame; 
The  sweetest  far  of  Scotia's  holy  lays; 

Compar'd  with  these,  Italian  trills  are  tame; 
The  tickl'd  ears  no  heart-felt  raptures  raise; 
Kae  unison  hae  they  with  our  Creator's  praise. 

The  priest-like  father  reads  the  sacred  page. 

How  Abram  was  the  friend  of  God  on  high; 
Or  Moses  bade  eternal  warfare  wage 

With  Amaiek's  ungracious  progeny; 

Or  how  the  royal  bard  did  groaning  lie 
Beneath  the  stroke  of  Heaven's  avenging  ire; 

Or  Job's  pathetic  plaint,  and  wailing  cry ; 
Or  rapt  Isaiah's  wild,  seraphic  fire; 
Or  other  holy  seers  that  tune  the  sacred  lyre. 

Perhaps  the  Christian  volume  is  the  theme. 
How  guiltless  blood  for  guilty  man  was  shed ; 

How  He,  who  bore  in  Heaven  the  second  name. 
Had  not  on  earth  whereon  to  lay  His  head : 
How  His  Erst  followers  and  servants  sped ; 
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The  precepts  sage  they  wrote  to  many  a  l»nd: 

How  he,  who  lone  in  Patnioi  banished. 
Saw  in  the  sun  a  mighty  angel  stand, 
And  heard  great  Bab'lon's  doom  pronounc'd  by  Heaven*s' 

command. 

Then  kneeling  down  to  Heaven's  Eternal  King, 

The  saint,  the  father,  and  the  husband  prays: 
Hope  "  springs  exulting  on  triumphant  wing,"* 

That  thus  they  all  shall  meet  in  future  days, 

There,  ever  bask  in  uncreated  rays. 
No  more  to  sigh,  or  shed  the  bitter  tear. 

Together  hymning  their  Creator's  pralGt, 
In  such  society,  yet  still  more  dear ; 
While  circling  Time  moves  round  in  an  eternal  sphere. 

Compar'd  with  this,  how  poor  Religion's  pride, 

In  all  the  pomp  of  method,  and  of  art; 
When  men  display  to  congregations  wide 

Devotion's  ev'ry  grace,  except  the  heart! 

The  Power,  incens'd,  the  pageant  will  desert. 
The  pompous  strain,  the  sacerdotal  stole; 

But  haply,  in  some  cottage  far  apart, 
May  hear,  well-pleas'd,  the  language  of  the  soul; 
And  in  His  Book  of  Life  the  inmates  poor  enroll. 

Then  homeward  a!I  take  oflf  their  sev'ral  way ; 

The  youngling  cottagers  retire  to  rest: 
The  parent-pair  their  secret  homage  pay, 

And  proffer  up  to  Heaven  the  warm  request, 

That  He  who  stills  the  raven's  clam'rous  nest. 
And  decks  the  Hly  fair  in  flow'ry  pride, 

Would,  in  the  way  His  wisdom  sees  the  best. 
For  them  and  for  their  little  ones  provide; 
But  chiefly,  in  their  hearts  with  grace  divine  preside. 

From  scenes  like  these,  old  Scotia's  grandeur  springs. 
That  makes  her  lov'd  at  home,  revcr'd  abroad: 
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Princes  and  lords  arc  but  the  breath  of  kings, 
"  An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  God ;" 
And  certes,  in  fair  virtue's  heavenly  road. 
The  cottage  leaves  the  palace  far  behind ; 

What  is  a  lordling's  pomp  f  a  cumbrous  load. 
Disguising-  oft  the  wretch  of  human  kind, 
Studied  in  arts  of  hell,  in  wickedness  refin'd ! 

O  Scotia !  tny  dear,  my  native  soil  I 

For  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  Heaven  is  sent. 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  rustic  toil 

Be  blest  with  health,  and  peace,  and  sweet  content ! 

And  O !  may  Heaven  their  simple  lives  prevent 
From  luxurj-'s  contagion,  weak  and  wle  ! 

Then,  howe'er  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent, 
A  virtuous  populace  may  rise  the  while. 
And  stand  a  wall  of  fire  around  their  much-lov'd  isle 

O  Thou !  who  pour'd  the  patriotic  tide, 

That  streara'd  thro'  great  unhappy  Wallace'  heart. 
Who  dar'd  to  nobly  stem  tyrannic  pride. 

Or  nobly  die,  the  second  glorious  part: 

(The  patriot's  God  peculiarly  thou  art. 
His  friend,  inspirer,  guardian,  and  reward !) 

O  never,  never  Scotia's  realm  desert; 
Bat  still  the  patriot,  and  the  patriot -bard 
In  bright  succession  raise,  her  omamuit  and  guard  I 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  DEIL 

"O  Prince  J  O  chief  of  many  throtiAd  pon'fg 
That  led  th'   embattl'd   senphim   to  war — *' 

Mi;.TOK. 

O  Thou  [  whatever  title  suit  thee — 
Auld  Hornie,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Clootie, 
Wha  in  yon  cavern  grim  an'  sootie, 

Clos'd  under  hatches, 
Spairges  about  the  brunstane  cootie. 

To  tcaud  poor  wretches! 
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Hear  mc,  auld  Hangic,  for  a  wee, 
An'  let  poor  damned  bodies  be ; 
I'm  sure  sma'  pleasure  it  can  gic, 

Ev'n  to  a  deil. 
To  skclp  an*  waud  poor  dogs  like  me, 

An*  hear  us  sqnceK 

Great  is  thy  pow'r  an'  great  thy  fame ; 
Far  ken'd  an'  noted  is  thy  name ; 
An'  tho'  yon  lowin'  heuch's  thy  hame, 

Thou  travels  far; 
An'  faith!  thou's  neither  lag  nor  lame. 

Nor  blate,  nor  scaur. 

Whiles,  ranging  like  a  roarin  lion. 
For  prey,  a'  holes  and  corners  tryin ; 
Whiles,  on  the  strong-wing'd  tempest  flyin, 

Tirlin  the  kirks; 
Whiles,  in  the  human  bosom  pryin. 

Unseen  thou  lurka. 

I've  heard  my  rev'rend  graunie  say, 
In  lanely  glens  ye  like  to  stray ; 
Or  where  auld  ruin'd  castles  grey 

Nod  to  tlie  moon, 
Ye  fright  the  nightly  wand'rer's  way, 

\Vi'  eldritch  croon. 

When  twilight  did  my  graunie  summon. 
To  say  her  pray'rs,  douse,  honest  woman  1 
Aft  'yont  the  dyke  she's  heard  you  bummin, 

Wi'  eerie  drone; 
Or,  nistlin,  thro'  the  boortrecs  comin, 

Wi'  heavy  groan, 

Ae  dreary,  windy,  winter  night, 

The  stars  shot  down  wi'  sklcntin  light, 

Wi'  you  mysel'  1  gat  a  fright, 

Ayont  the  lough; 
Ye,  like  a  rash-buss,  stood  in  sight, 

Wi'  wavin  sough. 
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The  cudgel  in  my  nieve  did  shake. 

Each  bristl'd  hair  stood  tike  a  stake. 

When  wi'  an  eldritch,  stoor  "quaick,  quaick," 

Amang  the  springs, 
Awa  ye  squatter'd  like  a  drake. 

On  whistiin  wings. 

t^  warlocks  grim,  an'  withcr'd  hags. 
Tell  how  wi'  you,  on  ragweed  nags, 
Tbey  skim  the  tnuirs  an'  dizzy  crags, 

Wi'  wicked  speed; 
And  In  kirk-yards  renew  their  leagues, 

Owre  howkit  dead. 

Thence  countra  wives,  wi*  toil  and  pain. 
May  plunge  an*  plunge  the  kirn  in  vain; 
For  oh !  the  yellow  treasure's  ta'cn 

By  witcbin  skill; 
Aa'  dawtit,  twal-pint  hawkie's  gane 

As  yell's  the  bill. 

Thence  mystic  knots  mak  great  abuse 

On  young  guidmen,  fond,  keen  an'  crotise. 

When  the  best  wark-lume  i'  the  house. 

By  cantrip  wit. 
Is  instant  made  no  worth  a  louse. 

Just  at  the  bit. 

When  thowes  dissolve  the  snawy  hoord, 
An'  float  the  jinglin  icy  boord. 
Then  water-kelpies  haunt  the  foord. 

By  your  direction. 
And  'nighted  trav'llers  are  allur'd 

To  their  destruction. 

And  aft  your  moss-traversin  Spunktes 
Decoy  the  wight  that  late  an'  drunk  is ; 
The  bleean,  curst,  mischievous  monkies 

Delude  his  eyes, 
Till  in  some  miry  slough  be  sunk  is, 

Ne'er  mair  to  rise. 
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When  majons'  mystic  word  an'  grip 
In  storms  an'  tempests  raise  you  up. 
Some  cock  or  cat  voiir  rage  maun  atop. 

Or,  strange  to  tell! 
The  youngest  britfaer  ye  wad  whip 

Aff  straught  to  hell, 

Lang  syne  in  Eden's  bonic  yard, 
When  youthfu'  lovers  first  were  pair'd. 
An'  all  the  soul  of  love  they  shar'd, 

The  raptur'd  hour, 
Sweet  on  the  fragrant  flow'ry  swaird, 

In  shady  bower ;' 

Then  you,  ye  auld,  snick-drawing  dog! 
Ye  cam  to  Paradise  incog. 

An'  play'd  on  ntan  a  cursed  brogue, 

(Black  be  your  fa'l)] 

An'  gied  the  infant  war  Id  a  shog, 

Maist  niin'd  a'. 

D'ye  mind  that  day  when  in  a  hiiz 
Wi'  rcekit  duds,  an'  reestit  gizi, 
Ye  did  present  your  smoutie  phiz 

'Mang  better  folk. 
An'  sklented  on  the  man  of  Urz 

Your  spitefu'  joke? 

An*  how  ye  gat  htm  V  your  thrall. 
An'  brak  hitn  out  o*  house  an  hal'. 
While  scabs  and  botches  did  him  gall, 

Wi'  bitter  claw; 
An'  lows'd  his  ilUtongu'd  wicked  scaul', 

Was  warst  ava? 


'The  vene  originally   rsn: 

"  Lang  syne,  in  Edfo's  hsppy  scene 
W'heri  strapptti  Atlam's  tlays  were  ffrecn. 
And  Eve  wai  Uk?  my  bfinie  Jean. 

My  (Icartst  part, 
A  daoQEi,  sweet,  young  handsome  qaeao, 
O'  culleleu  heart. 
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But  a'  your  doings  to  rehearse. 
Your  wily  snares  an'  fechtin  fierce. 
Sin'  that  day  Michael*  did  you  pleree, 

Down  to  this  time, 
Wad  dijif  a  L«Jlan  tongfue,  or  Erse, 

In  prose  or  rhyme. 

An'  now,  auld  Ctoots,  I  ken  yt're  thinkin, 
A  certain  bardie's  rant  in,  drinkin, 
Some  luckless  hour  will  send  him  Unkin 

To  your  black  pit; 
But  faith  I  he'll  turn  a  corner  jinkin, 

An'  cheat  you  yet. 

But  far e -you- wee  1,  auld  Nickie-hen! 
0  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  an'  men' ! 
Ye  aiblins  might — I  dinna  ken — 

Still  hae  a  stake: 
I'm  wae  to  think  upo'  yon  den, 

Ev'n  for  your  sake  I 


Ifl 


SCOTCH  DRINK 

Gc  him  itrong  driok  until  h*  wJnk, 

Thftt's  linking  in  despair ; 
An'  liquor  guid  to  fire  his  bluid. 

That's  prest  vi'  grief  and  care : 
There  let  him  bouse,  an'  deep  carouse, 

Wi'  humpers  flowing  o'er, 
Till  he  forgati  bit  !ov«s  or  debts. 

An'  minds  hii  griefs  no  more. 

SoLouoit's  PaovsitBg,  xxxi.  6,  j. 

LtT  other  poets  raise  a  fracas 

'Bout  vines,  aii'  wines,  an'  drucken  Bacchus, 

.Kn'  crabbit  names  an'  stories  wrack  us, 

An'  grate  our  lug; 
I  sing  the  juice  Scotch  bear  can  raak  us. 

In  glass  or  jug. 

I  yiot  IfilKui,  Biwk  wl—R.  B, 


U2  BOBEBT  BtTBNS 

O  tfaoo,  B17  motet  guid  aold  Scotcb  driskt 
l^lietber  thro'  wimpltn  vonns  Ifaoa  jink. 
Or,  riditjr  broim.  ram  own  the  brink. 

In  glorioas  faem, 
iHffre  n^  tfll  I  Usp  an'  wink. 

To  sing  ttij  name  I 


Let  husk;  wbeat  the  hat^hs  adorn. 
An'  aits  set  up  their  awoic  horn. 
An'  pease  and  beans,  at  e'en  or  mom. 

Perfitme  the  plain: 
Leeze  me  on  thee,  John  Barley  com. 

Thou  king  o'  grain ! 

On  thee  aft  Scotland  chows  her  oood. 
In  soupic  scones,  the  wale  o'  food  I 
Or  tomblii)  ia  the  boiling  flood 

\Vi'  kail  an'  beef; 
But  when  tbou  pours  thy  strong  heart's  blood. 

There  thou  shines  chief. 

Food  tills  the  wame,  an'  keeps  us  leevin ; 
Tho'  life's  a  gift  no  worth  reccivin, 
When  heavy-dragg'd  wi'  pine  an'  grievin ; 

But,  oil'd  by  thee. 
The  wheels  o'  life  gae  down- hi  11,  scrievin, 

Wi'  rattlin  glee. 

Thou  clears  the  head  o'  doited  Lc^r ; 
Thou  cheers  the  heart  o'  drooping  Care; 
Tbou  strings  the  nerves  o'  Labour  sair, 

At's  weary  toil; 
Thou  even  brightens  dark  Despair 

Wi"  gloomy  smile. 

Aft,  ciad  in  massy  siller  weed, 
Wi'  gentles  thou  erects  thy  bead; 
Yet,  humbly  kind  in  time  o'  need. 

The  poor  man's  wine; 
His  wee  drap  parritch,  or  his  bread. 

Thou  kitchens  fine. 
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Thoii  art  the  life  o*  public  haunts; 
lut  thee,  what  were  our  fairs  and  rants? 
Iv'n  godly  meetings  o'  the  saunts. 

By  thee  inspired, 
"When  gaping  they  besiege  the  tents. 

Are  doubly  fir'd. 

That  mcny  night  we  get  the  corn  in. 
0  sweetly,  then,  thou  reams  the  horn  in  I 
Or  reekin  on  a  New-year  mornin 

In  cog  or  bicker, 

^Aa*  just  a  wee  drap  sp'ritual  burn  in. 

An'  gusty  sucker ! 

Wlien  Vulcan  gies  his  bellows  breath, 
■A-m'  ploughmen  gather  wi'  their  graith, 
^^   rare !  to  see  thee  fizz  an  freath 

r  th'  luggit  caupl 
TTien  Burnewin  comes  on  like  death 
At  every  chap. 

■**^ae  mercy  then,  for  airn  or  steel ; 
^*Tie  brawnie,  banie,  ploughman  chiel, 
-^^  rings  hard  owrchip,  wi'  sturdy  wheel. 

The  strong  forchammer, 
'-CiU  block  an'  studdie  ring  an  reel, 

Wi'  dinsome  clamour. 

^Mfhen  skirling  weanies  see  the  light, 
"Xhou  maks  the  gossips  clatter  bright, 
^low  fumblin  cuifs  their  dearies  slight; 

Wae  worth  the  name  I 
^ae  howdie  gets  a  social  night, 

Or  plack  f  rae  them. 

"When  ncibors  anger  at  a  plea. 
An'  Just  as  wud  as  wud  can  be. 
How  easy  can  the  barley  brie 

Cement  the  quarrel  I 
Ifs  aye  the  cheapest  lawyer's  fee, 

To  taste  the  barrel. 
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Tliae  curst  horse-leeches  o'  th*  Excise, 
Wha  male  the  whisky  stells  their  prize  ! 
Haud  up  thy  han',  Dei! !  ance,  twice,  thrice! 

There,  seize  the  blinkers  I 
An'  bake  them  up  in  brunstane  pies 

For  poor  d — n'd  drinkers. 

Fortune!  if  thou'll  but  gie  tnc  still 
Hale  breeks,  a  scone,  an*  whisky  gill, 
An'  rowth  o'  rhyme  to  rave  at  will, 

Tak  a'  the  rest. 
An'  deal't  about  as  thy  blind  skill 

Directs  thee  besL 


THE   AULD    FARMER'S    NEW-YEAR-MORNING 
SALUTATION   TO  HIS  AULD  MARE,  MAGGIE 

Ob  pTiog  ber  the  accanomed  ripp  of  com  to  hansel  in  the  New  Year. 

A  cuiD  New-year  I  wish  thee,  Maggie ! 
Hae,  there's  a  ripp  to  thy  auld  baggie : 
Tho'  tbou's  howe-backit  now,  an'  knaggie, 

I've  seen  the  day 
Thoti  could  hae  gaen  like  ony  staggie, 

Out-owre  the  lay, 

Tho'  now  thou's  dowie,  stiff  an'  crazy. 
An'  thy  auld  hide  as  white's  a  daisie. 
I've  seen  thee  dappl't,  sleek  an'  glaizie, 

A  bonie  gray : 
He  should  been  tight  that  daur't  to  raize  thee, 

Ance  in  a  day. 

Thou  ance  was  i'  the  foremost  rank, 
A  filly  buirdly.  steeve  an'  swank ; 
An'  set  weel  down  a  shapety  shank. 

As  e'er  tread  yird; 
An'  could  hae  flown  out-owre  a  stank, 

Like  ony  bird. 
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It's  now  some  nine-an '-twenty  year. 
Sin'  thou  was  my  ^id-father's  meat; 
He  gied  mc  thee,  o'  tocher  dear, 

An'  fifty  mark; 
Tho'  it  was  sma',  'twas  weel-won  gear. 

An'  thou  was  stark. 

When  first  I  gaed  to  woo  my  Jenny, 
Ye  then  was  trotting  wi'  your  minnie: 
Tho'  yc  was  trickie,  slec,  an'  funnie. 

Ye  ne'er  was  donsie; 
But  hamely,  tawie,  quiet,  an'  cannie. 

An'  unco  sonsie. 

That  day,  ye  pranc'd  wi'  muckte  pride. 
When  ye  bure  harae  my  bonie  bride: 
An'  sweet  an'  gracefu'  she  did  ride, 

Wi'  maiden  air  I 
Kyle-Stewart  I  could  bragged  wide 

For  sic  a  pair. 

Tho'  now  ye  dow  but  hoyte  and  hobble, 
An'  wintle  like  a  saumont  coble, 
Thai  day,  ye  was  a  }  inker  noble. 

For  heels  an'  win'  I 
An'  ran  them  till  they  a'  did  wauble. 

Far,  far,  behin '  I 

When  thou  an'  I  were  young  an'  skeigh. 
An'  stable^meals  at  fairs  were  dreigh. 
How  thou  wad  prance,  and  snore,  an'  ekreigH 

An'  tak  the  road  I 
Town's-bodies  ran,  an'  stood  abeigh. 

An'  ca't  thee  mad. 

When  thou  was  com't,  an'  I  was  mellow. 
We  took  the  road  aye  like  a  swallow ; 
At  brooses  thou  had  ne'er  a  fellow. 

For  pith  an  speed; 
But  ev'ry  tail  thou  pay'*  :hcm  hollow, 

Wbare'er  thou  gaed. 
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The  sma',  droop-nimpl't,  hunter  cattle 
Might  aiblins  waur't  thee  for  a  brattle; 
But  sax  Scotch  mile,  thou  try*!  their  mettle. 

An'  gar*!  them  whaizlc: 
Nae  whip  nor  spur,  but  just  a  wattle 

O'  saugh  or  hazel. 

Thou  wat  a  noble  6ttie-lan', 

As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  drawn  I 

Aft  thee  an'  I,  in  aught  hours'  gaun, 

In  guid  March- weather, 
Hae  tum'd  »x  rood  beside  our  han'. 

For  days  thegithcr. 

Thou  never  braing't.  an'  fetch't,  an'  fliskit; 
But  thy  auld  tail  thou  wad  hae  whiskit, 
An*  spread  abreed  thy  weel-fill'd  brisket, 

Wi'  pith  an'  power; 
Till  sprittte  knowes  wad  rair't  an'  riskit 

An'  slypet  owre. 

Wben  frosts  lay  lang,  an'  snaws  were  dee|v 
An'  threatcn'd  labour  back  to  keep, 
I  gied  thy  cog  a  wee  bit  heap 

Aboon  the  timmer: 
I  ken'd  my  Maggie  wad  na  sleep, 

For  that,  or  simmer. 

In  cart  or  car  thou  never  reestit ; 

The  steyest  brae  thou  wad  hae  fac't  it; 

Thou  never  lap,  an'  sten't,  and  breastit, 

Then  stood  to  btaw; 
But  Just  thy  step  a  wee  thing  hastit. 

Thou  snoov't  awa. 

My  pleugfa  is  now  thy  haim-time  a'. 
Four  gallant  brutes  as  e'er  did  draw; 
Forbye  sax  mae  I've  sell't  awa, 

That  thou  hast  nurst: 
Tbey  drew  me  thretteen  pund  an'  twa, 

The  vera  warst 
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Mony  a  wif  daurlc  we  twa  hae  wrought. 
An'  wi'  the  weary  warl'  fought! 
An'  mony  an  anxious  day,  I  thought 

We  wad  be  beat! 
Yet  here  to  crazy  age  we're  brought, 

Wi'  something  yet. 

An'  think  na',  vay  auld  trusty  servan', 
That  now  perhaps  thou's  less  descrvin. 
An'  thy  auld  days  may  end  in  starvio ; 

For  my  last  fow, 
A  heapit  stimpart,  111  reserve  ane 

Laid  by  for  you. 

We've  worn  to  crazy  years  thegither; 

We'll  toyte  about  wi'  ane  anither; 
Wi'  tentie  care  I'll  flit  thy  tether 

To  some  hain'd  rig, 
Whare  ye  may  nobly  rax  your  leather, 

Wi'  sina'  fatigue. 


THE  TWA  DOGS  ' 


A    TALE 

TwAS  In  that  place  o'  Scotland's  iste. 
That  bears  the  name  o'  auld  King  Coil, 
Upon  a  bonje  day  in  jMtie, 
When  wearin  thro*  the  afternoon, 
Twa  dogs,  that  were  na  thrang  at  harae, 
Forgather'd  ance  upon  a  time. 

TTie  first  I'll  name,  they  ca'd  him  Csesar, 
Was  keepit  for  His  Honor's  pleasure : 
His  hair,  his  size,  his  mouth,  his  lugs, 
Sbew'd  he  was  nane  o'  Scotland's  dogs; 
But  whalpit  some  place  far  abroad, 
Whare  sailors  gang  to  fish  for  cod. 

His  locked,  letter'd,  braw  brass  collar 
■  Loath  vM  Bonn'*  own  dog. 
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Shcw'd  him  the  gentleman  an'  scholar; 
But  though  he  was  o'  high  degree. 
The  fient  a  pride  nae  pride  had  he ; 
But  wad  hae  spent  an  hour  caressin, 
Ev'n  wi'  a  tinkler-gipsy's  niessan : 
At  kirk  or  market,  mill  or  smiddte, 
Nae  tawted  tyke,  tho'  e'er  sae  duddie. 
But  he  wad  stan't,  as  glad  to  see  hini, 
An'  stroan't  on  stanca  an"  hillocks  wi'  him. 

The  tither  was  a  ploughman's  colhe— 
A  rhyming,  ranting,  raving  billie, 
VVha  for  his  friend  an'  comrade  had  him. 
And  in  his  freaks  had  Luath  ca'd  him, 
After  some  dog  in  Highland  sang,' 
Was  made  lang  syne — Lord  knows  how  lang. 

He  was  a  gash  an'  faith  fu'  tyke. 
As  ever  lap  a  sheugh  or  dyke. 
His  honest,  sonsie,  baws'nt  face 
Aye  gat  him  friends  in  ilka  place ; 
His  breast  was  white,  his  touzie  back 
Weel  clad  wi'  coat  o'  glossy  black ; 
His  gawsie  tail,  wi'  upward  curl. 
Hung  owre  his  hurdies  wi'  a  swirL 

Nae  doubt  but  they  were  fain  o'  ither. 
And  unco  pack  an'  thick  thegither; 
Wi'  social  nose  whiles  snuff 'd  an'  snowkit; 
Whiles  mice  an'  moudie worts  they  howkit; 
Whiles  scour'd  awa'  in  lang  excursioa. 
An'  worry'd  ither  in  diversion ; 
Until  wi*  daffin'  weary  grown 
Upon  a  knowe  they  set  them  dowa. 
An'  there  began  a  |ang  digression 
About  the  "  lords  o'  the  creation." 
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I've  aften  wonder'd,  honest  Luath, 
What  sort  o'  life  poor  dogs  like  you  have) 
An'  when  the  gentry's  life  I  saw, 

■  CnChulUn't  dot  >»  Oisian'a  "  Ftncal." — K.  fi> 
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WKat  way  poor  bodies  Hv'd  ava. 

Our  laird  gets  in  his  rack^  rents, 
EDs  coals,  his  kane,  an'  a'  his  stents  : 
He  rises  when  he  likes  himsel'; 
His  flunkies  answer  at  the  bell ; 
He  ca's  his  coach ;  he  ca's  his  horse ; 
He  draws  a  bonie  silken  purse. 
As  lang's  my  tail,  where,  thro'  the  steeks. 
The  yellow  letter'd  Geordie  keeks, 

Frae  mom  to  e'en  it's  nought  but  toiling 
At  baking,  roasting,  frying,  boiling; 
An'  tho'  the  gentry  first  are  stechin. 
Yet  ev'n  the  ha'  folk  fill  their  pechan 
Wi'  sauce,  ragouts,  an'  sic  like  trashtric. 
That's  little  short  o'  downright  wastrie. 
Our  whipper-in,  wee,  blasted  wonner. 
Poor,  worthless  elf,  it  eats  a  dinner. 
Better  than  ony  tenant-man 
His  Honour  has  in  a'  the  Ian' : 
An'  what  poor  cot-folk  pit  their  painch  tn^ 
I  own  it's  past  my  comprehension. 


LUATH 

Trowth,  Caesar,  whiles  they're  fash't  eneug 
A  cottar  howkin  in  a  sheugh, 
Wi'  dirty  stanes  biggin  a  dyke. 
Baring  a  quarry,  an'  sic  like ; 
Hitnsel',  a  wife,  he  thus  sustains, 
A  smytrie  o'  wee  duddic  weans, 
An'  nought  but  his  han'-daurk,  to  keep 
Them  right  an'  tight  in  thack  an'  rape. 

An'  when  they  meet  wi'  sair  disasters, 
Like  loss  o'  health  or  want  o'  masters, 
Ve  matst  wad  think,  a  wee  touch  langer. 
An'  they  maun  starve  o'  cauld  an'  hunger; 
But  how  it  comes,  I  never  kent  yet, 
They're  maistly  wonderf u*  contented ; 
An*  buirdly  chicls,  an'  clever  hizzies, 
Are  bred  in  sic  a  way  as  this  is. 
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But  then  to  see  how  ye're  negleckit, 
How  huff'd,  an'  cufTd,  an'  disrespeddt  I 
L — d  man,  our  gentry  care  as  little 
For  del  vers,  ditchers,  an'  sic  cattle; 
They  gang  as  sauq^  by  poor  folk, 
As  I  wad  by  a  stinkiti  brock. 

I've  ootic'd,  on  our  taird's  court-day,^ 
An'  tnony  a  time  my  heart's  been  wae, — 
Poor  tenant  bodies,  scant  o'  cash. 
How  they  maun  thole  a  factor's  snash ; 
He'll  stamp  an'  threaten,  curse  an'  swear 
He'll  apprehend  them,  poind  their  gear ; 
While  they  maun  stan',  wi'  aspect  humble, 
An'  hear  it  a',  an'  fear  an'  tremble ! 

I  see  how  folk  live  that  hae  riches ; 
But  surely  poor-foik  maun  be  wretches  1 


LUATH 

They're  no  sae  wretched  's  ane  wad  think, 
Tho*  constantly  on  poortith's  brink, 
They're  sae  accustom'd  wi'  the  sight, 
The  view  o't  gies  them  little  fright. 

Then  chance  and  fortune  are  sae  guided, 
They're  aye  in  less  or  mair  provided: 
An'  tho'  fatigued  wi'  close  employment, 
A  blink  o'  rest's  a  sweet  enjoyment. 

The  dearest  comfort  o'  their  lives. 
Their  grushie  weans  an'  faithfu'  wives; 
The  prattHng  things  are  just  their  pride. 
That  sweetens  a'  their  fire-side. 

An'  whiles  twalpennie  worth  o'  nappy 
Can  mak  the  bodies  unco  happy : 
They  lay  aside  their  private  cares, 
To  mind  the  Kirk  and  State  affairs ; 
They'll  talk  o'  patronage  an'  priests, 
Wi'  kindling  fury  i'  their  breasts, 
Or  tell  what  new  taxation's  coniin, 
HC — Vol  e 
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An*  ferlie  at  the  folk  in  Lon'on. 

As  bleak -fac'd  Hal  low  mass  returoi. 
They  get  the  iovial,  ratitin  kirns. 
When  rural  life,  of  ev'ry  station, 
Unite  in  common  recreation ; 
Love  blinks.,  Wit  staps,  an'  social  Mirth 
Forgets  there's  Care  upo'  the  earth. 

That  merry  day  the  year  begins, 
They  bar  the  door  on  frosty  win's ; 
The  nappy  reeks  wi'  mantling  ream. 
An'  sheds  a  heart -inspiring  steam; 
The  iuntin  pipe,  an'  sneeshin  mill. 
Arc  handed  round  wi'  right  guid  will; 
The  cantie  auld  folks  crackin  crouse. 
The  young  anes  rantin  thro'  the  house — 
My  heart  has  been  sae  fain  to  see  them. 
That  I  for  joy  hae  bark  it  wi'  them. 

Still  it's  owre  true  iha^t  ye  hae  .>ai4t 
Sic  game  is  now  owre  aften  play'd ; 
There's  mony  a  creditable  stock 
O'  decent,  honest,  fawsont  folk. 
Are  riven  out  baith  root  an'  branch. 
Some  rascal's  prjdefu"  greed  to  quench, 
Wha  thinks  to  knit  hirascl  the  faster 
In  favour  wi'  some  gentle  master, 
Wha,  aiblins  thrang  a  parliamentin. 
For  Britain's  guid  his  saul  indentin — 


CsSAIt 


Haith.  lad,  ye  little  ken  about  it: 
For  Britain's  guid  I  guid  faith  1  I  doubt  it 
Say  rather,  gaun  as  Premiers  lead  him : 
An'  saying  ay  or  no  's  they  bid  him ; 
At  operas  an'  plays  parading, 
Mortgaging,  gambling,  masquerading: 
Or  maybe,  in  a  frolic  daft, 
To  Hague  or  Calais  takes  a  waft. 
To  mak  a  tour  an'  tak  a  whirl, 
To  learq  bon  ton,  ao'  see  the  worl*. 
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There,  at  Vienna,  or  Versailles, 
He  rives  his  father's  auld  entails; 
Or  by  Madrid  he  takes  the  rout, 
To  thrum  guitars  an*  fecht  wi*  nowt ; 
Or  down  Italian  vista  startJes, 

Wh-rc-hunting  amang-  groves  o'  myrtles; 
Then  bowses  drumlie  German-water, 
To  mak  himsel  look  fair  an'  fatter. 
An'  clear  the  consequential  sorrows, 
Love-gifts  of  Carnival  signoras. 

For  Britain's  guid  !  for  her  destruction! 
Wi'  dissipation,  feud  an'  faction. 

LUATH 

Hech  raan  I  dear  sire  I  is  that  the  gate 
They  waste  sae  mony  a  braw  estate  1 
Are  we  sae  foughten  an'  harass'd 
For  gear  to  gang  diat  gate  at  last  ? 

O  would  they  stay  aback  frac  courts. 
An'  please  themsels  wi'  country  sports, 
It  wad  for  cv'ry  ane  be  better, 
The  laird,  the  tenant,  an'  the  cotter  I 
For  tliie  frank,  rantin,  ramblin  billies, 
Feint  hact  o'  them's  ill-hearied  fellows ; 
Except  for  breakin  o'  their  timmer. 
Or  speakin  lightly  o'  their  hminer. 
Or  shootin  of  a  hare  or  moor-cock, 
The  nc'er-a-bit  they're  ill  to  poor  folk. 

But  will  ye  tell  me,  master  Caesar, 
Sure  great  folk's  life  's  a  life  o'  pi  east]  re? 
Nae  cauld  nor  hunger  e'er  can  steer  them. 
The  very  thought  o't  need  na  iear  them. 

CesAK 

L— d,  tnaii,  were  ye  but  whiles  whare  I  am, 
iThe  gentles,  ye  wad  ne'er  envy  thijm  I 

It's  true,  they  need  na  starve  or  sweat. 
Thro'  wiate4''s  cauld,  oi  simmer's  heat : 


^^^ 
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They've  nae  sair  -wark  to  craze  their  banes, 
An'  fill  auld  age  wi'  grips  an'  granes: 
But  human  bodies  arc  sic  fools. 
For  a'  their  colleges  an'  schools. 
That  when  nae  real  ills  perplex  them. 
They  mak  enow  thcmsel's  to  vex  them; 
An'  aye  the  less  they  hae  to  sturt  them. 
In  like  proportion,  less  will  hurt  them, 

A  country  fellow  at  the  pleugh. 
His  acre's  till'd,  he's  right  eneugh ; 
A  country  girl  at  her  wheel. 
Her  dizzen's  dune,  she's  unco  weel; 
But  gentlemen,  an'  ladies  warst, 
Wi'  ev'n-down  want  o'  wark  arc  curst. 
They  loiter,  lounging,  lank  an'  lazy ; 
Tho'  deil-haet  ails  them,  yet  uneasy ; 
Their  days  insipid,  dull  an'  tasteless; 
Their  nights  unquiet,  lang  an'  restless. 

An'  ev'n  their  sports,  their  balls  an'  races, 
Their  galloping  through  public  places. 
There's  sic  parade,  sic  pomp  an'  art. 
The  joy  can  scarcely  reach  the  heart. 

The  men  cast  out  in  party- matches. 
Then  sowther  a'  in  deep  debauches. 
Ae  night  they're  mad  wi'  drink  an'  wh-ring, 
Neist  day  their  life  is  past  enduring. 

The  ladies  arm-in-arm  in  clusters, 
'As  great  an'  gracious  a'  as  sisters ; 
But  hear  their  absent  thoughts  o'  ither. 
They're  a'  run-deils  an'  jads  thegither. 
Whiles,  owre  the  wee  bit  cup  an'  platie, 
They  sip  the  scandal-potion  pretty ; 
Or  lee-lang  nights,  wi  crabbit  leuks 
Pore  owre  the  devil's  pictur'd  beuks ; 
Stake  on  a  chance  a  fanner's  stackyard, 
An'  cheat  like  ony  unhanged  blackguard. 

There's  some  exceptions,  man  an'  womaa; 
But  this  is  gentry's  life  in  common. 

By  this,  the  sun  was  out  of  sight, 
An'  darker  gloamin  brought  the  night; 
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The  bum-dock  humra'd  wi'  lazy  drone; 
The  kye  stCKxi  rowtin  i'  the  loan; 
Wfaen  up  they  gat  an'  shook  their  lugs, 
Rejoic'd  they  werena  tnen  but  dogs; 
An'  each  took  aff  his  several  way, 
Rcsolv'd  to  meet  some  tther  day. 


THE  AUTHOR'S  EARNEST  CRY  AND  PRAYER 

To  tiw  Right  Honourable  and  Honourable  Scotch  Represeota- 
tiveE  in  the  House  of  Commons. ' 

D«aT«9t  of  di«til1atjon !  Ust  and  be«t 

How  art  thou  Icwtl 

Pakoov  ok  MiLTOlt, 

Yx  Irish  lords,  ye  knights  an'  squires, 

Wha  represent  our  brughs  an'  shires, 
An'  doucely  manage  our  affairs 

In  parliament. 
To  you  a  simple  poet's  pray'rs 

Are  humbly  sent. 

Alas  I  my  roupit  muse  is  hearse ! 

Your  Honours'  hearts  v,i'  grief  'twad  pierce, 

To  see  her  sittin  on  her  arse 

Low  i'  the  dust. 
And  scriechin  out  prosaic  verse. 

An'  like  to  brusti 

Tell  them  wha  hae  the  chief  direction, 
Scotland  an'  me's  in  great  affliction, 
E'er  sin'  they  laid  that  curst  restriction 

On  aqua-vitae; 
An'  rouse  them  up  to  strong  conviction, 

An'  move  their  pity. 

Stand  forth  an'  tell  yon  Premier  youth 
The  honest,  open,  naked  truth : 

*TfcI»  WW  >rri(len  before  the  Art  anent  Ihe  SeoUh  dittillerifs.  of  w«- 
i^B  178^.  for  which  ScotUtid  and  the  author  return  (heii*  most  sratcful 
tiunkl.— X.  B. 
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Tell  him  o'  mine  an'  Scotland's  drouth. 

His  servants  humble: 

The  muckle  deevtl  blaw  yuu  south 

If  ye  dissemble  1 

Does  ony  great  man  glunch  an'  gtoom  ? 
Speak  out,  an'  never  fash  your  thumb  I 
Let  posts  an'  pensions  sink  or  soom 

Wi'  them  vrba  grant  them 
If  honestly  they  canna  come. 

Far  better  want  thetn. 

In  gath'rin  votes  you  were  na  slack; 
Novf  stand  as  tightly  by  your  tack : 
Ne'er  claw  your  lug,  an'  fidge  your  back. 

An'  bum  an'  haw; 
But  raise  your  arm,  an'  tell  your  crack 

Before  them  a'. 

Paint  Scotland  greetin  owre  her  *Jirissle ; 
Her  mutchkin  stowp  as  toom's  a  whissle ; 
An*  d — mn'd  excisemen  in  a  bussle, 

Seiiin  a  stell. 
Triumphant  cruahin't  like  a  mussel. 

Or  limpet  shell  I 

Then,  on  the  tither  hand  present  her— 
A  blackguard  smuggler  right  behint  her. 
An'  cheek-for-chow,  a  chufBe  vintner 

CoUeaguing  Join, 
Picking  her  pouch  as  bare  as  winter 

Of  a'  kind  cola. 

Is  there,  that  bears  the  name  o'  Scot, 

But  feels  his  heart's  bluid  rising  hot. 
To  see  his  poor  auld  mither's  pot 

Thus  dung  tn  staves, , 
Aa'  plundcr'd  o'  her  hindmost  groat 

By  gallows  knaves  ? 
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^las!  I'm  but  a  nameless  wight, 

'x-odc  i'  the  mire  out  o'  sight? 

•»At  coold  I  like  Montgomeries  fight, 

Or  gab  like  Boswell,' 
'laere's  some  sark-nccks  I  wad  draw  tight, 

An'  tie  some  hose  well. 

,^^^-«r>d  bless  your  Honours  I  can  ye  see't — 
l:ie  kind,  auld  cantie  carlin  greet, 
i'  no  get  warmly  to  your  feet, 

An'  gar  them  hear  it, 
k-*'  tell  them  wi'  a  patriot-heat 

Ye  winna  bear  it? 

I^^Dine  o'  you  nicely  ken  the  laws, 
round  the  period  an'  pause, 
a'  with  rhet6ric  clause  on  clause 
__^^  To  niak  harangues; 

-*^  hen  echo  thro'  Saint  Stephen's  wa's 

Auld  Scotland's  wrangs, 

;J^^enipster,*  a  true  blue  Scot  I'sc  warran'; 
^r~hee,  aith-detesting,  chaste  Kilkerran;* 
-^^n'  that  glib-gabbit  Highland  baron, 

The  Laird  o'  Graham;* 
-^^'  aue,  a  chap  that's  d — ran'd  auldfarran', 

Dundas  his  name:* 

"ferskine,  a  spunk ie  Norland  billie:^ 
True  Campbells,  Frederick  and  Hay;' 
-An'  Livtstonc,  the  bauld  Sir  Willie;' 

An'  mony  ithers. 
Whom  auld  Demosthenes  or  Tully 

Might  own  for  brithers, 

,  ]»«"»  Sotwell  of  Auchioletfc.  the  biographer  ol  JobmoD. 
I  •(/*""  Dfiaprterof  Dunoichen. 
1  *'ji  u"  P«»«"»™  of  Kilketran,  Bnrl. 

•  i>>< ''iiqaii ol  Grthim.  rldest  foa  at  the  Duke  □(  tfoDtftwb 

.  B'«kt  Bun.  Henri  Diindis.  M.  P. 

<  ffoblWy  Thomas,  ijterward  Lord  Erskme. 

i^Mii  Frtilenck   Campbtll,  seeond   broihtr  o(  tlie    Dulte  ef  Ars»n,  and 
ffff  Ui^iectl,    Lord    Advocate    (or    Scotland,    afterward   President  oi  the 

J^fil  Wm.  Aattistui  CuimliiKham,  Birooet,  oi  Liviaastooe, 
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See^  sodger  Hugh,"  my  watchman  steated. 

If  poets  e'er  are  represented; 

I  ken  if  that  your  sword  were  wanted, 

Ye'd  lend  a  hand ; 
But  when  there's  ought  to  say  anent  it, 

Ye're  at  a  stand. 


Arouse,  my  boys !  exert  your  mettle. 
To  get  auld  Scotland  back  her  kettle ; 
Or  faith  1  I'll  wad  my  new  pleugh-pettle, 

Ye'll  see't  or  lang. 
She'll  teach  you,  wi'  a  reekin  whittle, 

Anither  sang. 

This  while  she's  been  in  crankous  mood. 
Her  lost  Militia  fir'd  her  bluid ; 
(Dcil  na  they  never  mair  do  guid, 

Play'd  her  that  pliskie  t) 
An'  now  she's  like  to  rin  red  wud 

About  her  whisky, 

An'  L — d !  if  ance  they  pit  her  tiU't, 
Her  tartan  petticoat  she'll  kilt. 
An'  durk  an'  pistol  at  her  belt. 

She'll  tak  the  streets. 
An'  tin  her  whittle  to  the  hilt, 

r  the  first  she  meets  I 


For  G— d-sake,  sirs  I  then  speak  her  fair. 
An*  straifc  her  cannie  wi'  the  hair, 
An'  to  the  muckle  house  repair, 

Wi'  instant  speed. 
An'  strive,  wi'  a'  your  wit  an'  lear. 

To  get  remead. 

Yon  ill-tongu'd  tinkler.  Charlie  Fox, 
May  taunt  you  wi'  his  jeers  and  mocks ; 
But  gie  him't  het,  ray  hearty  cocks ! 

E'en  cowe  the  csdieT 

'Col.   Hogb   McDtgoniery,   afterwaid  Earl  of  Egluitait. 
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^An'  send  him  to  his  dicing  box 

An'  sportin  lady. 

Tell  yon  guid  blutd  o'  auld  Boconnock's ," 
XII  be  his  debt  twa  masMum  bonnocks, 
.^m'  drink  his  health  in  auld  Nance  Tinnock'^ 

Nine  times  a-week, 
3f  he  some  scheme,  like  tea  an'  winnocks. 

Wad  kindly  seek. 

^^uld  he  some  commutation  broach, 
3'11  pledge  my  aith  in  guid  braid  Scotch, 
3Ie  ncedna  fear  their  foul  reproach 

Nor  erudition, 
""^on  mixtie-maxtie,  queer  hotch-potch. 

The  Coalition. 

I^uld  Scotland  has  a  raucle  tongue ; 
She's  just  a  devil  wi'  a  rung ; 
-^n'  if  she  promise  auld  or  young 

To  tak  their  part, 
"Tbo*  by  the  neck  she  should  be  strung. 

She'll  no  desert 

-^nd  now,  ye  chosen  Five-and- Forty, 
Tlay  still  your  mither's  heart  support  ye; 
"Then,  tho'  a  minister  grow  dorty, 

An'  kick  your  place, 
^e'll  snap  your  fingers,  poor  an'  hearty. 

Before  his  face. 

Cod  bless  your  Honours,  a'  your  days, 
Wi'  sowps  o'  kail  and  brats  o*  claise. 
In  spite  o'  a'  the  thievish  kaes, 

That  haunt  St  Jamie's! 
Your  humble  poet  sings  an'  prays, 

While  Rab  his  name  is. 


^fl^J'^K  tT^ndiRiher  was  at  Doconnock  in  CernwalL 
^^tofw  o]d  hovtcM  of  the  autlior'%  in  ^falJchlin«t  where  tie  Mmetiraci 
'  -  ftUtiu  mtt  a  gisu  *i  gu«te  suld  "  Scotdi  Drink."^-A.  B. 
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POSTSCRIPT 

Le»  half-starv'd  slaves  in  warmer  dcies 
See  future  wines,  rich-clust'ring,  rise; 
Their  lot  auld  Scotland  ne'er  envies. 

But,  blythe  and  frisl^. 
She  eyes  her  freeborn,  martial  boys 

Talc  aff  their  whisky. 

What  tho'  their  Phoebus  kinder  warms. 
While  fragrajicc  blooms  and  beauty  charms. 
When  wretches  range,  in  famish'd  swarms. 

The  scented  groves ; 
Or,  hounded  forth,  dishonour  arms 

In  hungry  droves  t 


Their  gun's  a  burden  on  their  shouther ; 
They  downa  bide  the  stink  o'  powther; 
Their  bauldest  thought's  a  hank'ring  swither 

To  Stan'  or  rin. 
Till  skelp — a  shot — they're  aff,  a'  throw'ther. 

To  save  their  skiiu 

But  bring  a  Scotchman  frae  his  hill. 
Clap  in  his  cheek  a  Highland  gill. 
Say,  such  is  royal  George's  will, 

An*  there's  the  foe  I 
He  has  nae  thought  but  how  to  kill 

Twa  at  a  blow. 


Nae  cauld,  faint-hearted  doubtings  tease  hinj ; 
Death  comes,  wi'  fearless  eye  he  sees  him ; 
Wi'  blnidy  hand  a  welcome  gies  him; 

An'  when  he  fa's. 
His  latest  draught  o'  hreathin  lea'es  him 

In  faint  huzzas. 


I 
I 


Sages  their  solemn  een  may  steek, 
An'  raise  a  philosophic  reck. 
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An*  physicaUy  causes  seek. 

In  clime  an'  season  J 
But  tdl  me  whisky's  name  in  Greek, 

I'll  tell  the  reason. 

Scotland,  my  auld,  respected  mither  I 
Tho'  whiles  ye  moistify  your  leather. 
Till,  wbare  ye  ait  on  craps  o'  heather. 

Ye  tine  your  dam ; 
Freedom  an*  whisky  gang  thegither! 

Take  aff  your  dram. 


m 


THE  ORDINATION 

"For  ■rnae,  they  little  owe  to  frugal  Heav'n — 
Tq  please  the  mob  th«y  bide  the  little  s>v'a." 

KiLMAiiNOCE  wabsters,  fidge  an'  daw. 

An*  pour  your  creeshie  nations ; 
An'  ye  wha  leather  rax  an'  draw. 

Of  a'  denominations ; 
Swith  to  the  Laigh  Kirk,  ane  an'  a' 

An'  there  tak  up  your  stations; 
Then  aff  to  Bcgbie's  in  a  raw. 

An'  pour  divine  libations 

For  joy  this  day. 

Curst  "  Common-sense,"  that  imp  o'  heU, 

Cam  in  wi'  Maggie  Lauder ;' 
But  Oliphant'  aft  made  her  yell, 

An'  Russell'  sair  misca'd  her: 
This  day  Mackinlay*  taks  the  flail, 

An'  he's  the  boy  will  blaud  her  t 
He'll  clap  a  shangan  on  her  tail, 

Aa'  set  the  bairns  to  daud  her 

Wi'  dirt  this  day. 

t  AlhidlBs  to  a  tcoffing  ballad  which  «ms  tnsde  on  th«  adralMion  of  tha 
bte  TiTerend  md  worthy  Mr.   Lindsay  to  the  "  Laigh  Kirk."^J!,  B. 
*  Rev.  lam»  Oriphnnt,  minijjtcr  of  Ch^ipcl  of  Ease,  Kilmarnock 
*grr  jiftin  Bniiiiil  of  KHmameGlb  ^Ber.  Jamea  Macldniajr. 


MOW,  MM  KlwiMrooac,  eock  tay  tan, 

Ao*  tOM  Ib7  boms  fa'  cas^; 
Mm  ntir  tboclt  rowt  ooi-ovre  Ae  dd^ 

BUCIMII  ll>7  pu turc's  scanty ; 
For  tapfu't  larice  o'  gospel  ka3 

SIhw  M  thy  crib  in  ploity. 
Ab*  nnrtj  o'  grace  the  pick  an*  wale. 

No  ffi'cn  b^  way  o'  dainty. 

But  iBa.  day. 
'GuMlt  fab  n.—H.  B,    ■  Xamten  ncr.  S. — R,  B. 
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Nae  mair  by  Babel's  streams  wc'H  weep. 

To  think  upon  our  Zion ; 
And  hing  our  fiddles  up  to  sleep, 

Like  baby-clouts  a-dryin ! 
Come,  screw  the  pegs  wi*  tunefu'  cheep. 

And  o'er  the  tbairrns  be  tryin ; 
Oh,  rare  to  see  our  elbucks  wheep, 

And  a.'  like  lamb-tails  fiyin 

Fu'  fast  this  day. 

Lang.  Patronage,  with  rod  o'  aim. 

Has  shor'd  the  Kirk's  undoin; 
As  lately  Fenwick,  sair  forfairn, 

Has  proven  to  its  ruin :' 
Our  patron,  honest  man !  Glen  cairn. 

He  saw  mischief  was  brewin ; 
An'  like  a  godly,  elect  bairn, 

He's  waled  us  out  a  true  ane. 

And  sound,  this  day. 

Now  Robertson'  harangue  nae  mair. 

But  stcck  your  gab  for  ever; 
Or  try  the  wicked  town  of  Ayr, 

For  there  they'll  think  you  clever; 
Or,  nae  reflection  on  your  lear. 

Ye  may  commence  a  shaver ; 
Or  to  the  Nethcrton"  repair. 

An'  turn  a  carpet  weaver 

Aff-hand  this  day. 

Mu'trie"  and  you  were  just  a  match. 

We  never  had  sic  twa  drones ; 
Auld  Hornie  did  the  Laigh  Kirk  watch, 

Just  like  a  winkin  baudrons. 
And  aye  he  catch 'd  the  tither  wretch, 

To  fry  them  in  his  caudrons ; 
But  now  his  Honour  maun  detach, 

Wi'  a'  his  brimstone  squadrons. 

Fast,  fast  this  day. 

•  Fe».  W».  Boyd,  pastor  of  Frnn-ick. 

•  HcT.  JobD  Robertson.        *"  A  'district  of  KHmamocW. 

»  Tte  ScT.  Jehn  Htiltrjc,  a  "  Uodente,"  whom  M uldnlty  racoeeded. 
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See,  see  auld  OrthcMloxy'a  {a«9 

She's  swingein  thro'  the  city  I 
Hark,  how  the  nine-tail'd  cat  she  plays  1 

I  vow  it's  unco  pretty : 
There,  Learning,  with  his  Greekish  face. 

Grunts  out  some  Latin  ditty; 
And  Common-sense  is  gaun,  she  sayg. 

To  mak  to  Jamie  Bcattie 

Her  plaint  this  day. 

But  there's  Morality  himsci*. 

Embracing  all  opinions ; 
Hear,  how  he  gies  the  tither  yell, 

Between  his  twa  companions  I 
See,  how  she  peels  the  dcin  an'  fell, 

As  ane  were  peetin  onions  I 
Now  there,  they're  packed  »ff  to  hell, 

An'  banish'd  our  dominions, 

Henceforth  this  day, 

O  happy  day  t  rejoice,  rejoice  I 

Come  bouse  about  the  porter  I 
Morality's  demure  decoys 

Shalt  here  nac  mair  find  quarter : 
Mackiniay,  Rus&ell,  are  the  boys 

That  heresy  can  torture; 
They'll  gie  her  on  a  rape  a  hoyse. 

And  cowe  her  measure  shorter 

By  di'  head  some  day. 

Come,  bring  the  tither  mutchkin  in. 

And  here's — for  a  conclusion — 
To  ev'ry  New-light  mother's  son, 

From  this  time  forth,  confusion ! 
If  mair  they  deave  us  wi'  their  din, 

Or  patronage  intrusion, 
We'll  light  a  spunk,  and  ev'ry  skin. 

We'll  rin  them  aff  in  fusion 

Like  oil.  some  day. 
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EPISTLE  TO  JAMES   SMITH 

"Friendship,  mysterious  cement  of  the  soul  I 

Sweet'ncr  of  Life,  and  solder  of  Society  I 

I  owe  thee  much "  BtA1«, 

Dear  Smith,  the  slee'st,  pawkie  thief, 
That  e'er  attemptec!  stealth  or  rief ! 
Yc  surely  hae  some  warlock-brief 

Owre  human  heartsj 
For  ne'er  2  bosom  yet  was  prief 

Against  your  arts. 

For  me,  I  swear  by  sun  an'  moon. 
An'  ev'ry  star  that  blinks  aboon, 
YeVe  cost  me  twenty  pair  o'  shoon. 

Just  gaun  to  sec  yo»; 
An'  ev'ry  ither  pair  that's  done, 

Mair  taen  I'ni  wi*  ydu. 

That  auld,  capricious  carlin.  Nature, 
To  mak  amends  for  scrimpit  stature, 
She's  tum'd  you  off,  a  human  creature 

On  her  first  plan. 
And  in  her  freaks,  on  ev'ry  feature 

She's  wrote  the  Man. 

Jiist  now  I've  ta'en  the  fit  o'  rhyme, 
Mybarmie  noddle's  working  prime. 
My  fancy  yerkit  up  sublime, 

Wi'  hasty  summon; 
Hae  ye  a  leisure-moment's  time 

To  hear  what's  comin? 

Some  rhyme  a  neibor's  name  to  lash ; 

Some  rhyme  (vain  thought!)  for  needfu"  cash; 

Some  rhyme  to  court  the  counfra  clash, 

An'  raise  a  din; 
For  me,  an  aim  I  never  fash; 

I  rhyme  for  fun. 
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The  star  that  rules  my  luckless  lot, 

Has  fated  me  the  russet  coat. 

An'  damn'd  my  fortune  to  the  groat; 

But,  in  requit, 
Has  blest  me  with  a  random -shot 

O'  countra  wit. 

This  while  ray  notion's  taen  a  sklent, 
To  try  my  fate  in  guid,  black  prent ; 
But  still  the  mair  I'm  that  way  bent, 

Something  cries  "  HooUe ! ' 
I  red  you,  honest  man.  tak  tent  ? 

Ye'U  shaw  your  foltyj 

"  There's  ither  poets,  much  your  betters, 
Far  seen  in  Greek,  deep  men  o'  letters, 
Hae  thought  they  had  en sur^d  their  debtors, 

A'  future  ages ; 
Now  moths  deform,  in  shapeless  tatters. 

Their  unknown  pages." 

Then  farewell  hopes  of  laurel -boughs, 
To  garland  my  poetic  brows  I 
Henceforth  I'll  rove  where  busy  ploughs 

Are  whistlin  thrang. 
An'  teach  the  lanely  heights  an'  howes 

My  rustic  sang. 

I'll  wander  on,  wi*  tentlesa  heed 
How  never-halting  moments  speed, 
Till  fate  shall  snap  the  brittle  thread ; 

Then,  all  unknowi^ 
I'll  lay  me  with  th'  inglorious  dead. 

Forgot  and  gone! 

But  why  o*  death  begin  a  tale? 

Just  now  we're  living  sound  and  hale; 

Then  top  and  maintop  crowd  the  sail. 

Heave  Care  o'er-si3e! 
And  large,  before  Enjoyment's  gale, 

Let's  tak  the  tide. 
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This  life,  sae  f ai^s  I  understend,         '     .^ 

Is  a'  enchanted  fairy-land. 

Where  Pleasure  is  Uie  magic-wand. 

That,  wielded  right, 
Maks  hours  like  minutes,  hand  in  hand, 

Dance  by  fu*  light 

The  magic'Wand  then  let  us  wield ; 
For  ance  that  five-an'-forty's  speel'd, 
See,  crazy,  weary,  joyless  eild, 

Wi'  wrinkl'd  face, 
Comes  hostin,  hirplin  owre  the  field, 

Wi'  creeptn  pace. 

When  ance  life's  day  draws  near  the  gloamin, 
Then  farewcel  vacant,  careless  roarainj 
An'  fareweel  cheerfu'  tankards  foamin. 

An'  social  noise: 
An'  fareweel  dear,  deluding  woman, 

The  joy  of  joys  1 

O  Life!  how  pleasant,  in  thy  morning. 
Young  Fancy's  rays  the  hills  adorning  I 
Cold-pausing  Caution's  lesson  scorning, 

We  frisk  away, 
lake  school-boys,  at  th'  expected  warning, 

To  joy  an'  play. 

We  wander  there,  we  wander  here. 
We  eye  the  rose  upon  the  brier, 
Unmindful  that  the  thorn  is  near, 

Among  the  leaves; 
And  tho'  the  puny  wound  appear, 

Shon  while  it  grieres. 

Some,  lucky,  find  a  flow'ry  spot, 

For  which  they  never  toii'd  nor  swat; 

Tbcy  drink  the  sweet  and  eat  the  fat. 

But  care  or  pain; 
And  haply  eye  the  barren  hut 

With  high  disdaiiL 
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With  steady  aim,  some  forttinff  chase; 
Keen  hope  does  ev'ry  sinew  brace ; 
Thro'  fair,  thro'  foul,  they  ui^  the  race, 

An'  seize  the  prey: 
Then  cinnit,  in  some  cozie  place, 

They  close  the  day. 

And  others,  like  your  humble  servan'. 
Poor  wights !  nae  rules  nor  roads  obscrvin. 
To  right  or  left  eternal  swervin. 

They  zig-zag  on ; 
Till,  curst  with  age,  obscure  an'  starvin, 

They  aften  groan. 

Al44!  what  bitter  toil  an'  xtfaining — 
But  trucA  with  peevish,  poor  complaining } 
Is  fortune's  fickle  Luna  waning? 

E'n  let  her  gang ! 
Beneath  what  H|ht  she  has  remaining, 

Let's  sing  our  sang. 

My  pen  I  here  fling  to  the  door. 

And  kneel,  ye  PowVs !  and  warm  implore, 

"  Tho'  I  should  wander  Terra  o'er. 

In  all  her  climes, 
Grant  me  but  this,  I  ask  no  more, 

Aye  rowth  o'  rhymes. 

"  Gie  dreepin  roasts  to  countra  lairds, 
Till  icicles  hing  frac  their  beards; 
Gie  fine  braw  claes  to  fine  life-guards, 

And  maids  of  honour  | 
An'  yill  an'  whisky  gie  to  cairds, 

Until  they  sconner. 

**  A  title,  Dempster*  merits  it ; 
A  garter  gie  to  Willie  Pitt; 
Gie  wealth  to  some  be-lcdger'd  cit. 

In  cent  per  cent.j 

S  George  Dem  peter  of  Dunaidieii,  U.P. 
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But  give  roe  real,  sterling-  wit, 

And  I'm  content 

"  While  ye  are  pleas'd  to  keep  me  hale, 
I'Jl  sit  down  o'er  my  scanty  meal, 
Be't  water-brose  or  rausiin-kail, 

Wi'  cheerfu'  (set. 
As  lang's  the  Muses  dinna  fail 

To  say  the  grace." 

An  anxious  e'e  I  never  throws 
Behint  my  lug.  or  by  my  nose; 
I  jouk  beneath  Misfortune's  blows 

As  -weel's  I  may; 
Sworn  foe  to  sorrow,  care,  and  prose, 

I  rhyme  away, 

0  ye  douce  folk  that  live  by  rule, 
Grave,  tidelcss-blooded,  calm  an'  cool, 
Compar'd  wi'  you — O  fool  I  fool !  fool ! 

How  much  unlike  t 
Your  hearts  are  just  a  standing  pool, 

Your  lives,  a  dyke  I 

Nae  hair-brain'd,  sentimental  traces 
Id  your  unlettcr'd.  nameless  faces  t 
In  arioso  trills  and  graces 

Ye  never  stray ; 
But  grovissimo,  solemn  basses 

Ye  hum  away. 

Ye  are  sae  grave,  nae  doubt  ye  re  wise ; 
Nae  ferly  tho'  ye  do  despise 

The  hairum-scairum,  ram-stam  boys. 

The  rattling  squad  1 

1  see  ye  upward  cast  your  eyes — 

Ye  ken  the  road! 


IT9 


Whilst  I — ^but  I  shall  baud  me  there, 
Wi'  you  I'll  scarce  gang  ony  where— 
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Then,  Jamie,  I  shall  say  nae  inair. 

But  quat  my  sang. 

Content  wl  you  to  mak  a  pair. 

Whare'er  I  gang. 


THE   VISION 
Duan  First  ^ 

TsE  sun  had  clos'd  the  winter  day. 
The  curlers  quat  their  roarin  play. 
And  hunger'd  niaukin  taen  her  way. 

To  kail-yards  green, 
While  faithless  snaws  ilk  step  betray 

Whare  she  has  been. 

The  thresher's  weary  flingin-tree. 
The  lee-lang  day  had  tired  me ; 
And  when  the  day  had  clos'd  his  e't. 

Far  i'  the  west, 
B«n  i'  the  spence,  right  pensivelie, 

I  gaed  to  rest. 

There,  lanely  by  the  ingle -cheek, 
I  sat  and  ey'd  the  spewing  reek, 
That  fill'd,  wi'  hoast-p revoking  smeek, 

The  auld  clay  biggia; 
An'  heard  the  restless  rations  squeak 

About  the  riggin. 

All  in  this  mottie,  misty  clime, 
I  backward  mus'd  on  wasted  time, 
How  I  had  spent  my  youth  iu*  prime. 

An'  done  nae  thing, 
But  stringing  blethers  up  in  rhyme, 

For  fools  to  sing. 

*  Duat^,  ft  Urm  of  OssUn**  for  the  dif7«Tent  divisioru  of  ■  dlgrwive  poesdL 
S«c  kb  Cmlk-Lodft,  vol,  *  of  M'PbcrtOR'*  traiulalioa. — R.  Bi 
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Had  I  to  guid  advice  but  hark  it, 
I  mi^ht,  by  this,  hae  led  a  market. 
Or  strutted  in  a  bank  and  clarkit 

My  cash-account ; 
While  here,  half-mad,  half-fed,  half-sarldt. 

Is  a'  th'  amount, 

I  started,  mutt'ring  "  blockhead !  coof  1 " 
And  heav'd  on  high  my  waukit  loof. 
To  swear  by  a'  yon  starry  roof, 

Or  some  rash  aith. 
That  I  henceforth  wad  be  rhyme-proof 

Till  nay  last  breath — 

When  click!  the  string  the  snick  did  draw; 
An'  jecl  the  door  gaed  to  the  wa'; 
An'  by  my  ingle-lowe  I  saw. 

Now  bleezin  bright, 
'A  tight,  otitJandish  hizzie,  braw. 

Come  full  in  sight 

Y«  need  na  doubt,  I  held  my  whisht; 
The  infant  aith,  half-form'd,  was  crusht 
I  glowr'd  as  eerie  's  I'd  been  dusht 

In  some  wild  glen ; 
"When  sweet,  like  honest  Worth,  she  blush^ 

An'  stepped  ben. 

Green,  slender,  leaf-clad  holly-boughs 
Were  twisted,  graccfu',  round  her  brows; 
I  took  her  for  some  Scottish  Muse, 

By  that  same  token; 
And  ccme  to  stop  those  reckless  vows. 

Would  soon  been  broken. 

A  "  haif-brain'd,  sentimental  trace  " 
Was  strongly  markM  in  her  facej 
A  wildly-witty,  rustic  grace 

Shone  full  upon  her; 
Her  eye,  ev'n  turn'd  on  empty  space, 

Beam'd  keen  with  honour. 
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Down  flow'd  her  robe,  &  tartan  sheen, 
TitI  half  a  leg  was  scrimply  seen ; 
An'  such  a  leg  I  tny  bonic  Jean 

Could  only  peer  it; 
Sae  straught,  sae  taper,  tight  an'  clean — 

Nane  else  came  near  it. 

Her  mantle  large,  of  greenish  hue. 

My  gazing  wonder  chiefly  drew : 

Deep  tights  and  shades,  bold-ming!ing,  tbrew 

A  luatre  grand ; 
And  seem'd,  to  my  istonish'd  view, 

A  weU-known  land. 

Here,  rivers  in  the  sea  were  lost ; 

There,  mountains  to  the  skies  were  toss't: 

Here,  tumbling  billows  mark'd  the  coast. 

With  surging  foam; 
There,  distant  shone  Art's  lofty  bout^ 

The  ^^^dly  dome. 

Het'e,  Doon  pour'd  down  his  far-fctch'd  floods ; 
There,  well-fed  Irwine  statciy  thuds; 
Auld  hermit  Ayr  staw  thro'  his  woodA, 

On  to  the  shore; 
And  many  m  lesser  torrent  scuds. 

With  s«cming  roar. 

Low,  in  a  sandy  valley  spread. 

An  ancient  borough  rear'd  her  head; 

Still,  as  in  Scottish  story  read, 

She  boasts  a  race 
To  ev'ry  nobler  virtue  bred. 

And  polish'd  grace.* 

By  stately  tow'r,  or  palace  fair, 
Or  ruins  pendent  in  the  air. 
Bold  stems  of  heroes,  here  and  there, 
I  could  discern ; 

'  Tbe  sevrn  itantis  (oltowing  ttiis  were  firit  printed  in  theEdiaboryh  editiDlli 
1^7,    Otber  Minja^  namr  pubUskcd  by  Buma  himteli,  are  prcn  on  p.  ig 
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Some  seem'd  to  muse,  some  seem'd  to  dare, 
With  /eature  stem. 


My  heart  did  glowing  transport  feel, 

To  see  a  race  heroic'  wheel, 

And  brandish  round  the  deep-dyed  steel, 

In  sturdy  blows; 
Wliile,  back-recoiling,  seem'd  to  reel 

Their  Suthron  toes. 

His  Country's  Saviour,'  mark  him  well! 

Bold  Ricbardton's  heroic  swell;* 

The  chief,  on  Sark  who  glorious  fell,* 

In  high  command; 
And  he  whom  ruthless  fates  expel 

His  native  land. 

There,  where  a  sceptr'd  Pictish  ehade 
Stalk'd  round  his  ashes  lowly  laid,* 
I  mark'd  a  martial  race,  pourtray'd 

hi  colours  strong: 
Bold,  soldier-featur'd,  un  dismay* d, 

They  strode  along. 

Thro'  many  a  wild,  romantic  grove,* 
Near  many  a  hermit-fancied  cove 
(Fit  hauois  for  friendship  or  for  love, 

In  musing  mood), 
An  aged  Judge,  I  saw  him  rove, 

Dispensing  good. 

J|V  WgU»t*«  — >P.  B.  '  WtllJiin  W»II»ce.-je.  B. 

A91B  Wallace  of  Riebsrdton,  eoajio  to  lie  ioinuirlal  pfMerrer  of  Sconi»b 
■rawfdeoM  -/f.  e. 

-  '"'■ilacc,  laird  nt  Craisic,  vbo  wii  second  in  cominiiEid  under  Douilae, 
i^l'^^  OruioTid,  at  the  famous  battle  qn  the  batik  a  of  Sark^  (otiKbt  ai^oo  U4S, 
^5?:  *torto«»  victory  was  rrincipaHj'  owine  to  (hr  iudtciooi  conduct  and 
5*2*''''' ''lour  o(  the  ciUlaiit  laird  of  (-r»i«ie.  who  died  of  liia  wouod*  after  the 

•^H'ui,  Kind  of  the  Piets,  from  whom  (he  distriet  of  Kyle  n  »aid  to  lake  it* 
Ct^*"*  huried,  m  tradition  »»»>.  near  the  ffitiily  aeat  of  th*  UoBtBomerlaa  of 
'^ifisM.  nhcre  lii»  bsriaLplac*  i>  still  ■iiown.—^.  ff. 

'•nkimisiaE,  the  teat  <a  the  Lord  JtiaiiGe-Qerk.—A.  8, 
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With  decp-Btruck,  reverential  awe. 

The  learned  Sire  and  Son  I  saw:  " 

To  Nature's  God.  and  Natare's  law. 

They  gave  their  lore; 
This,  aU  its  source  and  end  to  draw, 

That,  to  adore. 


Brydon's  brave  ward*  I  well  could  spy. 
Beneath  old  Scotia's  smiling  eye; 
Who  call'd  on  Fame,  low  standing  by. 

To  hand  him  on. 
Where  many  a  patriot-name  on  high, 

And  hero  shone. 


DUAK  SECOND 

With  musing-deep,  astonish'd  stare, 
I  view'd  the  heavenly-seeming  Fair; 
A  whispering  throb  did  witness  bear 

Of  kindred  sweet, 
When  with  an  elder  sister's  air 

She  did  roe  greet 

'All  hail  I  my  own  inspired  bard  I 
In  me  thy  native  Muse  regard ; 
Nor  longer  mourn  thy  fate  is  hard, 

Thus  poorly  tow; 
I  come  to  give  thee  such  reward, 

As  we  bestow  I 


"Know,  the  great  genius  of  this  land 
Has  many  a  light  aerial  band. 
Who,  all  beneath  his  high  command. 

Harmoniously, 
As  arts  or  arms  they  understand. 

Their  labours  ply. 

*  Cttrlne.  the  lett  of  the  Ute  Doctor  and  preient  Prof eisor  Sfenwrt^^ 

care   of   Patridi  Brydoue,  authoT  of  a  weU-known   "  Tour  Througli 
•Dd  Malta." 
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"  They  Scotia's  race  among  them  shaze; 
Some  fire  the  soldier  on  to  dare; 
Some  rouse  the  patriot  up  to  bare 

Corruption's  heart: 
Some  teach  the  bard — a  darling  care — 

The  tuneful  art 

•*  'Mong  swelling  floods  of  reeking  gore^ 
They,  ardent,  kindling  spirits  pour; 
Or,  'mid  the  venal  senate's  roar, 

They,  sightless,  stand. 
To  mend  the  honest  patriot-lore, 

And  grace  the  hand. 

"And  when  the  bard,  or  hoary  sage. 
Charm  or  instruct  the  future  age. 
They  bind  the  wild  poetic  rage 

In  energy. 
Or  point  the  inconclusive  page 

Full  on  the  eye^ 

"Hence,  Fullarton,  the  brave  and  young; 
Hence,  Dempster's  zeal-inspired  tongue; 
Hence,  sweet,  harmonious  Beattie  sung 

His  '  Minstrel '  lays ; 
Or  tore,  with  noble  ardour  stung. 

The  sceptic's  bays. 

*•  To  lower  orders  are  assign'd 
The  humbler  ranks  of  human-kind. 
The  rustic  bard,  the  labVing  hind. 

The  artisan; 
All  choose,  as  various  they're  inclin'd. 

The  various  man. 


"When  yellow  waves  tlie  heavy  grain. 
The  threat' ning  storm  some  strongly  rein; 
Some  teach  to  meliorate  the  plain 

With  tillage-skiUj 
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And  some  instruct  the  shepherd-train, 
Blythe  o'er  the  hill. 

"  Some  hint  the  lover's  harmless  wile ; 
Some  grace  the  maiden's  artless  smile; 
Some  soothe  the  lab'rer's  weary  toil 

For  humble  gains. 
And  make  bJs  cottage- scenes  beguile 

His  cares  and  pains. 

"  Some,  bounded  to  a  district-space, 
EJtplore  at  large  man's  infant  race. 
To  mark  the  embryotic  trace 

Of  rustic  bard; 
And  careful  note  each  opening  grace, 

A  guide  and  guard. 

"  Of  these  am  I — Coila  my  name : 
And  this  district  &s  mine  I  claim, 
Where  once  the  Campbells,  chiefs  of  fame^ 

Held  ruling  pow'r : 
I  mark'd  thy  embryo-tuneful  flame. 
Thy  natal  hour, 

"  With  future  hope  I  oft  would  gaze 
Fond,  on  thy  little  early  ways, 
Thy  rudely  carol  I'd,  chiming  phrase. 

In  uncouth  rhymes; 
Fir'd  at  the  simple,  artless  lays 

Of  other  times. 

"I  saw  thee  seek  the  sounding  shore. 
Delighted  with  the  dashing  roar; 
Or  when  the  North  his  fleecy  store 

Drove  thro'  the  sky, 
I  saw  grim  Nature's  visage  hoar 

Struck  thy  young  eye^ 

"Or  when  the  deep  green -mantled  earth 
Warm  cherish'd  ev'ry  floweret's  birth. 
And  joy  and  music  pouring  forth 
In  ev'ry  grove ; 
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I  saw  thee  eye  the  general  mirth 

With  boundless  love, 

'When  ripen'd  fields  and  azure  skies 
Call'd  forth  the  reapers'  rustling  noise, 
I  saw  thee  leave  their  ev'ning  joys, 

And  lonely  stalk. 
To  vent  thy  bosom's  swelling  rise. 

In  pensive  walk. 

"When  youthful  love,  warm-blushing,  strong, 
Keen-shivering,  shot  thy  nerves  along, 
Those  accents  grateful  to  thy  longue, 

Th'  adorM  Name, 
I  taught  thee  how  to  pour  in  song, 

To  soothe  thy  flame. 

"  I  saw  thy  pulse's  maddening  play. 
Wild  send  tliee  Pleasure's  devious  way. 
Misled  by  Fanc/a  meteor-ray, 

By  passion  driven ; 
But  yet  the  light  that  led  astray 

Was  light  from  Heaven. 

"  I  taught  thy  manners-painting  strains. 
The  loves,  the  ways  of  simple  swains. 
Till  now,  o'er  all  my  wide  domains 

Thy  fame  extends; 
And  some,  the  pride  of  Coila's  plains. 

Become  thy  friends. 

"  Thou  canst  not  learn,  nor  I  can  show, 
To  paint  with  Thomson's  landscape  glow]| 
Or  wake  the  bosom-melting  throe, 

With  Shenstone's  art; 
Or  pour,  with  Gray,  the  moving  flow 

Warm  on  the  heart. 

"Yet,  all  beneath  th'  unrivall'd  rose. 
The  lowly  daisy  sweetly  blows; 
Tho'  large  tlic  forest's  monarch  throws 
His  army  shade. 
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Yet  green  the  juicy  hawthorn  grows, 
Adown  the  glade. 

"Then  never  murmur  nor  repine; 
Strive  in  thy  humbie  sphere  to  shine ; 
And  trust  me,  not  Potosi's  mine, 

Nor  king's  regard. 
Can  ^ve  a  bliss  o'ermatchtng  thine, 

A  rustic  bard. 

"To  give  my  counsels  all  in  one. 
Thy  tuneful  flame  still  careful  fan: 
Preserve  the  dignity  of  Man, 

With  soul  erect; 
And  trust  the  Universal  Plan 

Will  all  protect. 

"And  wear  ihou  /Air"— she  solemn  said, 
And  bound  the  holly  round  my  head: 
The  polish 'd  leaves  and  berries  red 

Did  rustling  play; 
And,  like  a  passing  thought,  she  fled 

In  light  away. 


[To  Mrs^  Stewart  of  Stair  Bums  presented  A  manuscript  copy  of 
tlie  Vision.  That  copy  embraces  about  twent>'  fttiinza^  at  the  etsd 
of  Doan  First,  wbicb  he  cancelled  when  he  came  to  print  the  piece  in 
his  Kilmarnock  volume.  Seven  of  these  he  restored  in  printing  his 
second  edition,  as  noted  on  p.  183.  The  following  are  the  verses 
which   he   left  unpublished.] 


SUPPRESSED   STANZAS   OF  "THE   VISION" 
After  i8tb  stanM  of  the  text  (at  "His  native  land")'- — 

With  secret  throes  I  marked  that  earth. 

That  cottage,  witness  of  my  birth : 
And  near  I  saw,  bold  issuing  forth 

In  youthful  pride, 
A  Lindsay  race  of  noble  worth. 

Fanned  far  and  wide. 
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Where,  hid  behind  a  spreading  wood, 
An  andenl  Pict -built  mansion  stood, 
I  spied,  among  an  angel  brood, 

A  female  pair; 
Sweet  shone  their  high  maternal  Wood, 

And  father's  air.' 

An  ancient  tower*  to  memory  brought 
How  Dettingen's  bold  hero  fought ; 
Still,  far  from  sinking  into  nought, 

It  owns  a  lord 
Who  far  in  western  climate?  fought. 

With  iruslj  sword. 

Among  the  rest  I  well  could  spy 
One  gallant,  graceful,  martial  boy. 
The  soldier  sparkled  in  his  eye, 

A  diamond  water. 
1  blest  that  noble  badge  wiih  joy, 

That  owned  me  froter* 

After  iotli  stania  of  the  text  (at"  Dispensing  good")^— 

Near  by  arose  a  mansion  fine' 
The  seat  of  many  a  muse  divine; 
Not  rustic  muses  such  as  mine. 

With  holly  cTOWn'd, 
But  th'  ancient,  ttmeful,  laurell'd  Nine, 

From  classic  ground. 

I  moum'd  the  card  that  Fortune  dealt. 
To  see  where  bonie  Whitefoords  dwdt;* 
But  other  prospects  made  me  melt. 

That  village  near;* 
There  Nature,  Friendship,  Love,  I  felt. 

Fond- mingling,  dearl 

Hail  1  Nature's  pang,  more  strong  than  death ! 
Warm  Friendship's  glow,  like  kindling  wrath! 
Love,  dearer  than  the  parting  breath 

Of  dying  friend  1 
Not  ev'ii  with  life's  wild  devious  path, 

Your  force  shall  end ! 

The  Power  that  gave  the  soft  alarms 
In  blooming  Whitcfoord's  rosy  charms, 

»  Smwlroin. — R.  B.       •  Suir. — R.  B. 

*  Captain  Jainc*  HMitfoiiicrif,  Muter  of  Sl  Itiau'  Lodge,  Tarboltdn,  to 

rhicb  tbr  zmlior  hii  the  ttonani  to  bclonc. — R.  B.  *  Auchinleck.— R.  B. 
■  Saltoetinyle.       ■  Miuehliae. 
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Still  threats  the  tiny,  feather'd  amu. 
The  barbed  (Uri; 

While  lovely  Wtlhelmina  warms 

The  coldest  heart* 


After  a  1st  atania  of  the  text  (at  "That,  to  adore ")>— 

Where  Lugar  leaves  his  moorland  plaid,' 
Where  lately  Want  was  idly  laid, 
I  marked  busy,  bustling  Trade, 

In  fervid  Same, 
Beneath  a  Patroness's  aid. 

Of  noble  name. 

Wild,  countless  hills  I  could  survey, 
And  countless  flocks  as  wild  as  they; 
But  other  scenes  did  charms  display. 

That  better  please. 
Where  polish'd  manners  dwell  with  Gray, 

In  rural  ease.' 

Where  Cessnock  pours  with  gurgling  sound;" 
And  Irwine,  marking  out  the  bound, 
Enamour'd  of  the  scenes  around. 

Slow  runs  his  race, 
A  name  I  doubly  hcwour'd  found," 

With  knightly  grace. 

Brydon's  brave  ward,"  I  saw  him  stand, 
Fame  humbly  offering  her  hand. 
And  near,  his  kinsman's  rustic  band," 

With  one  accord. 
Lamenting  their  late  blessed  land 

Must  change  its  lord. 

The  owner  of  a  pleasant  spot. 
Near  sandy  wilds,  I  last  did  note ;" 
A  heart  too  warm,  a  pulse  too  hot 

At  times,  o'erran: 
But  large  in  ev'ry  feature  wrote, 

Appear'd  the  Man. 

*  MfM  Wiihrlinina  AltMndoi.      '  Cnmnvtk.—R,  8. 

'  Mr.  Farotihar  Gray.~R.  B.    »"  Aochmskirth.— R,  B.    "  Caprinston. — R,  B. 

«  Coloael  FuUerton.— ft.  B.    "  Dr.  FiiUertoa.— Jt  B.   '*Ona^i^U.—Ji,  B. 
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THE  EANTIN  DOG,  THE  DADDIE  O'T 
Jane — "  Whare'Il  ou.r  guidroan  lie." 

O  WHA  my  babie-clouts  will  buy? 
O  wha  will  tent  me  when  I  cry? 
Wha  wilt  kiss  me  where  I  lie? 
The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't. 

O  wha  will  own  he  did  the  f aut  ? 
O  wha  will  buy  the  groenm  maut? 
O  wha  will  tell  rae  how  to  ca't? 
The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't. 

When  I  mount  the  crcepie-chair, 
Wha  will  sit  beside  me  there? 
Gic  roc  Rob,  I'll  seek  nae  maJr, 
The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  p't 

Wha  will  crack  to  me  my  lane? 
Wha  will  raak  me  fidgtn  fain? 
Wha  will  kiss  me  o'er  again? 
■The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't 


HERE'S  HIS  HEALTH  IN  WATER 
Tune — "  The  Job  of   Joiu^ey-work." 

Altho'  my  back  be  at  the  wa'. 

And  tho'  he  be  the  fatiter; 
Altho'  roy  back  be  at  the  wa'. 

Yet,  here's  his  health  in  water. 
O  wae  gae  by  his  wanton  sides, 

Sae  brawUe's  he  could  flatter; 
Till  for  his  sake  I'm  slighted  sair. 

And  dree  the  kintra  clatter: 
But  tho'  my  back  be  at  the  wa'. 

Yet  here's  his  health  in  water  I 
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ADDRESS  TO  THE  UNCO  GUID 
Or  the  Rigidly  Righteous. 

Ky  Son,  these  majcinu  malce  a  nit. 

An'  lump  them  aye  tbegitlier; 
Tbe  Xigjii  Higiuoui  is  *  loo], 

The  Rigid  Witt  anithcr : 
Tbe  cleanest  com  ttiat  ere  was  diglit 

May  hae  some  pj'les  o'  caff  in; 
So  ne'er  a  feJJow-creature  slight 

For  random  fits  o*  daOiii. 

SoLoiioN, — Ecdea.  cb.  Tit.  Tens  ifi. 

O  YE  wha  are  sae  guid  yoursel*, 

Sae  pious  and  sae  holy, 
Ye've  nought  to  do  hut  mark  and  tdl 

Your  neiboars'  fauts  and  folly  1 
Whase  life  is  like  a  weel-gaun  mill. 

Supplied  wi'  store  o'  water; 
The  heapM  happer's  ebbing  still. 

An'  still  the  clap  plays  clatter. 

Hear  roe,  ye  venerable  core. 

As  counsel  for  poor  mortals 
That  frequent  pass  douce  Wisdom's  dasat 

For  glaikit  Folly's  portals: 
I,  for  their  thoughtless,  careless  sakes, 

Would  here  propone  defences — 
Their  donsie  tricks,  their  black  mistakes, 

Their  failings  and  mischances. 


Ye  see  your  state  wi*  theirs  compared. 

And  shudder  at  the  niffer; 
But  cast  a  moment's  fair  regard, 

WTiat  maks  the  mighty  differ ; 
Discount  what  scant  occasion  gave. 

That  purity  ye  pride  in ; 
And  (what's  aft  mair  than  a'  the  lave) 

Your  better  art  o'  hidin. 
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Think,  when  your  castigated  pulse 

Gies  now  and  then  a  wallop ! 
Wliat  ragings  must  his  veins  convulse^ 

That  still  eternal  gallop  t 
Wr  wind  and  tide  fair  i'  your  tail. 

Right  on  ye  scud  your  sea-way; 
But  in  the  teeth  o'  baith  to  sail. 

It  tnaks  a  unco  lee- way. 

See  Social  Life  and  Glee  sit  down. 

All  joyous  and  unthinking, 
Till,  quite  transtnugrified,  they're  grown 

Debauchery  and  Drinking: 
O  would  they  stay  to  calculate 

Th'  eternal  consequences ; 
Or  your  more  dreaded  hell  to  stat^ 

Damnation  of  expenses ! 

Ye  high,  exalted,  virtuous  dames, 

Tied  up  in  godly  laces, 
Before  ye  gie  poor  Frailty  names. 

Suppose  a  change  o'  cases ; 
A  dear-lov'd  lad,  convenience  snug, 

A  treach'rous  inclination — 
But  let  me  whisper  i'  your  lug, 

Ye're  aiblins  nae  temptation. 

Then  gently  scan  your  brother  man, 

Still  gentler  sister  woman; 
Tho'  (hey  may  gang  a  kennin  wrang, 

To  step  aside  is  human ; 
One  point  must  still  be  greatly  dark,— 

The  moving  Why  they  do  it; 
And  just  as  lamely  can  ye  mark. 

How  far  perhaps  they  rue  it. 


]« 


Who  made  the  heart,  'tis  He  alone 
Decidedly  can  try  us; 
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He  knows  each  chord,  its  varioui  tone. 
Each  ipring,  its  various  biai: 

Then  at  the  balance  let's  be  mute, 
We  never  can  adjust  it ; 

What's  done  we  partly  may  compute. 
But  know  ngt  what's  resisted. 


THE  INVENTORY 
In  lotwer  to  »  mandate  by  the  Surveyor  of  the  Taxes 

Sib,  as  your  mandate  did  request, 
I  send  you  here  a  faithfu'  list, 
O*  gudes  an'  gear,  an'  a'  my  graith, 
To  which  I'm  clear  to  gi'e  mj  aith. 


Imprimis,  then,  for  carriage  cattle, 
I  hae  four  brutes  o'  gallant  mettle, 
As  ever  drew  before  a  pettle. 
My  hand-afore  's  a  ^lid  auld  "  has  been," 
An'  wight  an'  wilfu'  a*  his  days  been : 
My  hand-akin  's  a  weel  gaun  fillic, 
That  aft  has  borne  me  bame  frae  KiUie.* 
An'  your  auld  borough  mony  a  time 
In  days  when  riding  was  nae  crime. 
But  ancc,  when  in  my  wooing  pride 
I,  like  a  blockhead,  boost  to  ride, 
The  wilfu'  creature  sae  I  pat  to. 
(L — d  pardon  a'  my  sins,  an'  that  tool) 
1  pla/d  my  fillic  sic  a  shavie, 
She's  a'  bedevil'd  wi'  the  spavie. 
My  fuTT'ahin  's  a  wordy  beast. 
As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  traced. 
The  fourth's  a  Highland  Donald  hastle. 
A  d— n'd  red-wud  Kilburnie  blasde! 
Forcby  a  cowt,  o'  cowts  the  wale. 
As  ever  ran  before  a  tail: 

» Xilntmrnotk— if.  B. 
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Gin  he  be  sp&r'd  to  be  a  beast, 
He'll  draw  me  fifteen  pund  at  least. 
Wheel-carriages  I  ha'e  but  few. 
Three  carts,  an'  twa  are  feckly  new; 
An  auld  wheelbarrow,  mair  for  token, 
Ae  leg  an'  baith  the  trams  are  broken ; 
I  made  a  poker  o'  the  spin'le, 
An'  my  auld  mither  brunt  the  trin'le. 

For  men,  I've  three  mischievous  boys, 
Run-deils  for  ranting  an'  for  noise ; 
A  gaud sm an  anc,  a  thrasher  t'  other : 
Wee  Davock  haads  the  nowt  in  f other. 
I  rule  them  as  I  ought,  discreetly, 
An'  aften  labour  them  completely ; 
An'  aye  on  Sundays  duly,  nightly, 
I  on  the  "  Questions  "  targe  them  tightly; 
Till,  faith !  wee  Davock 's  grown  sae  gleg, 
Tho'  scarcely  langer  than  your  leg, 
He'U  screed  you  aflf  "  Effectual  calling," 
As  fast  as  ony  in  the  d walling. 

I've  nane  in  female  servant  station, 
(L — d  keep  me  aye  frae  a'  temptation !) 
I  hae  nae  wife — and  that  my  bliss  is. 
An'  ye  have  laid  nae  tax  on  misses; 
An'  then,  if  kirk  folks  dinna  clutch  me, 
I  ken  the  dcevils  darena  touch  me, 
Wi'  weans  I'm  mair  than  weel  contented, 
Heav'n  sent  me  ane  mae  than  I  wanted  t 
My  sonsie,  smirking,  dear-bought  Bess, 
She  stares  the  daddy  in  her  face. 
Enough  of  ought  ye  like  but  grace; 
But  her,  my  bonie.  sweet  wee  lady, 
I've  paid  enough  for  her  already ; 
An'  gin  ye  tax  her  or  her  mither, 
By  the  L— d,  ye'sc  get  them  a'  thegither  t 

And  now,  remember,  Mr.  Aiken, 
Kae  kind  of  licence  out  I'si  takin : 
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Frae  this  time  forth,  I  do  declare 
I'se  ne'er  ride  horse  nor  hizzie  mair; 
Thro'  dirt  and  dul>  for  life  I'll  paidle. 
Ere  I  sae  dear  pay  for  a  saddle ; 
My  travel  a',  on  foot  I'll  shank  it, 
I've  sturdy  bearers,  Gude  be  thankit  I 
The  kirk  and  you  may  tak  you  that. 
It  puts  hut  little  in  your  pat; 
Sae  dinna  put  me  in  your  beuk. 
Nor  for  my  ten  white  shillings  leuk. 

This  list,  wi'  my  ain  hand  I  wrote  it. 
The  day  and  date  as  under  noted; 
Then  know  all  ye  whom  it  concerns, 
Subscripsi  Axic,  Robebt  Btmss. 


Hotaowu,  AJnwrj' »,  17M. 


TO  JOHN  KENNEDY,  DUMFRIES  HOUSE 

Now,  Kennedy,  if  foot  or  horse 
E'er  bring  you  in  by  Mauchlin  corse, 
(Lord,  man,  there's  lasses  there  wad  force 

A  hermit's  fancy; 
An'  down  the  gate  in  faith  they're  worsen 

An'  mair  unchancy). 

But  as  I'm  sayin,  please  step  to  Dow's, 
An'  taste  sic  gear  as  Johnie  brews. 
Till  some  bit  callan  bring  me  news 

That  ye  arc  there; 
An'  if  we  dinna  hae  a  bouze, 

I'se  ne'er  drink  mair. 

It's  no  I  like  to  sit  an'  swallow, 
Then  IHte  a  swine  to  puke  an'  waUow; 
But  gic  me  just  a  true  good  fallow, 
Wi'  right  ingine, 
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And  spunkie  ance  to  mate  us  mellow, 
An'  then  we'll  shine, 

Now  if  ye're  ane  o'  wari's  folk, 
Wha  rate  the  wearer  by  the  ctoak. 
An'  sklent  on  poverty  their  joke, 

Wi'  bitter  sneer. 
Wi'  you  nae  friendship  I  will  troke. 

Nor  cheap  nor  dear. 

But  if,  as  I'm  informed  weel, 

Ye  hate  as  ill's  the  very  deil 

The  flinty  heart  that  canna  feel — 

Come,  sir,  here's  to  yoaf 
Hae,  there's  my  haun',  I  wiss  you  weel. 

An'  gude  be  wi'  you. 


ROBT.   BUKNESS. 


McaaaiXL,  ^i  Martk,  178C. 


TO  MR.   M'ADAM,  OF  CRAIGEN-GaLAN 

aiuwer  to  an  obli^ng  Letter  he  sent  in  the  commenccmoit 
of  my  poetic  career. 

SiK,  o'er  a  gitl  I  gat  your  card, 

I  trow  it  made  me  proud ; 
"  See  wha  taks  notice  o'  the  bard  I " 
I  lap  and  cried  fu'  loud. 

Now  deil-ma-care  about  their  jaw, 

The  senseless,  gawky  tDillion ; 
ni  cock  my  nose  abune  them  a', 

I'm  roos'd  by  Craigen-Gillan  I 

Twas  noble,  sir;  'twas  like  yoursd*, 
To  grant  your  high  protection : 

A  great  man's  smile  ye  ken  fu'  well. 
Is  aye  a  blest  infection. 
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Tho',  by  his  banes  wha  in  a  tub 
Match'd  Macedonian  Sandy! 

On  my  ain  leg's  thro*  dirt  and  dub, 
I  independent  stand  aye, — 

And  when  those  legs  to  gude,  wann  kail, 
Wi'  welcome  canna  bear  me, 

A  lee  dyke-side,  a  sybow-tail, 
An'  barley-scone  shall  cheer  me. 

Heaven  spare  you  lang  to  kiss  the  breath 

O'  mony  flow'ry  stmtners ! 
An'  bless  your  bonie  lasses  baith, 
I'm  tauld  they're  lo'esome  kimmersl 

An'  God  bless  young  Dimaskin's  laird. 
The  blossom  of  our  gentry) 

An'  may  he  wear  an  auid  mtn's  beard, 
A  credit  to  his  country. 


TO  A  LOUSE 
On  seeing  one  on  a  Lady's  Bonnet  at  Church. 

Ha  I  whaur  ye  gaun,  ye  crowlin  (erJie? 
Your  impudence  protects  you  sairly; 
I  canna  say  but  ye  strunt  rarely, 

Owre  gauze  and  lace ; 
Tho',  faith  I  I  fear  ye  dine  but  sparely 

On  sic  a  place. 

Ye  ugly,  creepin.  blastit  wonner. 
Detested,  shunn'd  by  saunt  an'  sinner. 
How  daur  ye  set  your  fit  upon  her — 

Sae  fine  a  lady? 
Gae  aomewhere  else  and  seek  your  dinner 

On  some  poor  body. 
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SwithI  in  some  beggar's  haffet  squattle; 
There  ye  may  creep,  and  sprawl,  and  aprattle, 
Wi'  ither  kindred,  jumping  cattie, 

In  shoats  and  nations; 
Wbaur  horn  nor  bane  ne'er  daur  unsettle 

Your  thick  plantations. 

Now  hand  you  there,  ye're  out  o'  sight, 
Below  the  fatt'rels,  snug  and  tight; 
Na,  faith  ye  yet  I  ye'U  no  be  right, 

Till  ye've  got  on  it — 
The  vcrra  tapmost,  low'rin  height 

O'  Miss's  bonnet 

My  sooth !  right  bauld  ye  set  your  nose  out. 
As  plump  an'  grey  as  ony  groset: 

0  for  some  rank,  mercurial  rozct. 

Or  fell,  red  smeddum, 
I'd  gie  you  sic  a  hearty  dose  o't. 

Wad  dress  your  droddum. 

1  wad  na  been  surpris'd  to  spy 
You  on  an  auld  wife's  fiainen  toy ; 
Or  aihlins  some  bit  duddie  boy, 

On's  wyliecoat; 
But  Miss's  fine  Lunardi  I  fye  ! 
How  daur  ye  do't  ? 

O  Jeany,  dinna  toss  your  head. 
An'  set  your  beauties  a'  abread  I 
Ye  little  ken  what  cursed  speed 

The  blastie's  makin ; 
Thae  winks  an'  finger-ends,  I  dread. 

Are  notice  takin. 
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O  wad  some  Power  the  giftie  gie  us 
To  see  ourtels  as  ithers  see  us  1 
It  wad  frae  many  a  blunder  free  us, 

An'  foolish  notion: 
What  airs  in  dress  an'  gait  wad  lea'e  US, 

An'  ev'n  devotion  I 


«  ROBXRT  BURNS 

INSCRIBED  ON  A  WORK  OF  HANNAH  MORE'S 
Presented  to  the  Author  by  a  Lady. 

Thou  fiatt'ring  mark  of  friendship  kind. 
Still  may  thy  pages  call  to  mind 
The  dear,  the  beauteous  donor ; 
Tho'  sweetly  female  ev'ry  part, 
Yet  such  a  head,  and  more  the  heart 

Does  both  the  sexes  honour : 
She  show'd  her  taste  refin'd  and  just, 

When  she  selected  thee ; 
Yet  deviating,  own  I  must. 
For  sae  approving  me : 
But  kind  still  I'll  mind  still 
The  giver  in  the  gift ; 
I'll  bless  her,  an'  wiss  her 
A  Friend  aboon  the  lift. 


SONG,  COMPOSED  IN  SPRING 
r««M—"  Jockey's  Grey  B  reeks." 

Again  rejoicing  Nature  sees 
Her  robe  assume  its  vernal  hues ; 

Her  leafy  locks  wave  in  the  breeze. 
All  freshly  steep 'd  in  morning  dews. 

Chorus. — And  maun  I  still  on  Menie  doat. 
And  bear  the  scorn  that's  in  her  c'e  ? 

For  it's  jet,  jet  black,  an'  it's  like  a  hawk, 
An'  it  winna  let  a  body  be. 

In  vain  to  me  the  cowslips  blaw. 
In  vain  to  me  the  vi'Iets  spring; 

la  vain  to  me  in  glen  or  shaw, 
The  mavis  and  the  lintwhite  sing. 

And  maim  I  still,  &c. 
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The  merry  ploughboy  cheers  his  team, 
Wi'  joy  the  tcntie  seedsman  stalks; 

But  life  to  me's  ?  we-  -y  dream, 
A  dream  of  one  that  never  wauks. 

And  maun  I  still,  &c. 

The  wanton  coot  the  water  skims, 
Atnang  the  reeds  the  ducklings  cry, 

The  stately  swan  majestic  swims, 
And  ev'ry  thing  is  blest  but  I, 

And  maun  I  still,  &c. 

The  sheep-herd  steeks  his  faulding  slap. 
And  o'er  the  moorlands  whistles  shill: 

Wi'  wild,  unequal,  wand'ring  step, 
I  meet  him  on  the  dewy  hill. 

And  maun  I  still,  &c 

jAnd  when  the  lark,  'tween  light  and  dark, 
Blythe  waukens  by  the  daisy's  side, 

And  mounts  and  sings  on  flittering  wings, 
A  woe- worn  ghaist  I  hameward  glide. 
And  maun  I  still,  &c. 

Come  winter,  with  thine  angry  howl, 
And  raging,  bend  the  naked  tree; 

Thy  gloom  will  soothe  my  cheerless  soul. 
When  nature  all  is  sad  like  me  I 

And  maun  I  still,  &c. 
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TO  A  MOUNTAIN  DAISY 
On  toming  one  down  with  the  Plough,  in  April,  1786, 

Wee,  modest,  crimson-tipped  flow'r, 
Thou's  met  me  in  an  evil  hour; 
For  I  maun  crush  amang  the  stour 

Tby  slender  stem : 
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To  spare  thee  now  is  past  my  pow'r. 
Thou  bonie  gem. 

Alas  I  it's  no  thy  neibor  sweet. 
The  bonie  lark,  companion  meet. 
Bending  thee  'mang  the  dewy  weet, 

Wi'  spreckl'd  breast ! 
When  upward-springing:,  biythe.  to  greet 

The  purpling  east. 

Cautd  blew  the  bitter-biting  north 
Upon  thy  early,  humble  birth; 
y«t  cbecrfuHy  thou  glinted  forth 

Amid  the  storm. 
Scarce  rear'd  above  the  parent-earth 

Thy  tender  form. 

The  flaunting  flow'rs  our  gardens  yield, 
High  shelt'ring  woods  and  wa*s  maun  thieldj 
But  thou,  beneath  the  random  bield 

O"  ciod  or  stane. 
Adorns  the  histie  stibhle  field. 

Unseen,  atane. 

There,  in  thy  scanty  mantle  clad. 
Thy  snawie  bosom  sun-ward  spread^ 
Thou  lifts  thy  unassuming  head 

In  humble  guise; 
But  now  the  share  uptcars  thy  bed, 

And  low  thou  liest 

Snch  is  the  fate  of  artless  tnaid. 
Sweet  flow'ret  of  the  rural  shade  I 
By  love's  simplicity  betray'd, 

And  guileless  trust) 
Till  she,  like  thee,  all  soil'd,  is  laid 

Low  i'  the  dust. 

Such  is  the  fate  of  simple  bard. 

On  life's  rough  ocean  luckless  starr'd  I 
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Unskilful  he  to  note  the  card 

Of  prudent  lore. 

Till  billows  rage,  and  gales  blow  hard. 

And  whelm  him  o'er  I 

Such  fate  to  suffering  worth  is  ^rjv'n, 
Who  long  with  wants  and  woes  has  striv'n. 
By  human  pride  or  cunning  driv'a 

To  mis'ry's  brink; 
Till  WTcnch'd  of  ev'ry  stay  but  Heav'n, 

He,  ruin'd,  sinkf 

Ev'n  thou  who  moum'st  the  Daisy's  fate. 
That  fate  is  thine — no  distant  date ; 
Stern  Ruin's  plough-share  drives  elate. 

Full  on  thy  bloom. 
Till  crush'd  beneath  the  furrow's  weight, 

Shall  be  thy  doom ! 


TO  RUIN 


All  hail,  inejtorablc  lord! 

At  whose  destruction-breathing  word. 

The  mightiest  empires  fall  1 
Thy  cruel,  woe-delighted  train. 
The  ministers  of  grief  and  pain, 

A  sullen  welcome,  all  t 
With  sterji-resolv'd,  despairing  eye, 

I  see  each  aimid  dart ; 
For  one  has  cut  my  dearest  tie. 
And  quivers  in  ray  heart. 
Then  low'ring,  and  pouring, 

The  storm  no  more  I  dread ; 
Tho'  thick'ning,  and  black'ning. 
Round  my  devoted  head- 

And  thou  grim  Pow'r  by  life  abhorr'd. 
While  life  a  pleasure  can  afford. 
Oh  1  hear  a  wretch's  pray'r  I 


■OBERT  BCTKNS 

Ner  more  I  shrink  3|]()at!'d,  alr^; 
I  oooft.  I  bee  thy  friendly  aid. 
To  close  this  scene  of  care  1 
When  sbalJ  toy  sod,  in  silent  peace, 

Restgs  life's  }oyl^  day — 
lly  vmnr  bean  its  throbbing;  c^se, 
CoM  moakf  ring:  in  the  day  ? 
No  fear  noie.  no  tear  more. 
To  stsm  niy  lifeless  face, 
EocUsped.  sod  grasped, 
Within  thy  cotd  embrace  I 


THE  LAMENT 
by  the  aafottanate  issue  of  a  Friend's  Ainoiir. 


'Alaat  hew  oft  does  coodness  wound  itself, 
AMd  iweet  •Scctiom  prorrc  the  spring  gf  woe  I ' 


HOMX. 


0  THOU  pale  orb  that  silent  shines 
Whiie  care-tiotroubled  mortals  sleep  I 

Thou  seest  a  wretch  who  inly  pines. 
And  wanders  here  to  wait  and  weep  t 
With  woe  I  nightly  vigils  keep, 

Beneath  thy  wan,  imwarming  beam ; 
And  monm.  in  Umentation  deep, 

How  life  and  love  are  all  a  dream ! 

1  joyless  view  thy  rays  adorn 
The  faintly-marked,  distant  htU ; 

1  joyless  view  thy  trembling  bom, 
Reflected  in  the  gurgling  rill : 
My  fondly-fluttering  heart,  be  still! 

Thou  busy  pow'r,  remembrance,  cease  t 
Ah  !  must  the  agonizing  thrill 

For  ever  bar  returning  peace  I 

No  idly-feign'd,  poetic  pains. 
My  sad,  love-lom  lamenting  daim : 
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No  shepherd's  pipe — Arcadian  strains ; 

No  fabled  tortures,  quaint  and  tame. 

The  plighted  faith,  the  mutual  flame. 
The  oft-attested  pow'rs  above. 

The  promis'd  father's  tender  name  j 
These  were  the  pledges  of  my  love  1 

Encircled  in  her  clasping  arms. 
How  have  the  raptur'd  moments  flown  1 

How  have  I  wish'd  for  fortune's  charms. 
For  her  dear  sake,  and  ber's  alone  1 
And,  must  I  think  it !  is  she  gone, 

My  secret  heart's  exulting  boast  ? 
And  does  she  heedless  hear  my  groan? 

And  is  she  ever,  ever  lost  ? 

Oh  I  can  she  bear  so  base  a  heart. 

So  tost  to  honour,  lost  to  truth. 
As  from  the  fondest  lover  part. 

The  plighted  husband  of  her  youth  ? 

Alas  1  life's  path  may  be  ursmooth  I 
Her  way  may  lie  thro'  rough  distress ! 

Then,  who  her  pangs  and  pains  will  soothe 
Her  sorrows  share,  and  make  them  less? 

Ye  winged  hours  that  o'er  us  pass'd, 
Enraptur'd  more,  the  more  enjoy'd. 

Your  dear  remembrance  in  my  breast 
My  fondly-treasur'd  thoughts  emptoy'd : 
That  breast,  how  dreary  now,  and  void. 

For  her  too  scanty  once  of  room  I 
Ev'n  ev'ry  ray  of  hope  destroy'd. 

And  not  a  wish  to  gild  the  gloom ! 

The  mom,  that  warns  th'  approaching  day. 
Awakes  me  up  to  toil  and  woe ; 

I  see  the  hours  in  long  array, 
That  I  must  suffer,  lingering  slow : 
Full  many  a  pang,  and  many  a  throe. 

Keen  recollection's  direful  tr^, 
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Must  wring  my  soul,  ere  Phixbus,  low. 
Shall  kiss  the  distant  western  main. 

And  when  my  nightly  couch  I  try. 

Sore  harass'd  out  with  care  and  grief. 
My  toil-beat  nerves,  and  tear-worn  eye, 

Keep  watchings  with  the  nightly  thief: 

Or  if  I  slumber,  fancy,  chief, 
Reigns,  haggard- wild,  in  sore  affright; 

Ev'n  day,  alJ-bitter,  brings  relief 
Fr«m  such  a  horror-hrca thing  night. 

O  thou  bright  queen,  who  o'er  th'  expanse 

Now  highest  reign 'st,  with  boundless  sway 
Oft  has  thy  silent-marking  glance 

Observ'd  us,  fondly-wand'ring,  stray! 

The  time,  unheeded,  sped  away, 
While  love's  luxurious  pulse  beat  high. 

Beneath  thy  silver-gleaming  ray. 
To  mark  the  mutual- kindling  eye. 

Oh  I  scenes  in  strong  remembrance  set  t 

Scenes,  never,  never  to  return  I 
Scenes,  if  in  stupor  I  forget, 

Again  I  feel,  again  I  burn ! 

From  ev'ry  joy  and  pleasure  torn. 
Life's  weary  vale  I'll  wander  thro'; 

And  hopeless,  comfortless,  I'll  mourn 
A  faithless  woman's  broken  vow  I 


DESPONDENCY— AN  ODE 

Oppress 'd  with  grief,  oppressed  with  care, 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  bear, 

I  set  me  down  and  sigh  ; 
O  lifel  thou  art  a  galling  load, 
Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road. 

To  wretches  «uch  as  1 1 
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Dim-backward  as  I  cast  my  view. 
What  stck'ning  scenes  appear ! 
What  sorrows  yet  may  pierce  me  through. 
Too  justly  I  may  fear  t 
Still  caring,  despairing. 

Must  be  fny  bitter  doom ; 
My  woes  here  shall  close  ne'er 
But  with  the  closing  tomb ! 

Happy !  ye  sons  of  busy  life, 
Who,  equal  to  the  bustling  strife, 

No  other  view  regard  I 
Ev'n  when  the  wished  end's  denied. 
Yet  while  the  busy  means  are  plied. 

They  bring  their  own  reward: 
Whilst  I,  a  hope-abaBdon'd  wight, 

Unfitted  with  an  aim. 
Meet  ev'ry  sad  returning  night, 
And  joyless  morn  the  same  1 
You,  bustling  and  justling. 

Forget  each  grief  and  pain; 
I,  listless,  yet  restless. 
Find  ev'ry  prospect  vain. 

How  blest  the  solitary's  lot, 
Who,  all-forgetting,  all  forgot, 

Within  his  humble  cell. 
The  cavern,  wild  with  tangling  roots, 
Sits  o'er  his  newly  gather'd  fruits, 

Beside  his  crystal  well ! 
Or  haply,  to  his  ev'ning  thought, 

By  unfrequented  stream. 
The  ways  of  men  are  distant  brought, 
A  faint,  collected  dream  ; 
While  praising,  and  raising 

His  thoughts  to  heav'n  on  high. 
As  wand 'ring,  meand'ring. 
He  views  the  solemn  sky. 

That  I,  no  lonely  hermit  plac'd 
Where  never  human  footstep  trac'l 
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Less  fit  to  play  the  part. 
The  lucky  moment  to  improve. 
And  just  to  stop,  and  just  to  move. 

With  self-respecting  art; 
But  ah  t  those  pleasures,  loves,  and  joys. 

Which  I  too  keenly  taste, 
The  solitary  can  despise, 
Can  want,  and  yet  be  blest  I 
He  needs  not,  he  heeds  not, 

Or  human  love  or  hate ; 
Whilst  I  here  must  cry  here 
At  perfidy  ingrate  I 

O  enviable  early  days. 

When  dancing  thoughtless  pleasure's  maze, 

To  care,  to  gtiilt  unknown  I 
How  ill  exchang'd  for  riper  times, 
To  feel  the  follies,  or  the  crimes, 

Of  others,  or  my  own  t 
Ye  tiny  elves  that  guiltless  sport, 

Like  linnets  tn  the  bush, 
Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court. 
When  manhood  is  your  wish  I 
The  losses,  the  crosses, 

That  active  man  engage ; 
The  fears  all,  the  tears  all. 
Of  dim  declining  Age  1 


TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON.  ESQ.,  MAUCHLINE, 
Recommending  a  Boy, 

Mossgaville,  May  3, 1^6. 
I  HOLD  it,  sir,  my  bounden  duty 
To  warn  you  how  that  Master  Tootic, 

Alias,  Laird  M'Gaun, 
Was  here  to  hire  yon  lad  away 
'Bout  whom  ye  spak  the  tither  day. 
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An'  wad  hae  don't  aff  han' ; 
But  lest  he  learn  the  callan  tricks — 
An'  faith  I  muckle  doubt  him — 
Like  scrapin  out  auld  Crummte's  nicks. 
An'  tdlin  lies  about  them ; 
As  lieve  then,  I'd  have  then 

Your  clerkship  he  should  sair. 
If  sae  be  ye  may  be 
Not  fitted  otherwhere 

Akho'  I  say't,  he's  gleg  enough, 

An'  bout  a  house  that's  rude  an'  rough. 

The  boy  might  1  earn  to  swear ; 
But  then  wi'  you  he'll  be  sae  taught, 
An'  get  sic  fair  example  straught, 

I  hae  na  ony  fear. 
Ye'U  catechise  him,  every  quirk, 
An'  shore  him  wcel  wi'  hell; 
An'  gar  him  follow  to  the  kirk — 
Aye  when  ye  gang  yoursel. 
If  ye  then  maun  be  then 

Frae  hame  this  comin  Friday, 
Then  please  sir,  to  lea'e,  sir. 
The  orders  wi'  your  lady. 
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My  word  of  honour  I  hae  gi'en, 

In  Paisley  John's,  that  night  at  e'en. 

To  meet  the  warld's  worm ; 
To  try  to  get  the  twa  to  gree. 
An'  name  the  airles  an'  the  fee, 

In  legal  mode  an'  form : 
I  ken  he  weel  a  snick  can  draw. 

When  simple  bodies  let  him; 
An' if  a  Devil  be  at  a', 

In  faith  he's  sure  to  get  him. 
To  phrase  you  and  praise  you. 
Ye  ken  your  Laureat  scorns : 
The  pray'r  still  you  share  stil! 
Of  (frateful  Minstrel  Burns. 
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VERSIFIED  REPLY  TO  AN  INVITATION 

Six. 

Yours  this  ma  meat  I  unseml. 

And  faith  I'm  gay  and  hearty  t 
To  tell  the  truth  and  shame  the  deil, 

I  am  as  f  ou  as  Bartie : 
But  Foorsday,  sir,  my  promise  leal. 

Expect  me  o'  your  partie. 
If  on  a  beastic  I  can  speel, 
Or  hurl  in  a  cartie. 

Yours, 

RosEXT  Burns. 
Uadcblin,  Koniay  mghl,  to  o'clock. 


SONG— WILL  YE  GO  TO  THE  INDIES,  MY  MARY? 
Tune—"  WiU  ye  go  to  the  Ewe-Bughts.  Marion." 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 

And  leave  auld  Scotia's  shore  ? 
Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 

Across  th'  Atlantic's  roar  ? 

0  sweet  grows  the  lime  and  the  orange, 
And  the  apple  on  the  pine; 

But  a*  the  charms  o'  the  Indies 
Can  never  equal  thine. 

1  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  my  Maiy, 
I  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  be  true; 

And  sae  may  the  Heavens  forget  me. 
When  I  forget  my  vow  I 

O  plight  me  your  faith,  my  Mary, 
And  plight  me  your  lily-white  hand; 

O  plight  me  your  faith,  my  Mary, 
Before  I  leave  Scotia's  strand. 
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Wt  hae  plighted  our  troth,  my  Mary, 

In  mutual  affection  to  join; 
And  curst  be  the  c&usc  that  shall  part  us  I 

.The  hour  and  the  moment  o'  time  I 
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SONG— MY  HIGHLAND  LASSIE,  O 

Nae  gentle  dames,  tho'  ne'er  sae  fair. 
Shall  ever  be  my  muse's  care : 
Their  titles  a'  are  empty  show ; 
Gie  me  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

Chorus. — Within  the  glen  sac  bushy,  O, 
Aboon  the  plain  sae  rashy,  O, 

I  set  me  down  wi'  right  guid  will. 
To  sing  my  Highland  lassie,  O, 

0  were  yon  hills  and  valHes  mine. 
Yon  palace  and  yon  gardens  fine  1 
The  world  then  the  love  should  know 

1  bear  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

But  fickle  fortune  frowns  on  me, 
And  I  maun  cross  the  raging  sea  I 
But  while  my  crimson  currents  flow, 
I'll  love  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

Altho'  thro'  foreign  climes  I  range, 
I  know  her  heart  will  never  change, 
For  her  bosom  burns  with  honour's  glow. 
My  faithful  Highland  lassie,  O. 


For  her  I'll  dare  the  billow's  roar, 
For  her  I'll  trace  a  distant  shore. 
That  Indian  wealth  may  lustre  throw 
Around  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 
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She  has  my  heart,  she  has  my  hand. 

By  secret  troth  and  honour's  band  ! 

Tin  the  tnortal  stroke  shall  lay  tne  low. 

I'm  thine,  my  Highland  lassie,  0. 

Farewell  the  glen  sae  bushy,  O I 

Farewell  the  plain  sac  rashy,  0 1 

To  other  lands  I  now  must  go. 

To  sing  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

EPISTLE  TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND 

May—.  tySS, 

I  LANG  hae  thought,  my  youthfu'  friend, 

A  something  to  have  sent  you, 

Tho'  it  should  serve  nae  ither  enrf 

Than  just  a  kind  memento: 

But  how  the  subject-theme  may  guig'. 

Let  time  and  chance  determine; 

Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  a  sang : 

Perhaps  turn  out  a  sermon. 

Ye'U  try  the  world  soon  my  lad ; 

And,  Andrew  dear,  believe  me. 

Ye'lt  find  mankind  an  unco  squad. 

And  muckle  they  may  grieve  jre: 

For  care  and  trouble  set  your  thought. 

Ev'n  when  your  end's  attained ; 

And  a'  your  views  may  come  to  noughV 

^^^P- 

^H^ 

Where  cv'ry  nerve  is  strained. 

I'll  no  say,  men  are  villains  a'; 

The  real,  barden'd  wicked, 

Wha  hae  nae  check  but  human  law» 

Are  to  a  few  restridtcd ; 

But,  och  !  mankind  are  unco  weak^ 

An'  little  to  be  trusted; 
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If  self  the  wavering  balance  shake, 
If  s  rarely  right  adjusted  I 

Yet  they  wha  fa'  in  fortune's  strife. 

Their  fate  we  shouldna  censure  j 
For  still,  th'  important  end  of  life 

They  equally  may  answer ; 
A  man  may  hae  an  honest  heart, 

Tho'  poortith  hourly  stare  him ; 
A  man  may  tak  a  neibor's  part, 

Yet  hae  nae  cash  to  spare  him. 

Aye  free,  aff-han',  your  story  tell. 

When  wi'  a  bosom  crony ; 
But  stilt  keep  something  to  yoursel'. 

Ye  scarcely  tell  to  ony : 
Conceal  yoursel'  as  wcet's  ye  can 

Frae  critical  dissection ; 
But  keek  thro'  ev'ry  other  man, 

Wi'  sharpen'd,  sly  inspection. 

The  sacred  lowe  o'  weel-plac'd  love^ 

Luxuriantly  indulge  it ; 
But  never  tempt  th'  illicit  rove, 

Tho'  nacthing  should  divulge  it: 
I  waive  the  quantum  o'  the  sin, 

The  hazard  of  concealing; 
But,  och  I  it  hardens  a'  within, 

And  petrifies  the  fceUng ! 

To  catch  dame  Fortune's  golden  smile, 

Assiduous  wait  up>on  her; 
And  gather  gear  by  ev'ry  wile 

That's  justified  by  honour ; 
Not  for  to  hide  it  in  a  hedge. 

Nor  for  a  train  attendant; 
But  for  the  glorious  privilege 

Of  being  independent. 

The  fear  o'  hell's  a  hangman's  whip, 
To  haud  the  wretch  in  order ; 
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But  where  ye  feel  your  honcmr  grip. 
Let  that  aye  be  your  bonier ; 

Its  slightest  touches,  instant  paus«^ 
Debar  a'  side-pretences ; 

And  resolutely  keep  its  laws. 
Uncaring  consequences. 

The  great  Creator  to  revere. 

Must  sure  become  the  creature ; 
But  still  the  preaching  cant  forbear. 

And  ev'n  the  rigid  feature : 
Yet  ne'er  with  wits  profane  to  range. 

Be  complaisance  extended; 
An  atheist- laugh's  a  poor  exchange 

For  Deity  offended ! 

When  ranting  round  in  pleasure's  rin^. 

Religion  may  be  blinded ; 
Or  if  she  gie  a  random  sting. 

It  may  be  little  minded ; 
But  when  on  life  we're  tempest  diiv'n — 

A  conscience  but  a  canker — 
A  correspondence  fix'd  wi'  Heav'n, 

Is  sure  a  noble  anchor  1 


Adieu,  dear,  amiable  youth  I 

Your  heart  can  ne'er  be  wanting ! 
May  prudence,  fortitude,  and  truth. 

Erect  your  brow  undaunting ! 
In  ploughman  phrase,  "  God  send  you  spee^* 

Stil'  daily  to  grow  wiser ; 
And  may  ye  better  reck  the  rede. 

Then  ever  did  th'  adviser  1 
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ADDRESS  OF  BEELZEBUB 
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To  tb«  Ki|;bt  Hono arable  the  Earl  of  Breadalbane,  President  of  tlw 
BiBht  HoEonrable  and  Hcmourable  the  Highland  Society,  which  met 
OD  tfie  ,jjj  p(  ji^y  ]ggj  ,j  (1j^  Shakespeare,  Covent  Owdeo,  to  oon- 
*"*  *»y«  tnd  mettns  to  frustrate  the  iletigns  of  Art  hundred  High- 
ta^oerE,  mho,  as  the  Society  were  infonned  by  Mr.  H'Reniie  of 
ApplecToss,  were  so  audacious  as  to  attempt  an  escape  from  their 
"'■Bl  lords  aod  toasters  wb-ise  property  they  are,  by  emigrating 
^°i  the  lands  of  Mr.  Macdooald  at  Glengary  to  the  wilds  of 
'^"'^<^,  IB  narcb  of  that  faot^iStic  thing— ube^tv. 

Long  life,  niy  lord,  an'  health  be  yours, 
Unskaithed  by  hunger'd  Highland  boors; 
Lord  grant  me  nae  duddie,  desperate  beggar, 
Wi'  dirk,  claymore,  and  rusty  trigger, 
May  twit)  auld  Scotland  o'  a  life 
She  Hk€« — as  butchers  like  a  knife. 


Faith  you  and  Applecross  were  right 
To  keep  the  Hi|rbland  hounds  in  sight : 
I  doubt  na!  they  wad  bid  nae  better, 
Than  let  them  ance  out  owre  the  water. 
Then  up  among  thae  lakes  and  seas, 
They'll  raak  wiiat  rules  and  laws  they  please: 
Some  daring  Hancoke,  or  a  Franklin, 
May  set  their   Highland  bluid  a-ranklin; 
Some  Washington  again  may  head  them. 
Or  some   Montgomery,   fearless,   lead  them. 
Till  (God  knows  what  may  be  effected 
When  by  such  heads  and  hearts  directed). 
Poor  dunghill  sons  of  dirt  and  mire 
May  to  Patrician  rights  aspire ! 
Nae  sage  North  now,  nor  sager  Sackville, 
To  watch  and  premier  o'er  the  pack  vile, — 
An'  whare  will  ye  get  Howes  and  CUntons 
To  bring  them  to  a  right  repentance — 
To  cowe  the  rebel  generation. 
An'  save  the  honour  o'  the  nation? 
They,  an'  be  d — d!  what  right  hae  they 
To  meat,  or  sleep,  or  light  o'  day? 
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Far  I«« — to  riches,  pow'r,  or  freedom. 
But  what  your  lordship  likes  to  gie  them? 

But  hear,  my  lonl  I  Glcngary  bear  t 

Your  hand's  owre  light  to  them,  I  fear ; 

Your  factors,  grieves,  trustees,  and  bailies, 

I  canna  say  but  they  do  gaylics ; 

They  lay  aside  a'  tender  mercies. 

An*  tirl  the  hallions  to  the  birses ; 

Yet  while  they're  only  poind't  and  herriet, 

They'll  keep  their  stubborn  Higrhland  spirit: 

But  smash  them !  crash  them  a'  to  spails. 

An'  rot  the  dyvors  i'  the  julsl 

The  young-  dogs,  swinge  them  to  the  labour; 

Let  wark  an'  hunger  mak  them  sober  1 

The  hizztes,  if  they're  aughtUns  fawsont. 

Let  them  in  Drury-lane  be  lesson'd ! 

An'  if  the  wives  an*  dirty  brats 

Come  thigfin  at  your  doors  an'  yetts, 

FlaSin  wi'  duds,  an'  grey  wi'  beas', 

Frightin  away  your  ducks  an'  geese ; 

Get  out  a  horsewhip  or  a  jowler. 

The  langest  thong,  the  fiercest  growler, 

An'  gar  the  tatter'd  gjpsies  pack 

Wi'  a'  their  bastards  on  their  back ! 

Go  on,  my  Lord !  I  lang  to  meet  you. 

An'  in  my  house  at  hame  to  greet  you; 

Wi'  common  lords  ye  shanna  mingle. 

The  benraost  neuk  beside  the  ingle. 

At  my  right  han'  assigned  your  scat, 

'Tween  Herod's  hip  an'  Poly  crate; 

Or  (if  you  on  your  station  tarrow), 

Between  Almagro  and  Pizarro, 

A  seat,  I'm  sure  ye're  weel  deservln*t; 

An*  till  ye  come — ^your  humble  servant. 


BiiLziBtra. 


fimt  til,  A  mm  Mxndi  sf9» 
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A  DREAM 


or 


Thoo^ts,  word*,  and  deeds,  the  Statute  btsiuea  witb  reasoa; 
fittt  nuely  Drtami  were  ne'er  indicted  Treawn. 

On  readlDg,  in  the  public  papers,  the  Laureate's  Ode,  with  the 
©tiler  parade  of  June  4th,  1786,  the  Author  was  no  sooner  dropt 
uteep,  than  he  imagined  himself  transported  to  the  Birth-day 
Lertci  and.  ia  bis  dreaming  fancy,  made  the  following  Address: 

Guio-HOKNIn'  to  your  Majesty  ! 

May  Heaven  augment  your  blisses 
On  cv'ry  new  birth-day  yc  «e, 

A  bumble  poet  wishes. 
My  hardship  here,  at  your  L«ve« 

On  sic  a  day  as  this  is. 
Is  sure  an  uncouth  sight  to  see, 

Amaog  ihze  birth-day  dresses 

Sac  fine  this  dajr. 

I  see  ye're  complimented  thrang. 

By  raony  a  lord  an'  lady ; 
"  God  save  the  King  "  's  a  cuckoo  uag 

That's  tioco  easy  said  aye : 
The  poets,  top,  a  venal  gang, 

Wi'  rhyroei  wcel-tuni'd  an'  ready. 
Wad  gsr  yoa  trow  ye  ne'er  do  wrang, 

Bat  ajc  oncmng  steady. 

On  Bc  A  day. 


Forrae!  before  a  monarcfa's  face, 

Et's  dxre  I  wimia  fiatter; 
For  ndtber  peonon,  poat,  dot  fiaee, 

Aai  I  TOO- btanUe  dditor : 
SiVBae  rdectioa  onyoar  Grace, 

Yoar  Kiogihip  to  bespatter; 
fflMre^s  mtooj  waar  been  o"  the  race; 
better 
I  you  nit  ot^m 
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Tis  very  true,  my  sovereign  King, 

My  skill  may  weel  be  doubted ; 
But  facts  are  chiels  that  winna  ding. 

An'  downa  be  disputed : 
Your  royal  nest,  beneath  your  wing, 

Is  e'en  right  reft  and  clouted, 
And  now  the  third  part  o'  the  string. 

An'  less,  will  gang  aboot  it 

Than  did  ae  d*y.* 

Far  be't  frae  me  that  1  aspire 
To  blame  your  legislation, 
Or  say,  ye  wisdom  want,  or  fire^ 

To  rule  this  mighty  nation; 
But  faith !  I  muckle  doubt,  my  sir^ 

Ye've  trusted  ministration 
To  chaps  wha  in  a  barn  or  byre 

Wad  better  fifl'd  their  station 

Than  courts  yon  day. 

And  now  ye've  gien  auld  Britain  peace, 

Her  broken  shins  to  plaister. 
Your  sair  taxation  does  her  fleece. 

Till  she  has  scarce  a  tester : 
For  me,  thank  God,  my  li  fe's  a  lease, 

Nae  bargain  wearin  faster, 
Or  faith  !  I  fear,  that,  wi'  the  geese, 

I  shortly  boost  to  pasture 

I'  the  craft  some  day. 

I'tn  no  mistrusting  Willie  Pitt, 

When  taxes  he  enlarges, 
CAn'  Will's  a  true  guid  fallow's  get, 

A  name  not  envy  spairges), 
That  he  intend-,  to  pay  your  debt. 

An'  lessen  •*.'  your  charges; 
But,  God-sake  1  let  nae  saving  fit 

Abridge  your  bonie  barges 

An'  boats  this  day. 

■  Tbe  Anurlcan  coIsiki«  tud  recent!)  been  liMi 
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Adieu,  my  Liegrc  1  may  freedom  geek 

Btncath  your  high  protection; 
An'  may  ye  rax  Corruption's  neck, 

And  gie  her  for  dissection  ! 
But  since  I'm  here,  I']!  no  neglect. 

In  loyal,  true  afifection, 
To  pay  your  Queen,  wi'  due  respect. 

My  fealty  an'  subjection 

This  great  birth-day. 

Hail,  Majesty  most  Excellent  I 

While  nobles  strive  to  please  ye. 
Will  ye  accept  a  compliment, 

A  simple  poet  gies  ye  ? 
Thae  bonie  bairntlme,  Heav'n  has  lent. 

Still  higher  may  they  heeae  ye 
In  blisf,  till  fate  some  day  is  sent. 

For  ever  to  release  ye 

Frae  care  that  day. 

For  you,  young  Potentate  o'  Wales, 

I  tell  your  highness  fairly, 
Down  Pleasure's  stream,  wi'  sweUing  sails, 

I'm  tauld  ye're  dri«ng  rarely; 
But  some  day  ye  may  gnaw  your  nails. 

An'  curse  your  folly  sairly. 
That  e'er  ye  brak  Diana's  pales, 

Or  rattl'd  dice  wi'  Charlie 

By  night  or  day. 

Yet  aft  a  ragged  cowt's  been  known, 

To  mak  a  noble  aiver ; 
So,  ye  may  doucely  fill  the  throne. 

For  a'  their  clish-ma-clavet : 
There,  him*  at  Agincourt  wha  shone. 

Few  better  were  or  braver ; 
And  yet,  wi'  funny,  queer  Sir  John,* 

He  was  an  unco  shaver 

For  mony  a  day. 

•  Kin*  Henry  V.~S,  B. 
*Sir  Jeba  FiliuS,  t/id.  Sbtkopeare.— A.  B. 
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For  you,  right  rev 'rend  Osnaburg, 

Nane  sets  the  lawn-sleeve  sweeter, 
Altho'  a  ribbon  at  your  lug 

Wad  been  a  dress  completer : 
As  ye  disown  yon  paughty  dog. 

That  bears  the  keys  of  Peter, 
Then  swith  !  an'  get  a  wife  to  hug. 

Or  trowth,  ye'll  stain  the  mitre 

Some  luckless  day  1 

Young,  royal  tarry-breeks,  I  learn, 

Ye've  lately  come  athwart  her— 
A  glorious  galley,'  stem  and  stem, 

Weel  rigg'd  for  Venus'  barter; 
But  first  hang  out,  that  she'll  discern. 

Your  hymeneal  charter ; 
Then  heave  aboard  your  grapple  aim. 

An',  large  upon  her  quarter. 

Come  full  that  day. 

Ye,  lastly,  bonie  blossoms  a'. 

Ye  royal  lasses  dainty, 
Hcav'n  mak  you  guid  as  weel  as  braw. 

An'  gie  you  lads  a-plenty  I 
But  sneer  na  British  boys  awa  1 

For  kings  are  unco  scant  aye. 
An'  German  gentles  are  but  sma'. 

They're  better  just  than  want  aye 
On  ony  day. 

Gad  bless  you  a'  1  consider  now. 

Ye 're  unco  muckle  dautit ; 
But  ere  the  course  o'  life  be  through. 

It  may  be  bitter  sautit ; 
An'  I  hac  seen  their  coggie  fou. 

That  yet  hae  tarrow't  at  it. 
But  or  the  day  was  done,  I  trow, 

The  laggen  they  hae  clauttt 

Fu'  clean  that  day. 

•  Alluding  to  the  newsoapcr  account  of  ■  ceruin  Royal  nilor'j  ammtr.-' 
J?.  B.  Thii  waji  Prince  WillUio  Henry,  third  <oa  of  George  in.  (fterwar 
Kim  WilJiiuii  IV. 
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A  DEDICATION 
To  Gavin  Hatnil&in,  Elsq. 

Expect  na,  sir.  in  this  narration, 
A  flecchin,  fleth'rin  Dedication, 
To  roose  you  up,  an'  ca'  you  guid, 
An'  sprung  o'  great  an'  noble  bluid. 
Because  ye're  surnam'd  like  His  Grac^^ 
Perhaps  related  to  the  race: 
Then,  when  I'm  tir'd  and  sae  are  ye, 
Wi'  raony  a  fulsome,  sinfu'  lie, 
Set  up  a  face  how  I  stop  short, 
For  fear  your  modesty  be  hurt. 

This  may  do— maun  do,  sir.  wi'  them  wha 
Maun  please  the  great  folk  for  a  wamefou; 
For  me !  sae  laigh  I  need  na  bow, 
For,  Lord  be  thankit,  I  can  plough ; 
And  when  I  downa  yoke  a  naig, 
Then,  Lord  be  thankit,  I  can  beg; 
Sae  I  shall  say — an'  that's  nae  flatt'rii>— 
It's  just  sic  poet  an'  sic  patron. 

The  Poet,  some  guid  angel  help  him. 
Or  else,  I  fear,  some  ill  ane  skelp  him  t 
He  may  do  weel  for  a'  he's  done  yet. 
But  only — he's  no  just  begun  yet. 

The  Patron  (sir,  ye  maun  forgie  me; 
I  winna  lie,  come  what  will  o'  me). 
On  ev'ry  hand  it  will  allow'd  be, 
He's  just — nae  better  than  he  should  be. 

I  readily,  and  freely  grant. 
He  downa  see  a  poor  man  want ; 
What's  no  his  ain,  he  winna  tak  it; 
What  ancc  he  says,  he  winna  break  it; 
Ought  he  can  lend  he'fl  no  refus't. 
Till  aft  hU  guidness  is  abus'd ; 
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And  rascals  whiles  that  do  him  wrang, 
Ev'n  that,  he  does  na  mind  it  lang ; 

As  master,  landlord,  husband,  father. 
He  does  na  fail  his  part  in  either. 

But  then,  nae  thanks  to  him  for  a'  that; 
Nae  godly  symptom  ye  can  ca'  that ; 
It's  naething  but  a  milder  feature 
Of  our  poor,  sinf u',  corrupt  nature : 
Ye'll  get  the  best  o'  moral  works, 
'Mang  black  Gentoos,  and  pagan  Turks, 
Or  hunters  wild  on  Ponotaxi, 
Wha  never  heard  of  orthodoxy. 
That  he"s  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need, 
The  gentleman  in  word  and  deed, 
It's  no  thro'  terror  of  damnation; 
It's  just  a  carnal  inclination. 

Morality,  thou  deadly  bane. 
Thy  tens  o'  thousands  thou  hast  slain  I 
Vain  is  his  hope,  whasc  stay  an'  trust  is 
In  moral  mercy,  truth,  and  justice  1 

No — stretch  a  point  to  catch  a  plack : 
Abuse  a  brother  to  his  back ; 
Steal  through  the  winnock  frae  a  whore. 
But  point  the  rake  that  taks  the  door; 
Be  to  the  poor  like  ony  whunstane. 
And  baud  their  noses  to  the  grunstane ; 
Ply  ev'ry  art  o'  legal  thieving ; 
No  matter — stick  to  sound  believing. 

Learn  three-mile  pray'rs,  an'  half-mile  graces, 
Wi'  wecl-spread  looves,  an'  lang,  wry  faces ; 
Grunt  up  a  solemn,  lengthen 'd  groan. 
And  damn  a'  parties  but  your  own; 
I'll  warrant,  then  ye 're  nae  deceiver, 
A  steady^  sturdy,  staunch  believer, 

O  ye  wha  leave  the  springs  o'  Calvin, 
For  guinlie  dubs  of  your  ain  delvin  I 
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Ye  ions  of  Heresy  and  Error, 
Ye'U  some  day  squeel  in  quaking  terror. 
When  Vengeance  draws  the  sword  in  wrath. 
And  in  the  &re  throws  the  sheath ; 
When  Ruin,  with  his  sweeping  besom. 
Just  frets  till  Heav'n  commission  gies  him ; 
While  o'er  the  harp  pale  Misery  mo&ns, 
And  strikes  the  ever-deep'ning  tones, 
StUl  louder  shrieks  and  heavier  groans  I 

Your  pardon,  sir,  for  this  dt^esstoQ: 
I  maiit  forpit  my  Dedication ; 
Btit  when  divinity  comes  'cross  me. 
My  readers  still  arc  sure  to  lose  me. 

So,  sir,  you  see  'twas  nae  daft  vapour; 
But  I  maturely  thought  it  proper, 
When  a'  my  works  I  did  review, 
To  dedicate  them,  tir,  to  you  i 
Because  (ye  need  na  tak  it  ill ) , 
I  thought  them  something  like  yoursel*. 

Then  patronize  them  wi'  your  favor. 
And  your  petitioner  shall  ever — — 
I  had  amaist  said,  ever  pray. 
But  that's  a  word  I  need  na  say ; 
For  prayin,  I  hae  little  skill  o't. 
I'm  baith  dead-swecr,  an'  wretched  iU  o't| 
But  I'se  repeat  each  poor  man's  pra/r. 
That  kens  or  hears  about  you,  sir. 

"  May  ne'er  Misfortune's  gowling  bark. 
Howl  thro'  the  dwelling  o'  the  clerk  [ 
May  ne'er  his  gen'rous,  honest  heart. 
For  that  same  gen'rous  spirit  smart  I 
May  Kennedy's  far-honour'd  name 
Lang  beet  his  hymeneal  flame, 
Till  Hamiltons,  at  least  a  dizzen. 
Are  frae  their  nuptial  labours  risen; 
Five  booie  lasses  round  their  table, 
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And  sev'n  braw  fellows,  stout  an*  able. 
To  serve  their  king  an'  country  weel, 
By  word,  or  pen,  or  pointed  steel  I 
May  health  and  peace,  with  mutual  rays. 
Shine  on  the  ev'ning  o'  his  days; 
Till  his  wee,  curlie  John's  ier-oe. 
When  ebbing  life  nae  mair  shall  flow. 
The  last,  sad,  mournful  rites  bestow  I" 

I  will  not  wind  a  lang  conclusion. 

With  complimentary  effusion ; 
But,  whilst  your  wishes  and  endeavours 
Are  blest  with  Fortune's  smiles  and  favours. 
I  am,  dear  sir,  with  zeal  most  fervent. 
Your  much  indebted,  humble  servant. 

But  if  (which  Pow'rs  above  prevent) 
That  iron-hearted  carl,  Want, 
Attended,  in  his  grim  advances. 
By  sad  mistakes,  and  black  mischances, 
While  hopes,  and  joys,  and  pleasures  fly  hlin, 
Make  you  as  poor  a  dog  as  I  am, 
Your  "  humble  servant  "  then  no  more ; 
For  who  would  humbly  serve  the  poor? 
But,  by  a  poor  man's  hopes  in  Heav'nl 
While  recollection's  pow'r  is  giv'n — 
If,  in  the  vale  of  humble  life, 
The  victim  sad  of  fortune's  strife, 
I,  thro'  the  tender-gushing  tear, 
Should  recognise  my  master  dear ; 
If  friendless,  low,  we  meet  together, 
Thea,  sir,  your  hand — my  friend  and  brother  I 


VERSIFIED   NOTE  TO  DR.   MACKENZIE; 
MAUCHLINE 

Friday  first's  the  day  appointe<] 
By  the  Right  Worsh^ful  anointed. 


To  hold  our  grand  procession ; 
To  get  a  blad  o'  Johnie's  morals, 
And  taste  a  swatch  o'  Manson's  barrels 

r  the  way  of  our  profession. 
The  Master  and  the  Brotherhood 

Would  a'  be  glad  to  see  you; 
For  me  I  would  be  mair  than  proud 
To  share  the  mercies  wi'  you. 
If  Death,  then,  wi'  skaith  then, 
Some  mortal  heart  is  hechtin. 
Inform  him,  and  storm  him, 
That  Saturday  you'U  fecht  him. 


RoBESX  BCKtfS, 


i,  Am.  M.  579ft 


THE  FAREWELL 
To  the  Brethren  of  St.  James's  Lodge,  Tarboltoo. 
TiMM — "  Goodaigbt,  and  joy  be  wi'  y«u  a'-" 

Adieu  !  a  heart -warm  fond  adieu; 

Dear  brothers  of  the  myiXic  lie  I 
Ye  favoured,  enitghten'd  few, 

Companions  of  my  social  joy; 
Tho'  I  to  foreign  lands  must  hic^ 

Pursuing  Fortune's  slidd'ry  ba'; 
With  melting  heart,  and  brimful  eye, 

I'll  mind  you  still,  tho'  far  awa. 

Oft  have  I  met  your  social  band. 

And  spent  the  cheerful,  festive  night; 
Oft,  bonour'd  with  supreme  command. 

Presided  o'er  the  sons  of  light: 
And  by  that  hieroglyphic  bright, 

Which  none  but  Craftsmen  ever  saw 
Strong  Mem'ry  on  my  heart  shall  write 

Those  happy  scenes,  when  far  awa. 
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May  Freedom,  Harmony,  and  Lov^ 

Unite  you  in  the  grand  Dtsigtt, 
Beneath  th'  Omniscient  Eye  above, 

The  glorious  Architect  Divitie, 
That  you  may  keep  th'  unerriug  line. 

Still  rising  by  the  plummet's  taw. 
Till  Order  bright  completely  thine, 

Shall  be  my  pray'r  when  fat  Bwa. 

And  you,  farewell!  whose  merits  claim 

Justly  that  highest  badge  to  wear: 
Heav'n  bless  your  honour'd  noble  name. 

To  Maionry  and  Scotia  dear! 
A  last  request  permit  me  here, — 

When  yearly  ye  assemble  a'. 
One  round,  I  ask  it  with  a  tear. 

To  him,  ike  Bard  that's  far  awa. 


ON  A  SCOTCH  BARD 
Gone  to  the  West  Indies. 

A'  VI  wha  live  by  sowps  o'  drink, 
A'  ye  wha  live  by  crambo-clink, 
A'  ye  wha  live  and  never  think, 

Come,  mourn  wi'  mel 
Ouf  billie  's  gien  us  a'  a  jink, 

An'  owre  the  sea  1 

Lament  him  a'  ye  rantin  core, 
Wha  dearly  like  a  random  splore ', 
Nac  mair  he'll  join  the  merry  roar, 

In  social  key ; 
For  now  he's  taen  anithcr  shore, 

An'  owrc  the  sea  t 

The  bonie  lasses  weel  may  wtss  him, 
And  in  their  dear  petitions  place  him; 
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The  widows,  wives,  an'  a'  may  blesa  him 
Wi'  tearfu'  ee ; 

For  wecl  I  wat  they  11  sairly  miss  him 
That's  owre  the  sea ! 

0  Fortune,  they  hae  room  to  grumble  I 
Hadst  thou  taen  aff  some  drowey  bummle, 
UTia  can  do  nought  but  fyke  an'  fumble, 

'Twad  been  nae  plea ; 
But  he  was  gleg  as  ony  wumble. 

That's  owre  the  sea  I 

Auld,  cantie  Kyle  may  weepers  wear, 
An'  stain  them  wi'  the  saut,  saut  tear; 
'Twill  mak  her  poor  auld  heart,  1  fear. 

In  flinders  flee: 
He  was  her  Laureat  mony  a  year, 

That"*  owre  the  tea ! 

He  saw  Misfortune's  cauld  nor-west 
Lang  mustering  up  a  bitter  blast; 
A  jillet  brak  his  heart  at  last, 

III  may  she  be ! 
So,  took  a  berth  afore  the  mast, 

An'  owre  the  sea. 

To  tremble  under  Fortune's  cummock. 
On  scarce  a  bellyfu'  o'  drummock, 
Wi'  his  proud,  independent  stomach. 

Could  ill  agree; 
So,  row't  his  hurdies  in  a  hammock. 

An'  owre  the  sea. 


nt 


He  ne'er  was  glen  to  great  misguidin. 
Yet  coin  his  pouches  wad  na  bide  in ; 
Wi'  him  it  ne'er  was  under  hidin ; 

He  dealt  it  free : 
The  Muse  was  a'  that  he  took  pride  in. 

That's  owre  the  sea. 
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Jamaica  bodies,  use  him  weel. 
An'  hap  him  jn  a  cozie  biel : 
Yell  find  him  aye  a  dainty  chiel, 

An'  fou  o'  glee : 
He  wad  na  wrang'd  the  vera  dcil. 

That's  owre  tht  sea. 

Fare  weel,  my  rhyme-composing  billie ! 
Your  native  soil  was  right  ilt-willie; 
But  may  ye  flourish  like  a  lily, 

Now  boniliet 
I'll  toast  you  in  my  hindmost  gillie, 

Tho'  owre  the  sea ! 


SONG.— FAREWELL  TO  ELIZA 
Turn—' '  Gil  doroy.  • ' 

Fkom  thee,  Eliza,  I  must  go, 

And  from  my  native  shore ; 
The  cruel  fates  between  us  throw 

A  boundless  ocean's  roar : 
But  boundless  oceans,  roaring  wide. 

Between  ray  love  and  me. 
They  never,  never  can  divide 

My  heart  and  soul  frotn  thee. 

Farewell,  farewell,  Eliza  dear. 

The  maid  that  I  adore ! 
A  boding  voice  is  in  mine  ear. 

We  part  to  meet  no  more  1 
But  the  latest  throb  that  leaves  my  heart, 

While  Death  stands  victor  by, — 
That  throb,  Eliza,  is  thy  part. 

And  thine  that  latest  sigh  1 


A  BARD'S  EPITAPH 

Is  there  a  whim-inspired  fool, 

Owre  fast  for  thought,  owre  hot  for  rule. 
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Owre  blate  to  s«ek,  owre  proud  to  snool, 
Let  him  draw  near; 

And  owre  this  grassy  heap  sing  dool. 
And  drap  a  tear. 

Is  there  a  bard  of  rustic  song, 

Who,  noteless,  steals  the  crowds  among, 

That  weekly  this  area  throng, 

O,  pass  not  by ! 
But,  with  a  frater-fecling  strong, 

Here  heave  a  sigh. 

Is  there  a  man,  whose  judgment  clear 
Can  others  teach  the  course  to  steer, 
Yet  runs,  himself,  life's  mad  career. 

Wild  as  the  wave, 
Here  pause — and,  thro'  the  starting  tear. 

Survey  this  grave. 

The  poor  inhabitant  below 

Was  quick  to  learn  and  wise  to  know. 

And  keenly  felt  the  friendly  glow. 

And  softer  flame; 
But  thoughdess  follies  laid  him  low. 

And  stain'd  his  name  I 

Reader,  attend !  whether  thy  soul 
Soars  fancy's  flights  beyond  the  pole, 
Or  darkling  grubs  this  earthly  hole. 
In  low  pursuit: 
Know,  prudent,  cautious,  self-control 
Is  wisdom's  root 


EPITAPH  FOR  ROBERT  AIKEN,  ESQl 

Know  thou,  O  stranger  to  the  fame 
Of  this  much  lov'd,  much  honoured  name  I 
(For  none  that  knew  him  need  be  told) 
A  warmer  heart  death  ne'er  made  cold. 


tx 


KOBBRT  BURNS 


EPITAPH  FOR  GAVIN  HAMILTON.  ESQ. 

The  poor  man  weeps — here  Gavin  sleeps, 
^Tiom  canting  wretches  blam'd; 

But  with  such  fts  he,  where'er  he  be, 
May  I  be  sav'd  or  d — dl 


EPITAPH  ON  "WEE  JOHNIE' 
Hie  Jaett  wt*  Johni*. 

Wboe'ir  thou  art,  O  reader,  know 
That  Death  has  tnurder'd  Johnie; 

An'  here  his  body  lies  fu'  low; 
For  saul  he  ne'er  had  ony. 


THE   LASS   O'  BALLOCHMYLE 
Tunt — ^"Ettricfe  Banks." 

TwAS  even — the  dewy  fields  were  g^reen, 

On  every  blade  the  pearls  hang; 
The  zephyr  wanton'd  round  the  bean. 

And  bore  its  fragrant  sweets  alang: 

In  ev'ry  glen  the  mavis  sang. 
All  nature  list'ning  seeni'd  the  while, 

Ejtcept  where  greenwood  echoes  rang, 
Amang  the  braes  o'  Ballochtnyle. 

With  careless  step  I  onward  stray 'd. 

My  heart  rejoic'd  in  nature's  joy. 
When,  musing  in  a  lonely  glade, 

A  maiden  fair  I  chanc'd  to  Spy: 

Her  look  was  like  the  morning'a  eye, 
Her  air  like  nature's  vema!  smile: 

Perfection  whisper'd.  passing  by, 
**  Behold  the  lass  a'  Ballochmvlel"" 
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Fair  is  the  mom  in  flowery  Maj% 
And  »weet  is  night  in  autumn  mild; 

"When  roving  thro'  tlie  garden  gay, 
Or  wandTing  in  the  lonely  wild: 
But  woman,  nature's  darling  child  1 

There  all  her  charms  she  does  compile; 
Even  there  her  other  works  are  foll'd 

By  the  bonte  lass  o'  Bailochmyle. 

O  had  she  been  a  country  maid, 
And  I  the  happy  country  swain. 

The'  sheltcr'd  in  the  lowest  shed 
That  ever  rose  on  Scotland's  plain  I 
Thro'  weary  winter's  wind  and  rain, 

With  joy,  with  rapture,  I  would  toil; 
And  nightly  to  my  bosom  strain 

The  bonie  lass  o'  Bailochmyle. 

Then  pride  might  climb  the  slipp'ry  steep. 
Where  fame  and  honours  lofty  shine; 

And  thirst  of  gold  might  tempt  the  deep. 
Or  downward  seek  the  Indian  min«: 
Give  me  the  cot  below  the  pine, 

To  tend  the  flocks  or  tilJ  the  soil; 
And  ev'ry  day  have  Joys  divine 

With  the  bonte  lass  o'  BallochmylQ. 


UNES  TO  AN  OLD  SWEETHEART 

Once  fondly  lov'd,  and  still  rcmember'd  dear. 

Sweet  early  object  of  my  youthful  vows, 
Accept  this  mark  of  friendship,  warm,  sinccfe. 

Friendship !  'tis  all  cold  duty  now  allows. 
And  when  you  read  the  simple  artless  rhymes. 

One  friendly  sigh  for  him — ^he  asks  no  more. 
Who,  distant,  burns  in  flaming  torrid  climes, 

Or  haply  lies  beneath  th'  Atlantic  roar. 
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MOTTO  PREFIXED  TO  THE  AUTHOR'S  FIRST 
PUBLICATION 

The  simple  Bard,  unbroke  by  rules  of  art. 

He  pours  the  wild  effusions  of  the  heart ; 

And  if  inspir'd  'tis  Nature's  pow'rs  inspire; 

Hcr's  all  the  melting  thriil,  and  her's  the  kindling  fire. 


LINES  TO  MR.  JOHN  KENNEDY 

Farewell,  dear  friend !  may  guid  luck  hit  you, 
And  'mang  her  favourites  admit  you : 
If  e'er  Detraction  shore  to  smit  you, 

May  nane  believe  him. 
And  ony  deil  that  thinks  to  get  you, 

Good  Lord,  deceive  him  I 


LINES  WRITTEN  ON  A  BANKNOTE 

Wae  worth  thy  power,  thou  cursed  leaf. 

Fell  source  o'  a'  my  woe  and  grief; 

For  lack  o'  thee  I've  lost  my  lass, 

For  lack  o'  thee  I  scrimp  my  glass : 

1  see  the  children  of  affliction 

Unaided,  through  thy  curst  restrictioa: 

I've  seen  the  oppressor's  cruel  smile 

Amid  his  hapless  victim's  spoil ; 

And  for  thy  potence  vainly  wished, 

To  crush  the  villain  in  the  dust: 

For  lack  o'  tbee,  I  leave  this  much-Iov'd  shore, 

Never,  perhaps,  to  greet  old  Scotland  more. 

R.B. 

Ktia 


STANZAS  ON  NAETHING 
Extempore  Epistle  to  Gavin  Miunilton,  Esq. 

To  you,  sir,  this  summons  I've  sent. 
Pray,  whip  till  the  pownie  is  freathing; 

But  if  you  demand  what  I  want, 
I  honestly  answer  you — naething. 

Ne'er  scorn  a  poor  Poet  like  me. 
For  idly  just  living  and  breathing, 

While  people  of  every  degree 
Arc  busy  employed  about — nacthing. 

Poor  CentTim-per-centuro  may  fast. 
And  grumble  his  hurdies  their  daithing, 

Hell  find,  when  the  balance  is  cast. 
He's  gane  to  the  devil  for — naething. 

The  courtier  cringes  and  bows, 
Ambition  has  likewise  its  plaything; 

A  coronet  beams  on  his  brows ; 
And  what  is  a  coronet — naething. 


Some  quarrel  the  Presbyter  gown, 
Some  quarrel  Episcopal  graithing; 

But  every  good  fellow  will  own 
Their  quarrel  is  a'  about — naething. 


The  lover  may  sparkle  and  glow. 
Approaching  his  bonie  bit  gay  thing; 

But  marriage  will  soon  let  him  know 
He's  gotten — a  buskit  up  naething. 

The  Poet  may  jingle  and  rhyme. 
In  hopes  of  a  laureate  wreathing, 

And  when  he  has  wasted  his  time, 
He's  kindly  rewarded  wi' — naething. 
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The  thundering'  bully  may  rage. 
And  swagger  and  swear  like  a  heathen: 

But  collar  him  fast,  I'll  engage, 
Voull  find  that  his  courage  is— oaelhing. 

Last  night  wi'  a  feminine  whig — 

A  poet  she  couldna  put  faith  ta ; 
But  soon  we  grew  lovingly  big'. 

I  taught  her,  her  terrors  were  naeihing. 

Her  whig^hjp  was  wonderful  pleased. 
But  charmingly  tickled  wi'  ae  thinf, 

Her  fingers  I  lovingly  tque^ied. 
And  kissed  her,  and  proiius«d  her — nacthing. 

The  priest  anathemas  may  threat — 
Predicament,  «ir,  that  we're  baith  in; 

But  when  honoor's  rCTeil!*  is  beat. 
The  holy  artillery's  naethtng. 

And  now  I  must  mount  on  the  wave— 
My  voyage  perhaps  there  is  death  in; 

Bot  what  is  a  watery  grave  f 
The  drowning  a.  Poet  is  naethtnf . 

And  now,  as  grim  death's  in  my  thought. 
To  you,  sir,  I  make  this  bequeathing; 

My  service  as  long  as  ye've  ought. 
And  tay  friendship,  by  God,  when  ye*vft  naething. 


THE  FAREWELL 

Tbe  T»l(s9t.  ill  himself,  what  can  he  aufferf 

Or  what  does  he  regard  hi*  Mnglc  wo««? 

Bat  when,  ulas  I  5ie  multiplies  himself, 

To  dearer  netvM,  to  the  lov'd  tender  fair. 

To  thou  whose  bliss,  whose  beings  bacg  upon  hun. 

To  helpless  children, — then.  Oh  tben,  he  feeU 

The  point  of  misery  featerinK  in  his  heart. 

And  weakty  weeps  liis  fortunes  like  a  coward ; 

Such,  such  am  1 1 — utidone  I 

Thohsoh's  BdvmnI  «iirf  flJcMMv. 
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Fabewixl,  old  Scotia's  bleak  domains, 
Far  dearer  than  the  torrid  plains, 

Where  rich  ananas  blow  I 
Farewell,  a  mother's  blessing  dear  I 
A  brother's  sigh !  a  sister's  tear ! 
My  Jean's  heart-rending  throe  ! 
Farewell,  my  Bess  I  tho'  thou'rt  bereft 

Of  my  paternal  care, 
A  faithful  brother  I  have  left. 
My  part  in  him  thou'lt  share ! 
Adieu,  too,  to  you  too. 

My  Smith,  my  bosom  frien'; 
When  kindly  you  mind  me, 
O  then  befriend  ray  Jean ! 

What  bursting  anguish  tears  my  heart ; 
From  thee,  my  Jeany,  must  I  part! 

Thou,  weeping,  answ'rest — "  No  1 " 
Alas !  misfortune  stares  my  face. 
And  points  to  ruin  and  disgrace, 

I  for  thy  sake  must  go  I 
Thee,  Hamilton,  and  Aiken  dear, 

A  grateful,  warm  adieu: 
I,  with  a  much -indebted  tear. 
Shall  stilt  remember  you ! 
All  hail  then,  the  gale  then, 

Wafts  me  from  thee,  dear  shore  t 
It  rustles,  and  whiatles 
rU  never  see  thee  morel 


THE   CALF 

To  ite  Rev.  Jasics  Steve?^,  on  his  text.  Malachi,  ch.  iv.  vers.  a. 
nd  ye  shall  go  forth,  and  grow  up,  as  calves  of  the  stall." 

Right,  sir!  your  text  I'll  prove  It  true, 

Tho'  heretics  may  laugh ; 
For  instance,  there's  yourscl  just  now, 

God  knows,  *n  unco  coif. 


And  should  some  patron  be  so  kind. 

As  bless  you  wi'  a  kirk, 
I  doubt  na,  sir,  but  then  we'll  find, 
Ye're  still  as  great  a  sHrk. 


But,  if  the  lover's  raptur'd  hour. 

Shall  ever  be  your  lot. 
Forbid  it,  ev'ry  heavenly  Power, 

You  e'er  should  be  a  sMt 

Tho'  when  sorae  kind  eonnubial  dear 

Your  but-and-ben  adorns. 
The  like  has  been  that  you  may  wear 

A  noble  head  of  horns. 

And,  in  your  lug,  most  reverend  James, 

To  hear  you  roar  and  rowt, 
Few  men  o'  sense  will  doubt  your  claims 

To  rank  amang  the  nowt. 

And  when  ye're  number'd  wi'  the  dead. 

Below  a  grassy  hillock, 
With  justice  they  may  mark  your  head— 

"  Here  lies  a  famous  bullock  I " 


NATURE'S  LAW— A  POEM 

Humbly  inscribed  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  Esq. 

•Greit  Nature  spoke  i  obsenrant  man  obey'd" — Pen, 

Lett  other  heroes  boast  their  scars, 

The  marks  of  sturt  and  strife: 
And  other  poets  sing  of  wars. 

The  plagues  of  human  life: 
Shame  fa'  the  fun,  wi'  sword  and  gun 

To  slap  mankind  like  lumber! 
I  sing  his  name,  and  nobler  fame, 

Wha  multiplies  our  number. 
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Great  Nature  spoke,  with  air  twnign, 

"Go  on,  ye  humaa  race; 
This  lower  world  I  you  resign; 

Be   fruitful  and  increase. 
The  liquid  fire  of  strong  desire 

I've  pour'd  it  in  each  bosom; 
Here,  on  this  hand,  does  Mankind  stand. 

And  there  is  Beauty's  blossom." 

The  Hero  of  these  artless  strains, 

A  lowly  bard  was  he, 
Who  sung  his  rhymes  in  Cotla's  plains. 

With  meikle  mirth  an'  g!ee; 
Kind  Nature's  care  had  given  his  share 

Large,  of  the  flaming  current; 
And,  all  devout,  he  never  sought 

To  stem  the  sacred  torrent 
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He  felt  the  powerful,  high  behest 

Thrill,  vital,  thro'  and  thro'; 
And  sought  a  correspondent  breast. 

To  give  obedience  due: 
Propitious  Powers  screen 'd  the  young  flow'rs, 

From  mildews  of  abortion; 
And  low!  the  bard — a  great  reward — 

Has  got  a  double  portion  I 

Auld  cantie  Coil  may  count  the  day, 

As  annual  it  returns, 
The  third  of  Libra's  equal  sway, 

That  gave  another  Bums, 
With  future  rhymes,  an'  other  times. 

To  emulate  his  sire : 
To  sing  auld  Coil  in  nobler  style 

With  more  poetic  fire. 

Ye  Powers  of  peace,  and  peaceful  song, 

Look  down  with  gracious  eyes ; 
And  bless  auld  Coila,  large  and  long. 

With  multiplying  joys; 
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Lang  may  she  stand  to  prop  the  land. 
The  flow'r  of  ancient  nations; 

And  Burnses  spring,  her  fame  to  sing. 
To  endless  generations! 


SONG— WILLIE  CHALMERS 


Mr.  Chklmers,  a  f«ntlem«a  !□  Aynbira,  a  particular  friend  d 
mine,  asked  me  t<>  write  3.  poalic  epJEtle  to  a  young  la&j,  his  Dtil- 
cioea.  I  had  Mea  ber,  but  was  scarcely  acqaaioted  with  ber,  »ad 
wrote  as  followa:— 

Wi'  braw  new  branks  in  mickle  pride, 

And  eke  a  braw  new  brechan. 
My  Pegasus  I'm  ^t  astride. 

And  lip  Parnassus  pechin; 
Whiles  owre  a  bush  wi*  downward  crush, 

The  doited  beastie  stammers ; 
Then  up  he  gets,  and  off  he  sets. 

For  sake  o'  Willie  Chalmers. 

1  doubt  na,  lass,  that  weel  ken'd  name 

May  cost  a  pair  o'  blushes; 
I  am  nae  stranger  to  voiir  fame, 

Nor  his  warm  urg^d  wishes. 
Your  bonie  face  sae  mild  and  sweet. 

His  honest  heart  enamours, 
And  faith  yell  no  be  lost  >i  whit, 

Tho'  wair'd  on  Willie  Chalmers, 


Auld  Truth  hersel'  might  swear  yer'e  fair, 

And  Honour  safely  back  her; 
And  Modesty  assume  your  air. 

And  ne'er  a  anc  mistak  her; 
And  sic  twa  love-inspiring  ccn 

Might  fire  even  holy  palmers; 
•Kae  wonder  then  they've  fatal  been 

To  honest  WlUie  Chalmers. 
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I  doubt  na  fortune  may  you  shore 

Some  miro-mou'd  pouthcr'd  priestie, 
Fu'  lifted  up  wi'  Hebrew  lore. 

And  b&nd  upon  his  breastie: 
But  oh  I  what  signifies  to  you 

His  lexicons  and  grammars; 
The  feeling  heart's  the  royal  blue. 

And  thafs  wi'  Willie  Chalmers. 

Some  gapiti,  glowrin  countra  laird 

May  warsle  for  your  favour ; 
May  daw  his  lug,  and  straik  his  beard. 

And  hoast  up  some  palaver : 
My  bonie  maid,  before  ye  wed 

Sic  clumsy-witted  hammers, 
Seek  Heaven  for  help,  and  bareRt  sketp 

Awa  wi'  Willie  Chalmers. 

Forgive  the  Bard  1  my  fond  regard 

For  ane  that  shares  my  bosom, 
Inspires  my  Muse  to  gie  'm  his  dues 

For  deil  a  hair  I  roose  him. 
May  powers  aboon  unite  you  soon. 

And  fructify  your  amours, — 
And  every  year  come  in  mair  dear 

To  you  and  Willie  Chalmers. 


REPLY  TO  A  TRIMMING  EPISTLE  RECEIVED 
FROM  A  TAILOR 

What  ails  ye  now.  ye  lousie  bitch 
To  thresh  my  back  at  sic  a  pitch? 
Losh,  man  !  hae  mercy  wi'  your  natch, 

Your  bodkin's  bauJd ; 
I  didna  suffer  half  sae  much 

Frae  Daddie  Auid. 


MB  ROBEET  BURNS 

What  tbo'  at  times,  when  I  grow  era  use, 
I  gie  their  wames  a  random  pousc, 
Is  that  enough  for  you  to  souse 

Your  servant  sae  ? 
Gae  mind  your  seam,  ye  prick-the-loiose, 

An'  jag-the-flea ! 

King  David,  o'  poetic  brief, 
Wrocht  'mang  the  lasses  sic  mischief 
As  filled  his  after-life  wi'  grief. 

An'  bluidy  rants, 
An'  yet  he's  rank'd  amang  the  chief 

O'  lang-syne  saunts. 

And  maybe.  Tarn,  for  a'  my  cants, 
My  wicked  rhymes,  an'  drucken  rants, 
I'll  gie  auld  clovcn's  Clootie's  haunts 

An  unco  slip  yet. 
An'  snugly  sit  amang  the  saunts, 

At  Davie's  hip  yet  t 

But,  fegs !  the  session  says  I  maun 

Gae  fa'  upo'  anither  plan 

Than  garrin  lasses  coup  the  cran. 

Clean  heels  owcr  body. 
An'  sairly  thole  their  mother's  ban 

Afore  the  howdy. 

This  leads  me  on  to  tell  for  sport, 
How  I  did  wi'  the  Session  sort; 
Auld  Clinkum,  at  the  inner  port. 

Cried  three  times,  "  Robin  t 
Come  hither  lad,  and  answer  for't, 

Ye're  blam'd  for  jobbin  I ' 

Wi'  pinch  I  put  a  Sunday's  face  on. 
An'  snoov'dl  a wa  before  the  Session : 
I  made  an  open,  fair  confession — 

I  scom't  to  lee. 
An'  syne  Mess  John,  beyond  expression. 

Fell  foul  o'  me. 
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A  fomicator-Ioun  he  call'd  me, 
An'said  my  faut  frac  bliss  expell'd  me ; 
1  owa'd  the  tale  was  true  he  tell'd  nae, 

"  But,  what  the  matter? 
(Quo'  I)  I  fear  unless  ye  geld  mc, 

rU  ne'er  be  better  I" 

"  Geld  you !  (quo'  he)  an'  what  for  no  ? 
If  that  your  right  hand,  leg,  or  toe 
Should  ever  prove  yoar  sp 'ritual  foe. 

You  should  ranember 
To  cut  it  aS — an'  what  for  no 

Your  dearest  member?" 

"Na,  na,  (quo*  I,)  I'm  no  for  that. 
Gelding's  nae  better  than  'tis  ca't ; 
I'd  rather  suffer  for  my  faut 

A  hearty  fiewit, 
As  sair  o«Te  hip  as  ye  can  draVt, 

Tho'  I  should  rue  it 

"  Or,  gin  ye  like  to  end  the  bother. 
To  please  us  a' — I've  just  ae  itber — 
When  next  wi'  yon  lass  I  forgather. 

Whatever  betide  it, 
m  frankly  gie  her  't  a'  thegither, 

An'  let  ktr  guide  it" 

But,  sir,  this  pleas'd  them  warst  of  a', 
An'  therefore,  Tam,  when  that  I  saw, 
I  said  "  Gude  night,"  an'  cam'  awa'. 

An'  left  the  Session; 
I  aaw  th^  were  resolved  a' 

On  my  oppression. 
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THE  BRIGS  OF  AYR: 
A  Poem 

Inacri'bed  to  Josit  Ballaktiiie,  Esq^  Ajr, 

The  simple  Bard,  rough  at  the  rustic  plough. 

Learning  his  tuneful  trade  from  ev'ry  bough ; 

The  chanting  linnet,  or  the  mellow  thrush. 

Hailing  the  setting  sun,  sweet,  in  the  green  thorn  bush ; 

The  soaring  lark,  the  perching  red-breast  shrill. 

Or  deep-ton'd  plovers  grey,  wild -whistling  o'er  the  hill ; 

Shall  he — nurst  in  the  peasant's  lowly  shed, 

To  hardy  independence  bravely  bred. 

By  early  poverty  to  hardship  steel'd, 

And  train'd  to  arms  in  stem  Misfortune's  fielct— 

Shall  he  be  guilty  of  their  hireling  crimes, 

The  servile,  mercenary  Swiss  of  rhymes? 

Or  labour  hard  the  panegyric  close. 

With  all  the  venal  soul  of  dedicating  prose? 

No!  though  his  artless  strains  he  rudely  sings. 

And  throws  his  hand  uncouthly  o'er  the  strings. 

He  glows  with  all  the  spirit  of  the  Bard, 

Fame,  honest  fame,  his  great,  his  dear  reward. 

Still,  if  some  patron's  gen'rous  care  he  trace. 

Skill 'd  in  the  secret  to  bestow  with  grace ; 

When  Ballantine  befriends  his  humble  name. 

And  hands  the  rustic  stranger  up  to  fame. 

With  heartfelt  throes  his  grateful  bosom  swells. 

The  godlike  bliss,  to  give,  alone  excels. 


Twas  when  the  stacks  get  on  their  winter  hap. 
And  thack  and  rape  secure  the  toil-won  crap ; 
Potatoe-bings  are  snuggM  up  frae  skaith 
O'  coming  Winter's  biting,  frosty  breath; 
The  bees,  rejoicing  o'er  their  summer  toils, 
Unnumber'd  buds  aif  flow'rs'  delicious  spoils, 
SeaI'd  up  with  frugal  care  in  massive  waxen  piles. 
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'Are  doom 'd  by  Man,  that  tyrant  o'er  the  weak. 
The  death  o'  devils,  smoor'd  wi*  bnmstooe  redt : 
The  thundering  guns  are  heard  on  ev'ry  side. 
The  wounded  coveys,  reeling,  scatter  wide ; 
The  feather'd  field-mates,  bound  by  Nature's  tic, 
Sires,  mothers,  children,  in  one  carnage  lie: 
(What  warm,  poetic  heart  but  inly  bleeds. 
And  execrates  man's  savage,  ruthless  deedi !) 
Nae  niair  the  flow'r  in  field  or  meadow  springs, 
Nae  mair  the  grove  with  airy  concert  rings, 
Except  perhaps  the  Robin's  whistling  glee, 
Proud  o'  the  height  o*  some  bit  half-lang  tree : 
The  hoarj'  moms  precede  fhe  sunny  days, 
Mild,  calm,  serene,  wide  spreads  the  noontide  blaze, 
Wt^Ie  thick  the  gosamour  waves  wanton  in  the  rays. 

'Twas  in  that  season,  when  a  simple  Bard, 
Unknown  and  poor — simplicity's  reward  I — 
Ae  night,  within  the  ancient  brugh  of  Ayr, 
By  whim  inspir'd,  or  haply  prcst  wi'  care. 
He  left  his  bed.  and  took  his  wayward  route. 
And  down  by  Simpson'/  wheel'd  the  left  about i 
CWbether  iropeli'd  by  all-directing  Fate, 
To  witness  what  I  after  shall  narrate; 
Or  whether,  rapt  in  meditation  high. 
He  wander'd  out,  he  knew  not  where  or  why:) 
The  drowsy  Dungeon -clock'  had  n  umber 'd  two, 
And  Wallace  Tower"  had  sworn  the  fact  was  true : 
The  tidc-swo!n  firth,  with  su! ten-sounding  roar. 
Through  the  stilt  night  dash'd  hoarse  along  the  shore: 
All  else  was  hush'd  as  Nature's  closed  e'e; 
The  silent  moon  shone  high  o'er  tower  and  tree; 
The  chilly  frost,  beneath  the  silver  beam, 
Crept,  gently-crusting,  o'er  the  glittering  stream- 
When,  lo  !  on  either  hand  the  list'ning  Bard, 
The  clanging  sugh  of  whistling  wings  is  heard; 
Two  dusky  forms  dart  through  the  midnight  air, 

*  A  noi«(t  tavfm  it  the  Atild  Brij  eod. — R.  B. 
*Tlie  two  ncetif,^ILB. 
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Swift  as  the  gos'  drives  on  the  wheeling  hare; 

Anc  on  th'  Auld  Brig  his  airy  shape  uprears, 

The  other  flutters  o'er  the  rising  piers : 

Our  warlock  Rhymer  instantly  descried 

The  Sprites  that  owre  the  Brigs  of  Ayr  preside. 

(That  Bards  are  second-sighted  is  nac  joke. 

And  ken  the  hngo  of  the  sp'ritual  folk ; 

Fays,  Spunkies,  Kelpies,  a',  they  can  explain  them. 

And  even  the  very  deils  they  hrawly  ken  them). 

"  Auld  Brig  "  appear'd  of  ancient  Pictish  race. 

The  very  wrinkles  Gothic  in  his  face ; 

He  scem'd  as  he  wi*  Time  had  warstl'd  lang. 

Yet,  teughly  doure,  he  bade  an  unco  bang. 

"  New  Brig  "  was  buskit  in  a  braw  new  coat, 

That  he,  at  Lon'on,  frae  ane  Adams  got; 

In  's  hand  five  taper  staves  as  smooth  's  a  bead, 

Wi'  vjrls  and  whirlygigums  at  the  head. 

The  Goth  was  stalking  round  wish  anxious  search. 

Spying  the  tirae-wom  flaws  in  every  arch ; 

It  chanc'd  his  new-come  neibor  took  his  e'Cj 

And  e'en  a  vexed  and  angry  heart  had  he  1 

Wi'  thieveless  sneer  to  see  his  modish  mien. 

He,  down  the  water,  gics  him  this  guid-e'en: — 

Amj)  BxiG 

*'  I  doubt  na,  frien',  ye'll  think  yc're  nac  sheepshank, 
Ance  ye  were  strceta't  owre  frae  bank  to  bank  1 
But  gin  ye  be  a  brig  as  auld  as  me — 
Tho'  faith,  that  date,  I  douht,  ye'll  never  see — 
There'll  be,  if  that  day  come,  I'll  wad  a  boddle, 
Some  fewer  whigmaleeries  in  your  noddle." 


New  Brig 

"  Auld  Vandal !  ye  but  show  your  little  mense. 
Just  much  about  it  wi*  your  scanty  sense: 
Will  your  poor,  narrow  foot-path  of  a  street, 
Where  twa  whecl-barrows  tremble  when  they  meet, 

•  The  Gosliawk,  or  Fileon.— R.  B, 
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Your  nofl'd,  fataitas  biA  o'  usae  aad  Em^ 
Compare  vi'  boaiebri^  o*  Hwdgn  tfaae? 
There's  meo  of  tatfc  woa'd  tsk  the  Ducat  strexm,* 
Tbo'  tbejr  sboald  east  the  Ttry  saik  aod  swuo. 
E'er  tb^  wtxdd  gnte  dxir  fedqgs  wf  the  view 
O'  ate  aa  ogi^,  GolUc  IibIe  as  700." 


Adlb  Bkxc 


Coil, 


Hew  Bog 
Hie  I^-d  be  Ihiilill  Cbat  we've  At  *e  ^ate  ot! 


Racine  with  tfareafaiag  jst  &e  prec^kn; 


;t>fgw«  ««  l^,g»eT  Ayrv— «;  B. 
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O'cr-archiBf ,  mouldy,  gloom-insplfing  corta. 

Supporting  roofs,  fantastic,  stony  groves  ; 

Windows  snd  doors  in  narndess  sculptures  drest 

With  order,  symmetry,  or  tute  unblest ; 

Forms  like  Bonie  bedlam  Statuary's  dreatn, 

The  craz'd  creations  of  misguided  whim  ( 

Forms  might  be  worshipp'd  on  the  bended  knee. 

And  still  the  second  dread  command  be  free ; 

Their  likeness  is  not  found  on  earth,  in  air,  or  sea! 

Mansions  that  would  dis^ace  the  building  taste 

Of  any  mason  reptile,  bird  or  beast : 

Fit  only  for  a  doited  monkish  race, 

Or  frosty  maids  forsworn  the  dear  embrace. 

Or  cuifs  of  later  times,  wha  held  the  notion. 

That  sullen  gloom  was  sterling  true  devotion : 

Fancies  that  our  guid  Brugh  denies  protection. 

And  soon  may  they  expire,  unblest  wi*  resurrection ! ' 

AULD  BwG 

"  O  ye,  my  dear-rcmember'd,  ancient  ye«]ingg. 
Were  ye  but  here  to  share  my  wounded  feelings  I 
Ye  worth>  Provescs,  an'  many  a  Bailie, 
Wha  in  the  paths  o'  righteousness  did  toll  ayo; 
Ye  dainty  Deacons,  and  ye  douce  Convener*, 
To  whom  our  moderns  are  but  causey-cleanen ; 
Ye  godly  Councils,  wha  hae  blest  this  town ; 
Ye  godly  Brethren  o'  the  sacred  gown, 
Wha  meekly  gie  your  hurdles  to  the  smitert ; 
And  (what  would  now  be  strange),  ye  godly  Writers; 
A'  ye  douce  folk  I've  borne  a  boon  the  broo. 
Were  ye  but  here,  what  would  ye  sa>  or  do? 
How  would  your  spirits  groan  in  deep  vexation. 
To  see  each  melancholy  alteration ; 
And,  agonising,  curse  the  time  and  place 
When  ye  begat  the  base  degenerate  race ! 
Nae  langer  rev'rend  men,  their  country's  glory, 
In  plain  braid  Scots  hold  forth  a  plain  braid  itory ; 
Nae  langer  thrifty  citizens,  an'  douce, 
Meet  owre  a  pint,  or  in  the  Council-house; 
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^9ut  staumrcl,  corky-headed,  graceless  Gentry, 
~Xhe  herryment  and  ruin  of  the  country ; 
iilcn,  three-parts  made  by  tailors  and  by  barbers, 
"Wha  waste  your  wccl-hain'd  gear  on  d — 'd  new  brigs 
and  harbours ! " 

New  Brig 

"Now  haud  you  there !  for  faith  ye've  said  enough. 
And  iTiucklc  mair  than  ye  can  mak  to  throu|;h. 
Ai  for  your  Priesthood,  I  shall  say  but  little. 
Corbies  and  Clergy  are  a  shot  right  kittle: 
But,  under  favour  o'  your  langer  beard, 
Abuse  o'  Magistrates  might  weel  be  spar'dj 
To  liken  them  to  your  auld-warld  squad, 
I  must  needs  say,  comparison*  are  odd. 
In  Ayr,  wag>-wits  nae  mair  can  hae  a  handle 
To  mouth  '  a  Citizen,'  a  term  o'  scandal; 
Nae  mair  the  Council  waddles  down  the  street) 
In  all  the  pomp  of  ignorant  conceit ; 
Men  wha  grew  wise  priggin  owre  hops  and  raisins, 
Or  gathered  iib'ral  views  in  Bonds  and  Seisins: 
If  hapiy  Knowledge,  on  a  random  tramp, 
Had  shor'd  them  with  a  glimmer  of  his  lamp. 
And  would  to  Common-sense  for  once  betray 'd  them. 
Plain,  dull  Stupidity  slept  kindly  in  to  aid  them." 

What  farther  clish-ma-daver  might  been  said. 
What  bloody  wars,  if  Sprites  had  blood  to  shed, 
No  man  can  tell ;  but,  all  before  their  sight, 
A  fairy  train  appear'd  in  order  bright ; 
Adown  the  glittering  stream  they  featly  dane'd; 
Bright  to  the  moon  their  various  dresses  glanc'd: 
They  footed  o'er  the  wat'ry  glass  so  neat, 
The  infant  ice  scarce  bent  beneath  their  feet : 
While  arts  of  Minstrelsy  among  them  rung. 
And  soul-ennobling  Bards  heroic  ditties  sung. 

O  had  M'Lauchlan,''  thaim -inspiring  sage. 
Been  there  to  hear  this  heavenly  band  engage, 

'A  well-knotni  performer  oi  Scottish  inniic  on  tlic  Violiii.- 
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When  thro'  his  dear  strathspeys  they  bore  with  High- 
land rage  ; 
Or  when  they  struck  old  Scotia's  melting  airs. 
The  lover's  raptured  joys  or  bleeding  cares ; 
Bow  would  his  Highland  lug  been  nobler  fir'd. 
And  cv'd  his  matchless  hand  with  finer  touch  inspir*d  I 
No  guess  could  tell  what  instrument  appear'd. 
But  all  the  soul  of  Music's  self  was  heard ; 
Harmonious  concert  rung  in  every  part. 
While  simple  melody  pour'd  moving  on  the  heart. 

The  Genius  of  the  Stream  in  front  appears, 
A  venerable  Chief  advanc'd  in  years; 
His  hoary  head  with  water-lilies  crown'd. 
His  manly  leg  with  garter-tangle  bound. 
Next  came  the  loveliest  pair  in  all  the  ring, 
Sweet  female  Beauty  hand  in  hand  vdth  Spring; 
Then,  crovra'd  with  flow'ry  hay,  came  Rural  Joy, 
And  Summer,  with  his  fervid-beaming  eyej 
All-cheering  Plenty,  with  her  flowing  horn. 
Led  yellow  Autumn  wreath 'd  with  nodding  corn ; 
Then  Winter's  time-bleach'd  locks  did  hoary  show^ 
By  Hospitality  with  cloudless  brow: 
Next  followed  Courage  with  his  martial  stride. 
From  where  the  Feal  wild- woody  coverts  hide;* 
Benevolence,  with  raild,  benignant  air, 
A  female  form,  came  from  the  tow'rs  of  Stair  f 
Learning  and  Worth  in  equal  measures  trode, 
From  simple  Catrine,  their  long-lov'd  abode:" 
Last,  white-rob'd  Peace,  crown'd  with  a  haze)  wreath. 
To  rustic  Agriculture  did  bequeath 
The  broken,  iron  instruments  of  death: 
At  sig^t  of  whom  our  Sprites  forgat  their  kindling 
wrath. 


■  A  cojnplSniMit  to  the  Montgotseries  of  Coil*e!d,  oo  the  Fe«l  or  Fkitci 
t  tribiitarjr  of  the  Ayr. 
•  Mrs.  i)tcw«n  o(  S»ir,  >n  rarly  patroness  of  tht  poet, 
"  The  home  of  Profeuor  DogaJd  Siewut. 
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FRAGMENT  OF  SONG 

The  night  was  still,  and  o'er  the  hill 

The  moon  shone  on  the  castle  wa' ; 
The  mavis  sang,  while  dew-drops  hang 

.^ound  her  on  the  castle  wa' ; 
Sae  merrily  they  danced  the  ring 

Frae  eenin'  till  the  cock  did  craw ; 
And  aye  the  o'erword  o'  the  spring 

Was  "  Irvine's  bairns  are  bonie  a'." 


EPIGRAM  ON  ROUGH  ROADS 

I'm  now  arrived — thanks  to  the  gods  I — 

Thro'  pathways  rough  and  muddy, 
A  certain  sign  that  makin  roads 

Is  no  this  people's  study: 
Altho'  I'm  not  wi'  Scripture  cram'd, 

I'm  sure  the  Bible  says 
That  heedless  sinners  shall  be  damn'd. 

Unless  they  mend  their  ways. 


PRAYER— O  THOU  DREAD  POWER 

T^rfag  at  a  reveiend  friend's  house  one  night,  the  author  left  the 
foIViwing  TefMs  in  the  room  where  he  slept  ;^ 

O  Thou  dread  Power,  who  reign'st  above, 

I  know  thou  wilt  me  hear, 
When  for  this  scene  of  peace  and  love, 

I  make  this  prayer  sincere. 

The  hoary  Sire — the  mortal  stroke. 

Long,  long  be  pleased  to  spare; 
To  bless  his  little  filial  flock, 

And  show  what  good  men  are. 
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She,  who  her  lovely  offspring  eyes 

With  tender  hopes  and  fears, 
O  bless  her  with  a  mother's  joys, 

Bpt  spare  a  mother's  tears  1 

Their  hope,  their  stay,  their  darling  youth. 

In  manhood's  dawning  blush, 
Bless  him.  Thou  God  of  love  and  tmth. 

Up  to  a  parent's  wish. 

The  beauteous,  seraph  sister-band — 

With  earnest  tears  1  pray — 
Thou  know' St  the  snares  on  ev'ry  hand. 

Guide  Thou  their  steps  alway. 

When,  soon  or  late,  they  reach  that  coast. 
O'er  l.ife's  rough  ocean  driven. 

May  they  rejoice,  no  wand'rer  lost, 
A  family  in  Heaven  t 


FAREWELL  SONG  TO  THE  BANKS  OF  AYR 

Tune—"  Roslin  Castie," 

"  I  composed  tbis  song  a*  I  conveyed  my  chest  to  tai  on  my  road 
to  Greenocic,  where  I  wos  to  embark  in  a  few  days  for  Jamaica.  1 
meant  h  as  my  farewell  dirge  to  my  native  land." — R.  B. 

The  gloomy  night  is  gath'ring  fast, 
Loud  roars  the  wild,  inconstant  blast, 
Yon  murky  cloud  is  foul  with  rain, 
I  aee  it  driving  o'er  the  plain; 
The  hunter  now  has  left  the  moor. 
The  acatt'red  coveys  meet  secure; 
While  here  I  wander,  pre  at  with  carf, 
Along  the  lonely  banks  of  Ayr. 

The  Autumn  mourns  her  rip'ning  com 
By  early  Winter's  ravage  torn; 
Across  her  placid,  azure  sky. 
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She  sees  the  scowling  tejnpcst  fly: 
Cbill  runs  my  btood  to  hear  it  rave; 
I  think  upon  the  stormy  wave, 
WTiore  many  a  danger  I  must  dare, 
Far  from  the  bonie  baaks  of  Ayr. 

'Tis  not  the  surging  billow's  roar, 
'Tis  not  that  fatal,  deadly  shore; 
Tho'  death  in  ev'rj'  shape  appear, 
The  wretched  have  no  more  to  fear: 
But  round  ray  heart  the  lies  are  bound. 
That  heart  transpierc'd  with  many  a  wound; 
These  bleed  afresh,  those  ties  1  tear. 
To  lea%'e  the  bonie  banks  of  Ayr, 

Farewell,  old  Coila's  hills  and  dales, 
Her  heathy  moors  and  winding  vales ; 
The  scenes  where  wretched  Fancy  roves, 
Pursuing  past,  unhappy  loves  1 
Ptfewell,  my  friends  1  farewell,  ray  foes! 
My  peace  with  these,  my  tove  with  those: 
The  bursting  tears  my  heart  declare — 
FtTvweii,  tba  booit  bank*  of  Ayr! 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  TOOTHACHE 

My  curse  upon  your  venom'd  stang. 
That  shoots  my  tortur'd  gums  alang, 
An'  thro'  my  lug  gies  sic  a  twang, 

Wi'  gnawing  vengeance, 
Tearing  my  nerves  wi'  bitter  pang, 

Like  racking  engines! 

When  fevers  bum,  or  agties  freeze  us, 
Rheumatics  gnaw,  or  colics  squeeze  us, 
Our  neibor's  sympathy  can  ease  us, 

\Vi'  pitying  moan; 
-But  thee— thou  hell  o'  a'  diseases — 

They  mock  our  groan. 


ROBBRT 

Adown  my  beard  the  slavers  trickle, 
I  throw  the  wee  stools  o'er  the  mickJe. 
While  rouad  the  &re  the  gigleu  keckle, 

To  see  me  toup, 
An',  ravine  oi^i,  I  wish  a  heckle 

Were  in  their  doupl 

In  a'  the  nutnerous  human  dools, 

111  hairsts,  daft  bargains,  cutty  stools. 

Or  worthy  frien's  rak'd  i'  the  mools, — 

Sad  sight  to  seel 
The  tricks  o'  knaves,  or  fash  o'  fools. 

Thou  bear'st  the  greet 

Where'er  that  place  be  priests  ca'  hell. 
Where  a'  the  tones  o'  misery  yell. 
As'  ranked  plagues  their  numbers  tell. 

In  dread fu'  raw. 
Thou,  Toothache,  surely  bear'st  the  bell,] 

Amang  thenj  a' I 

O  thou  grim,  mischief-making  chiel. 
That  gars  the  notes  o'  discord  squed. 
Till  daft  mankind  aft  dance  a  reel 

In  gore,  a  shoe-thick, 
(He  a'  the  faes  o'  Scotland's  weal 

A  towmond's  toothache  I ' 


LINES  ON  MEETING  WITH  LORD  DAER* 

This  wot  ye  all  whom  it  concerns, 
I,  Rhymer  Robin,  alias  Burns, 

October  twenty-third, 
A  ne'er-to-be-foTgotten  day, 
Sae  far  I  sprackl'd  up  the  brae. 

I  dinner'd  wi*  a  Lord. 

^At  tbe  boiue  of  Fiofeuor  Dusalil  Stewmvt. 
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IVe  been  at  drucken  writers'  feasts. 
Nay,  been  bitch-fou  'niang  godly  priests — 

Wi'  rev'rence  be  it  spoken  1— 
I've  even  join'd  the  honour'd  jorum, 
When  mighty  Squireships  of  the  quorum. 

Their  hydra  drouth  did  s token. 

But  wi'  a  Lord ! — stand  out  my  shin, 
A  Lord — a  Peer — an  Earl's  son  I 

Up  higher  yet,  my  bonnet 
An*  sic  a  Lord! — lang  Scotch  ells  twa. 
Our  Peerage  he  o'erlooks  them  a', 

As  I  look  o'er  my  sonnet 

But  O  for  Hogarth's  magic  pow'r  t 
To  show  Sir  Bardie's  willyart  glow'r, 

An'  how  he  star'd  and  stammer'd, 
When,  goavin,  as  if  led  wi'  b ranks. 
An'  stumpin  on  his  ploughman  shanks. 

He  in  the  parlour  hammer'd. 

I  sidling  shelter'd  in  a  nook, 
An'  at  his  Lordship  steal't  a  look. 

Like  some  portentous  omen; 
Except  good  sense  and  social  glee. 
An'  (what  surpris'd  me)  modesty, 

I  marked  nought  uncommon. 

1  watch'd  the  symptoms  o'  the  Great, 
The  gentle  pride,  the  lordly  state, 

The  arrogant  assuming; 
The  fient  a  pride,  nae  pride  had  he, 
Nor  sauce,  nor  state,  that  I  could  see, 

Mair  than  an  honest  ploughman. 

Then  from  his  Lordship  I  shall  Irani, 
Henceforth  to  meet  with  unconcern 

One  ra-ok  as  weel's  anotlier; 
Nae  honest,  worthy  man  need  care 
To  meet  with  noble  youthful  Daer, 

For  he  but  meets  a.  brother. 
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MASONIC  SONG 
T»ne — "  ShawD-bor,"  or  "  Over  ibe  water  to  Qurlie." 

Ye  sons  of  old  Killic,  assembled  by  Willie, 

To  follow  the  noble  vocation; 
Your  thfttty  old  mother  has  scarce  such  another 

To  sit  in  that  honoured  station. 
I've  little  to  say,  but  only  to  pray, 

As  praying's  the  ton  of  your  fashton ; 
A  prayer  from  the  Muse  you  w«ll  may  excuse 

*Tis  seldom  her  favourite  passton. 

Ye  powers  who  pr«iide  o'er  the  wind  and  the  tide. 

Who  marked  each  element's  border ; 
Who  formed  this  frame  with  beneficent  aim, 

Whose  sovereign  statute  is  order: — 
Within  this  dear  mansion,  may  wayward  Contention 

Or  withered  Envy  ne'er  enter; 
May  secrecy  round  be  the  mystical  bound* 

And  brotherly  Love  be  the  ceoue  1 


TAM  SAMSON'S  ELEGY 
*Ab  booeft  mail's  the  noblest  wOTk  of  God" — Popk. 

Wben  this  worthy  old  tforttmait  went  out,  lost  auirfowl  sexsoi^ 
he  supposed  it  was  to  b«.  in  OmIiu'i  phrase,  "  the  last  of  liis  fields." 
and  expressed  an  ardent  wish  to  Hie  and  be  buried  in  the  nsuirs.  On 
this  hint  the  author  composed  his  elegy  and  epitaph. — R.  B^  1787. 

Has  auld  Kilmarnock  seen  the  deil? 
Or  great  Mackinlay'  thrawn  his  heel? 
Or  Robertson'  again  grown  wcel. 

To  preach  an'  read? 
"Na'  waur  than  a'f  cries  ilka  chiel, 

"  Tarn  Samson's  dead !  '* 

•  A  certain  prtscher,  s  ^eit  fafourite  with  Ihe  mi!! ion.  Vi4e  "  The 
Ordiiutton."  »lania  iu^H.  B. 

*  Another  prMclicr,  sn  •quat  farquHt*  «ith  ilic  ftw,  who  was  at  thi 
ailiiit-     Fat  aioi  tee  also     The  Ortmiaiioa."  stanza  ix. — It.  B, 
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Kilmaraock  lang  may  grunt  an'  grane. 
An'  sigh,  an'  sab,  an'  greet  her  lane, 
An'  d«ed  her  baims,  man,  wife,  an'  wean. 

In  mourning  weed; 
To  Death  she's  dearly  pty'd  the  kan* — 

Tain  Samson's  deadl 

The  Brethren,  o'  the  mystic  "  level " 
May  hing  their  head  in  woefa'  bevel, 
While  by  their  nose  the  tears  will  revel. 

Like  ony  bead ; 
Death's  gien  the  Lodge  an  unco  devel; 

Tam  Samson's  deadt 

When  Winter  muffles  up  his  cloak, 
And  binds  the  mire  like  a  rock; 
Whets  to  the  lougfas  the  ctirleri  flock, 

Wi'  gleesome  speed, 
Wha  will  they  station  at  the  "  cock  "  ? 

Tam  Samson's  deadl 

He  w»8  the  king  o'  a'  the  core, 
To  guard,  or  draw,  or  wick  a  bore. 
Of  up  the  rink  like  Jehu  roar, 

In  time  o'  need; 
But  now  he  lags  on  Death's  "hog-score"— 

Tam  Samson's  dead  I 

Now  safe  the  stately  aawmont  sail, 
And  trouts  bcdropp'd  wi'  crimson  hail. 
And  eels,  weel-ken'd  for  soupje  tall. 

And  gcJs  for  greed. 
Since,  dark  in  Death's  fish-creet,  we  wail 

Tam  Samson  dead  1 

Rejoice,  ye  birring  paitricks  a' ; 
Ye  cootie  muircocks,  crousely  craw; 
Ye  tnaukins^  cock  your  fud  fu'  braw 

Withouten  dread; 
Your  mortal  £ae  is  now  awa ; 

Tam  Samson's  deadl 
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That  woefu'  mom  be  ever  mouTn'd, 
Saw  him  in  shooting  graith  adorn'd. 
While  pointers  round  impatient  burn'd, 
Frac  couples  frce'd; 
But  och  I  he  gaed  and  ne'er  retum'd  I 
Tam  Samson's  dead  1 


In  vain  auld  age  his  body  batters, 

In  vain  the  gout  his  ancles  fetters. 

In  vain  the  bums  cam  down  like  waters, 

An  acre  braid  I 
Now  ev'ry  auld  wife,  greetin,  clatters 

"  Tam  Samson's  dead  l" 

Owre  mony  a  weary  hag  he  limpit. 
An'  aye  the  tither  shot  he  thumpit, 
Till  coward  Death  behind  him  jumpit, 

Wi'  deadly  feid; 
Now  he  proclaims  wi'  tout  o'  trumpet, 

"  Tam  Samson's  dead  I ' 


When  at  his  heart  he  fdt  the  dagger. 
He  reel'd  his  wonted  bottle- swagger. 
But  yet  he  drew  the  mortal  trigger, 

Wi'  weel-aimed  heed; 
"  L — d,  five !  "  he  cry'd,  an'  owre  did  stagger- 
Tarn  Samson's  dead  I 


Ilk  hoary  hunter  mourn'd  a  brither; 
Ilk  sportsman  youth  bemoan'd  a  father; 
Yon  auld  gray  stane,  amang  the  heather, 

Marks  out  his  head; 
Whare  Bums  has  wrote,  in  rhyming  blether, 

"  Tam  Samson's  Deadl 

There,  low  he  lies  in  lasting  rest; 
Perhaps  upon  his  mould' ring  breast 
Some  spitefu'  muirfowl  bigs  her  nest 

To  hatch  an'  breed: 
Alas  t  nae  mair  he'U  them  molest ! 

Tam  Samson's  deadl 


I 


POEMS  AND  SONGS 

When  August  winds  the  heather  wave. 
And  sportsmen  wander  by  yon  grave. 
Three  volleys  let  his  memory  crave, 

O'  pouther  an'  lead. 
Till  Echo  answer  frae  her  cave, 

"  Tarn  Samson's  dead  I " 

Heav'n  rest  his  saul  whare'er  he  be  I 
Is  th'  wish  o'  mony  mae  than  me : 
He  had  twa  fauts,  or  maybe  three, 

Yet  what  remead? 
Ae  social,  honest  man  want  we: 

Tarn  Samson's  deadt 

THS   EPITAPH 

Tain  Samson's  w  eel -worn  day  here  lies 
Ye  cantrng  zealots,  spare  him  I 
If  honest  worth  in  Heaven  rise, 
lYe'U  mend  or  ye  win  near  him. 

PEtt    CONTItA 

Go.  Fame,  an'  canter  like  a  filly 
Thro'  a*  the  streets  an'  neuks  o'  Killie* 
Tell  ev'ry  social  honest  billie 

To  cease  his  grievin ; 
For,  yet  unskaithed  fay  Death's  gleg  gullie; 

Tarn  Samson's  leevinl 
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EPISTLE  TO  MAJOR  LOGAN 

Hail,  thairm-inspirin,  rattlin  Willie! 
Tho'  fortune's  road  be  rough  an'  hilly 
To  every  fiddling,  rhyming  btIHe, 

We  never  heed, 
But  take  Jt  like  the  unback'd  Blly, 

Proud  o'  her  sfteed. 

»  Kibnaniock.— fi,  B. 
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When,  idly  go&viti.  whiles  wc  saunter, 

Yirr !  fancy  barks,  awa  we  canter, 

Up  hill,  down  brae,  till  some  tnischanter^ 

Some  black  bog- hole, 
Arrests  us;  then  the  scathe  an'  banter 

We're  forced  to  thole. 

Hale  be  your  heart  I  hale  be  your  fid<Ue  I 
Lang  may  your  elbuck  jink  and  diddle. 
To  cheer  you  through  the  weary  w  id  die 

O'  this  wild  warl'. 
Until  yoa  on  a  enunmock  driddle, 

A  grey  hair'd  carl. 

Come  wealth,  come  poortith  late  or  soon. 
Heaven  send  your  heart-strings  aye  in  tune^ 
And  ecrew  your  temper-pins  aboon 

(A  fifth  or  mair) 
The  melBnehetious,  lazy  croon 

O'  cankrie  care. 

May  still  your  life  from  day  to  day, 

Nae  "  lente  largo  "  In  the  play. 

But  "allegretto  forte"  gay, 

Harmonious  flow, 

A  sweeping,  kindling,  bautd  strathspeys- 
Encore  I  Bravo  1 

A  blessing  on  the  cheery  gang 
Wha  dearly  like  a  jig  or  sang, 
An'  never  think  o'  right  an'  wrang 

By  square  an'  nil^ 
But«  as  the  clegs  o'  feeling  stang, 

Are  wise  or  fool. 

My  hand-waled  curse  keep  hard  in  chase 
The  harpy,  hoodock,  purse-proud  race, 
Wha  count  on  poortith  as  disgrace ; 

Their  tuneless  hearts. 
May  beside  discords  jar  a  base 

To  a'  their  parts- 
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But  come,  your  band,  my  careless  brither, 
I'  th'  ither  warl',  if  there's  anither. 
An'  that  there  is,  I've  little  swither 

About  the  matter; 
Wc,  cheek  for  chow,  shall  jo^  thegitber, 

Tse  ne'er  bid  better. 

We've  faults  and  failings — granted  cjearly, 
We're  frail  backsliding  mortals  merely, 
Eve's  bonie  squad,  priests  wyte  them  sheerly 

For  our  grand  fa'; 
But  still  but  still,  I  like  them  dearly— 

God  bless  them  a't 

Ochon  for  poor  Castalian  drinkers, 
When  they  fa'  foul  o'  earthly  Jinkers! 
The  witching,  curs'd,  delicious  blinkers 

Hae  put  me  hyte. 
And  gart  me  weet  my  waukrife  winkers, 

Wi*  girnin  spite. 

But  by  yon  moon  ! — and  that's  high  swearin— . 
An'  every  star  within  my  hearin  I 
An'  by  her  een  wha  was  a  dear  anet 

I'll  ne'er  forget ; 
I  hope  to  gie  the  jads  a  clearin 

In  fair  play  yet. 

My  tow  I  mourn,  but  not  repent  it ; 
I'll  seek  my  pursie  whare  I  tint  it; 
Ance  to  the  Indies  I  were  wonted, 

Some  cantrip  hour 
By  some  sweet  elf  I'll  yet  be  dinted ; 

Then  live  I'ttmauft 

PaiUs  mes  baissemains  respeciueuses. 

To  sentitnental  sister  Susie, 

And  honest  LucI^ ;  no  to  roose  you. 

Ye  may  be  proud. 
That  sic  a  couple  fate  allows  ye. 

To  grace  your  blood. 


m 
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Nae  mair  at  present  can  I  measure. 

An'  trowth  my  rhvtniD  ware's  nae  treasurej 

But  when  in  Ayr,  some  hal  (•hour's  leisure, 

Be't  light,  be't  dark. 
Sir  Bard  will  do  himself  the  pleasure 

To  call  at  Park. 

ROBEST  BtXKNS. 

Uougi*!,  30th  Octobtr,  1786. 


FRAGMENT  ON  SENSIBILITY 

RosnaTY's  ungainly  form 
May  cloud  the  highest  mind ; 

But  when  the  heart  is  nobly  warm. 
The  good  excuse  will  find. 

Propriety's  cold,  cautious  rules 
Warm  fci-vour  may  o'erlook: 

But  spare  poor  sensibility 
Th'  ungentle,  harsh  rebuke. 


A  WINTER  NIGHT 

*  Poor  naVed  wretcliM.  wher«fa«'er  you  mce. 
That  bide  the  peldng  of  thia  pitiless  Morni  t 
How  sbsjl  your  hou*cless  heads,  and  unfed  sides;, 
Your  loop'd  and  window 'd  raggedness,  defend  yoa 
From  seaMDS  such  u  these  f  " — SaAUisp&uiz. 

When  biting  Boreas,  fell  and  dour. 
Sharp  shivers  thro'  the  leaSe^  bow'r ; 
When  Phoebus  gies  a  short-Uv'd  glow'r. 

Far  louth  the  lift, 
Dim>dark'ning  thro'  the  flaky  shoVr, 

Or  whirling  drift : 

'Ac  night  the  storm  the  steeples  rocked. 
Poor  Labour  sweet  in  sleep  was  lod£e(^ 
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While  buras,  wi'  snawy  wreaths  up-dioked. 
Wild-eddying  swirl; 

Or,  thro'  the  mining  outlet  bocked, 

Down  headlong  hurl : 

List'ning  the  doors  an'  winnocks  rattle, 
I  thought  me  on  the  ourie  cattle, 
Or  silly  sheep,  wha  bide  this  brattle 

O'  winter  war. 
And  thro*  the  drift,  deep-tairing,  sprattle 

Beneath  a  scar. 

Ilk  happing  bird, — w^,  helpless  thing  t 
That,  in  the  merry  months  o'  spring, 
Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing, 

What  comes  o'  thee? 
Whare  wilt  thou  cow'r  thy  chittcring  wing. 

An'  dose  thy  e'e? 

Ev'n  you,  on  murdering  errands  toil'd. 

Lone  from  your  savage  homes  exil'd, 

The  blood-stain'd  roost,  and  sheep-cote  spmVd 

My  heart  forgets. 
While  pity  less  the  tempest  wild 

Sore  on  you  beats  I 

Now  Pheebe  in  her  midnight  reign, 
Dark-muffl'd,  view'd  the  dreary  plain; 
Still  crowding  thoughts,  a  pensive  train. 

Rose  in  my  soul, 
When  on  my  ear  this  plantive  strain. 

Slow,  solemn,  stol^- 

'  Blow,  blow,  ye  winds,  with  heavier  gust  t 
And  freeze,  thou  bitter*biting  frost  t 
Descend,  ye  chilly,  smothering  snows  I 
Not  all  your  rage,  as  now  united,  shows 
More  hard  unkindness  unrelenting. 
Vengeful  malice,  unrepenting, 
Than  heaven-illumin'd  Man  on  brother  Man  bestows  I 
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*  See  stem  Oppression's  iron  grip, 
Or  mad  Ambition's  gory  hand, 
Sending,  like  blood-hounds  from  the  slip. 
Woe,  Want,  and  Murder  o'er  a  land  1 
Ev'n  in  the  peaceful  rural  vale, 
Truth,  weeping,  telts  the  mournful  talc, 
How  pamper'd  Luxury,  Flatt'ry  by  her  sid«^ 
The  parasite  empoisoning  her  ear. 
With  all  the  servile  wretches  in  the  rear. 
Looks  o'er  proud  Property,  extended  wide; 
And  eyes  the  simple,  rustic  hind. 

Whose  toil  upholds  the  glitt'ring  show — 
A  creature  of  another  kind, 
Some  coarser  substance,  unrefin'd — 
Plac'd  for  her  lordly  use,  thus  far,  thus  viIc,  below  I 

"  Where,  where  is  Love's  fond,  tender  throe. 
With  lordly  Honour's  lofty  brow. 
The  pow'rs  you  proudly  own  ? 
Is  there,  beneath  Love's  noble  name. 
Can  harbour  dark,  the  selfish  aim, 

To  bless  himself  alone  1 
Mark  maiden-innocence  a  prey 

To  love-pretending  snares : 
This  boasted  Honour  turns  away. 
Shunning  soft  Pity's  rising  sway, 
Regardless  of  the  tears  and  unavailing  pray'rsi 
PcrhapE  this  hour,  in  Misery's  squalid  nest, 
She  strains  your  infant  to  her  joyless  breast. 
And  with  a  mother's  fears  shrinks  at  the  rocking  blast  I 

"  Oh  ye !  who,  sunk  in  beds  of  down, 

Feel  not  a  want  but  what  yourselves  create. 
Think,  for  a  moment,  on  his  wretched  fate. 
Whom  friends  and  fortune  quite  disown ! 
Ill-'satisfy'd  keen  nature's  clamorous  call, 

Stretch'd  on  his  straw,  he  lays  himself  to  steep; 
While  through  the  ragged  roof  and  chinky  wall, 
Chill,  o'er  his  slumbers,  piles  the  drifty  heap! 
Think  on  the  dungeon's  grim  confine, 
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Where  Guilt  and  poor  Misfortune  pine  I 
Guilt,  erring  man,  relenting  view. 
But  shall  thy  legal  rage  pursue 
The  wretch,  already  crushed  low 
By  cruel  Fortune's  undeserved  blow  ? 

AffiJcticm's  sons  are  brothers  in  distress ; 

A  brother  to  relieve,  how  exquisite  the  bliss  I  " 

I  heard  nae  mair,  for  Chanticleer 

Shook  off  the  pouthery  snaw. 
And  hail'd  the  morning  with  a  cheer, 

A  cottage-rousing  craw. 
But  deep  this  truth  impress 'd  my  miad — 

Thro'  all  His  works  abroad. 
The  heart  benevolent  and  Idnd 

The  most  resembles  God. 


SONG— YON  WILD  MOSSY  MOUNTAINS 

^ON  wild  mossy  mountains  sae  lofty  and  wide, 

That  nurse  in  their  bosom  the  youth  o'  the  Clyde, 

^Vhere  the  grouse  lead  their  coveys  thro'  the  heather  to  feed, 

And  the  shepherd  tends  hts  flock  as  he  pipes  on  his  reed. 

^ot  Gowrie's  rich  valley,  nor  Forth's  sunny  shores, 
To  me  hae  the  charms  o'  yon  wild,  mossy  moors; 
Tor  there,  by  a  lanely,  sequestered  stream. 
Besides  a  sweet  lassie,  my  thought  and  my  dream. 

Amang  thae  wild  mountains  shall  still  be  my  path. 
Ilk  stream  foatning  down  its  ain  green,  narrow  strath; 
For  there,  wi'  my  lassie,  the  day  lang  I  rove, 
While  o'er  us  unheeded  flie  the  swift  hours  o'  love 


She  is  not  the  fairest,  altho'  she  is  fair ; 
O"  nice  education  but  sma'  is  her  share ; 
Her  parentage  humble  as  humble  can  be; 
But  I  lo'e  the  dear  lassie  because  she  lo'es  me. 
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To  Beauty  what  man  but  maun  yield  him  a  prize. 
In  her  armour  of  glances,  and  blushes,  and  sighs? 
And  when  wit  and  refinement  hae  poHsh'd  her  darts. 
They  dazzle  our  een,  as  they  flic  to  our  hearts. 

But  kindness,  sweet  kindness,  in  the  fond-sparkling  e'e, 
Has  lustre  outshining  the  diamond  to  me; 
And  the  heart  beating  love  as  I'm  clasp 'd  in  her  ansSf 
Of  these  are  my  tassie^s  all-conquering  charms  I 


ADDRESS  TO  EDINBURGH 

Edina  t  Scotia's  darling  seat  I 
All  hail  thy  palaces  and  tow'rs. 

Where  once,  beneath  a  Monarch's  feet. 
Sat  Legislation's  sovereign  pow'rs : 
From  marking  wildly  scatt'red  flow'rs. 

As  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  stray'd. 
And  singing,  lone,  the  lingering  hours, 

I  shelter  in  thy  honour'd  shade. 

Here  Wealth  still  swells  the  golden  tide^ 
As  busy  Trade  his  labours  plies ; 

There  Architecture's  noble  pride 
Bids  elegance  and  splendour  rise: 
Here  Justice,  from  her  native  skies, 

High  wields  her  balance  and  her  rod ; 
There  Learning,  with  his  eagle  eyea. 

Seeks  Science  in  her  coy  abode. 

Thy  sons,  Edina,  social,  kind. 
With  open  arms  the  stranger  hail ; 

Their  views  enlarged,  their  hberal  miod. 
Above  the  narrow,  rural  vale: 
Attentive  still  to  Sorrow's  wail, 

Or  modest  Merit's  silent  claim ; 
And  never  may  their  sources  fail  I 

And  never  Envy  blot  their  name  I 
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Thy  daughters  bright  tiiy  walks  adorn. 
Gay  as  the  gilded  summer  sky. 

Sweet  as  the  dewy,  milk-white  thorn. 
Dear  as  the  rapttir'd  thrill  of  joy  1 
Fair  Burnet  strikes  th'  adoring  eye. 

Heaven's  beauties  on  my  fancy  shine ; 
1  sec  the  Sire  of  Love  on  high, 

And  own  His  work  indeed  divine  I 
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There,  watching  high  the  least  alarms. 
Thy  rough,  rude  fortress  gleams  afar; 

Like  some  bold  veteran,  grey  in  arms, 
And  raark'd  with  many  a  seamy  scar: 
The  pond'rous  wall  and  massy  bar, 

Grim-rising  o'er  the  rugged  rock, 
Have  oft  withstood  assailing  war. 

And  oft  repell'd  th'  invader's  shock. 

With  awe-struck  thought,  and  pitying  tears, 
I  view  that  noble,  stately  Dome, 

Where  Scotia's  kings  of  other  years, 
Fam'd  heroes!  had  their  royal  home: 
Alas,  how  chang'd  the  times  to  come  1 

Their  royal  name  low  in  the  dust  1 

Their  hapless  race  wiid-wand'ring  roam  t 

Tho'  rigid  Law  cries  out  **  'twas  just  I " 

Wild  beats  my  heart  to  trace  your  steps, 
Whose  ancestors,  in  days  of  yore. 

Thro'  hostile  ranks  and  ruin'd  gaps 
Old  Scotia's  bloody  lion  bore: 
Ev'n  I  who  sing  in  rustic  lore. 

Haply  my  sires  have  left  their  shed, 
And  fac'd  grim  Danger's  loudest  roar. 

Bold- following  where  your  fathers  led ! 

Edina !  Scotia's  darling  seat  t 
All  hail  thy  palaces  and  tow'rs; 

Where  once,  beneath  a  Monarch's  feet. 
Sat  Legislation's  sovereign  pow'rs: 
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From  maricing  wiMIy-scatt'red  flow'rs, 
As  on  the  banlcs  of  Ayr  I  stray'd, 

And  singing,  lone,  tfae  lingering  hotirtr 
I  shelter  in  thy  honour'd  shade. 


ADDRESS  TO  A  HAGGIS 

Faix  fa*  your  hoaest.  ponsie  face, 
Great  chieftain  o'  the  pudding-rsce ! 
Aboon  th«m  a'  ye  tak  your  place, 

Faincb,  tripe,  or  thairm 
Weel  are  ye  wordy  o'  a  grace 

As  latin's  my  ann. 

The  groaning  trencher  there  ye  fiU, 
Your  hurdles  like  a  distant  hill. 
Your  pin  wad  help  to  mend  a  mill 

In  time  o'  need. 
While  thro'  your  pore«  the  dews  distil 

Like  amber  bead. 

His  knife  see  rustic  Labour  dight. 
An'  cut  you  up  wi'  ready  sleight. 
Trenching  your  gushing  entrails  brtgiil^ 

Like  ony  ditch ; 
And  theiit  0  what  a  glorious  sight, 

Warm-reekin,  rich  I 

Then,  horn  for  horn,  they  stretch  an*  strive : 
Deil  tak  the  hindmost  1  on  they  drive, 
Till  a'  their  wecl-swall'd  kjtes  belyve 

Are  bent  like  druias ; 
Then  auld  Guidman,  maist  like  to  rive, 

"  Bethankit ! "  hums. 

Is  tfierc  that  owre  his  French  ragota 
Or  0U9  that  wad  staw  a  sew, 
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Or  fricassee  wad  make  her  spew 

Wi'  perfect  sconner. 
Looks  down  wi'  sneering,  scornfu'  view 
On  sic  a  dinner? 

Poor  devil !  see  hiro  owre  his  trash, 

As  feckless  as  a  wither'd  rash. 

His  spindle  shank,  a  guid  whip-lash. 

His  nieve  a  ntt; 
Thro*  blody  flood  or  field  to  dash, 

O  how  unfit  I 

Bat  mark  the  Rustic,  haggis-fed, 

The  trembling  earth  resounds  his  tr^d. 

Clap  in  his  walie  nieve  a  blade, 

He'tl  mak  it  wbiule; 
!Afl'  legs  an'  irms,  an'  heads  will  sued. 

Like  taps  o*  thrissle. 

lYe  Pow'rs  wha  mak  mankind  your  care, 
And  dish  them  out  their  bill  o'  fare, 
Auid  Scotland  wants  nae  skinktng  ware 

That  jaups  in  luggics; 
But^  if  ye  wish  her  gratefu'  prayer 

Gie  her  a  haggis ! 
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TO  MISS  LOGAN 
tWitb  Beattie's  Poems  for  a  New- Year's  Gift,  Jan.  i,  1787, 

Again  the  silent  wheels  of  time 
Their  annual  round  have  driven. 

And  you,  tho*  scarce  tn  maiden  prime. 
Are  so  much  nearer  Heaven. 

No  gifts  have  I  from  Indian  coasts 

The  infant  year  to  hail ; 
I  send  you  more  than  India  boasts. 

In  Edwin's  simple  tale. 
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Our  sex  with  guile,  and  faithkes  love. 
Is  charg'd,  perhaps  too  true ; 

But  may,  dear  maid,  each  lover  prove 
An  Edwin  still  to  you. 


iJR.  WILLIAM  SMELUE^A  SKETCH 

SauwD  Willie  Smellie  to  Crochallan  came ; 
The  old  cock'd  hat,  the  grey  surtout  the  same; 
His  bristling  beard  just  rising  in  its  might, 
'Twas  four  long  nights  and  days  to  shaving  night; 
His  uncomb'd  grizzly  locks,  wild  staring,  thstch'd 
A  head  for  thought  profound  and  dear,  unmatch'd ; 
Yet  tho'  his  caustic  wit  was  bitjng-rudc. 
His  heart  was  warm,  benevolent,  and  good. 


RATTLIN,  ROARIN  WILLIE* 

As  I  cam  by  Crochallan, 

I  cannilie  keekit  ben; 
Ratthn,  r(»rin  Willie 

Was  sittin  at  yon  boord-en'; 
Sittin  at  yon  boord-en', 

And  amang  gude  compaoie ; 
Rattlin,  roa/in  Willie, 

You're  welcome  hamc  to  met 


SONG— BONIE  DUNDEE 

My  blcssins  upon  thy  sweet  wee  lippie ! 

My  blessins  upon  thy  e*e-bric  I 
Thy  smiles  are  sac  like  my  biythe  sodger  laddie, 

Thoa's  aye  the  dearer,  and  dearer  to  me  I 

*  WBUuB  Dunbar,  W.S.,  ot  the  CrochtlUa  Fendbtei,  a  coavivUl  cink 
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But  I'll  big  a  bow'r  on  yon  bonie  banks, 
Whare  Tay  rins  wimplin  by  sac  clear; 

An'  I'll  deed  thee  in  the  tartan  sae  fine, 
And  mak  thee  a  man  like  thy  daddie  dear.. 


EXTEMPORE  IN  THE  COUHT  O^  SESSION 

ri»f»<!— "  KiUiecrankie." 

LosD  Advocate 

He  clenched  his  pamphlet  in  his  fist. 

He  quoted  and  he  hinted, 
Till,  in  a  declamation-mist, 

His  argument  he  tint  it: 
He  g^ped  ior't,  he  graped  for't. 

He  fand  it  was  awa,  man ; 
But  what  his  common  sense  came  short, 

He  eked  out  wi'  law,  man. 

Mr.  Erskine 

Collected,  Harry  stood  a  wee. 

Then  open'd  out  his  arm,  man; 
His  Lordship  sat  wi'  ruefu'  e'e, 

And  ey'd  the  gathering  storm,  man: 
Like  wind-driven  hail  it  did  assail. 

Or  torrents  owre  a  lin,  man : 
The  Bench  sae  wise  lift  up  their  eyes, 

Half-wauken'd  wi'  the  din,  naan. 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  THE  HEADSTONE  OF  FERGUS- 
SON  THE  POET* 

No  sculptured  marble  here,  nor  pompous  lay, 
"  No  storied  um  nor  animated  bust ;  " 

*TIm  Itone  wii  erected  Kt  Bumi'i  expenH  in  Febnuij.Muell,  tf)f. 
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This  simple  stone  directs  pale  Scotia's  way. 
To  pour  her  sorrows  o'er  the  Poet's  dust 

Additionai.  Stanzas 

She  mourns,  sweet  tuneful  youth,  thy  hapless  fate; 

Tho'  all  the  powers  of  song  thy  fancy  fired. 
Yet  Luxury  and  Wealth  lay  by  in  state, 

And,  thankless,  starv'd  what  they  so  much  admired. 

This  tribute,  with  a  tear,  now  gives 

A  brother  Bard-^he  can  no  more  bestow: 

But  dear  to  fame  thy  Song  immortal  lives, 
A  nobler  monument  than  Aft  6xa  shew. 


INSCRIBED  UNDER  FERGUSSON'S  PORTRAIT 

CunsK  on  ungrateful  man,  that  can  he  pleased. 
And  yet  can  starve  the  author  of  the  pleasure. 
O  thou,  my  elder  brother  in  misfortune. 
By  far  my  elder  brother  in  the  Muses, 
With  tears  I  pity  thy  unhappy  fate! 
Why  is  the  Bard  unpitied  by  the  world, 
Yet  has  so  keen  a  relish  of  its  f leaiures  ^ 


EPISTLE  TO  MRS.  SCOTT 
Gudewife  of  Watiehope -House,  Roxhurghshire. 

I  MIND  it  weel  in  early  date. 

When  I  was  bardless,  young,  and  bUte, 

An'  first  could  thresh  the  bam. 
Or  haud  a  yokin  at  the  pleugh  ; 
An'  tho'  forfoughten  sair  cneugh, 

Yet  unco  proud  to  learn : 
When  first  amang  the  yellow  com 

A  man  I  reckond  was, 
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An'  wi'  the  lave  ilk  merry  mom 
Could  rank  my  ri^  and  lass, 

Still  shearing,  and  deariiig 
The  tither  atookid  raw, 

Wi'  daivers,  an'  haivers. 
Wearing  the  day  awa. 

E'en  then,  a  wish,  ( I  mind  its  pow'r,) 
A  wish  that  to  my  latest  hour 

Shall  strongly  heave  my  breast. 
That  I  for  poor  auld  Scotland's  sake 
Some  usefu'  plan  or  book  could  make. 

Or  sing  a  sang  at  least. 
The  rough  burr-thistle,  spreading  wide 

Amang  the  bearded  bear, 
I  tum'd  the  weeder-dlpe  aside. 
An'  spar'd  the  symbol  dear : 
No  nation,  no  station. 

My  envy  e'er  could  ratW] 
A  Scot  still,  but  blot  still, 
I  knew  oae  higher  praiie. 

But  still  the  elements  o'  s&ng. 

In  formless  jumbl«,  right  an'  wrang, 

Wild  floated  in  my  brain  ; 
Till  on  that  har'st  I  said  before, 
My  partner  in  the  merry  core. 

She  rous'd  the  forming  strain ; 
I  see  her  yet  the  sonsie  quean, 

That  lighted  up  my  jingle. 
Her  witching  smile,  her  pawky  een 
Tbat  gart  my  heart- strings  tingtt; 
I  &tM,  Inspired, 

At  every  kindling  keek. 
But  bashing,  and  dashing, 
1  feared  aye  to  speak. 

Health  to  the  sex  I  ilk  guid  chtel  says; 

Wi'  merry  dance  in  winter  days. 
An'  we  to  share  in  common ; 
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The  gust  o'  joy,  the  balm  of  yro^ 
The  satil  o'  life,  the  heaven  heJow, 

Is  rapturr-^ving  woman. 
Ye  surly  sumphs,  who  hate  the  aame. 

Be  mindfu'  o'  your  mithcr; 
She,  honest  woman,  may  think  shame 
That  ye' re  connected  with  her: 
Yc'rc  wae  men,  ye'rc  nac  men 
That  slight  the  lovely  dears; 
To  shame  ye.  disclaim  ye, 
Ilk  honest  birkie  swears. 

For  yoa.  no  bred  to  barn  and  byre, 
Wha  sweetly  tune  the  Scottish  lyre. 

Thanks  to  you  for  your  line: 
The  marled  plaid  ye  kindly  spare. 
By  me  should  gratefully  be  ware; 

Twad  please  me  to  the  nine, 
rd  be  mair  vauntie  o'  my  hap. 

Douce  hingin  owre  my  curple, 
Than  ony  ermine  ever  lap, 
Or  proud  imperial  purple. 
Farewell  then.  lang  hale  then. 

An'  plenty  be  your  fa; 
May  losses  and  crosses 
Ne'er  at  your  hall  an  ca'  1 

R.  BtntNs. 


VERSES  INTENDED  TO  BE  WRITTEN  BELOW  A 
NOBLE  EARL'S  PICTURE' 


Whose  is  that  noble,  dauntless  brow? 

And  whose  that  eye  of  fire? 
And  whose  that  generous  princely  miei^ 

E'en  rooted  foes  admire  ? 

•  nc  Noblemu  i*  Jimca,  Foartccnth  Ewt  of  Glnicdni. 
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Stranger !  to  justly  sfaow  that  brow. 

And  mark  that  eye  of  fire, 
Would  take  His  hand,  whose  vernal  tints 

His  other  works  admire. 

Bright  as  a  cloudless  summer  sun. 

With  stately  port  he  moves ; 
His  guardian  Seraph  eyes  with  awe 

The  noble  Ward  he  loves. 

Among  the  illustrious  Scottish  sons 
That  chief  thou  may'st  discern, 

Mark  Scotia's  fond-returning  eye, — 
It  dwells  upon  Glencaim. 
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PROLOGUE 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Woods  on  his  benefit-night,  Monday, 
i6th  April,  1787. 

When,  by  a  generous  Public's  kind  acclaim. 
That  dearest  meed  is  granted — hon^t  fame; 
When  here  your  favour  is  the  actor's  lot, 
Nor  even  the  roan  in  private  life  forgot ; 
What  breast  so  dead  to  heavenly  Virtue's  glow. 
But  heaves  impassion 'd  with  the  grateful  throe? 

Poor  is  the  task  to  please  a  barb'rous  throng, 
It  needs  no  Siddons'  powers  in  Southern's  song ; 
But  here  an  ancient  nation  fam'd  afar, 
For  genius,  learning  high,  as  great  in  war. 
Hail,  Caledonia,  name  for  ever  dear ! 
Before  whose  sons  I'm  honour'd  to  appear? 
Where  every  science,  every  nobler  art. 
That  can  inform  the  mind  or  mend  the  heart. 
Is  known ;  as  grateful  nations  oft  have  found. 
Far  as  the  rude  barbarian  marks  the  bound. 
Philosophy,  no  idle  pedant  dream, 
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Here  holds  her  search  by  heaven-taught  Reason's  beam; 

Here  History  paints  with  elegance  and  force 

The  tide  of  Empire's  fluctuating  course; 

Here  Douglas  forms  wild  Shakespeare  into  plan. 

And  Harley  rouses  all  the  Gad  m  man. 

When  well-fonn'd  taste  and  sparlding  wit  unite 

With  manly  lore,  or  f  emtle  beauty  bright, 

(  Beauty,  where  faultless  symmetry  and  grace 

Can  only  charm  us  in  the  second  place). 

Witness  ray  heart,  how  oft  with  panting  fear. 

As  on  this  night,  I've  met  these  judges  here  I 

But  still  the  hope  Experience  taught  to  live. 

Equal  to  judge — you're  candid  to  forgive 

No  hundred- headed  riot  here  we  meet, 

With  decency  and  law  beneath  his  feet; 

Nor  Insolence  assumes  fair  Freedom's  name: 

Like  Caledonian's,  you  applaud  or  blame. 

O  Thou,  dread  Power !  whose  empire-giving  hand 

Has  oft  been  st retch 'd  to  shield  the  bonour'd  land  I 

Strong  may  she  glow  with  all  her  ancient  fire ; 

May  every  son  be  worthy  of  his  sire; 

Firm  may  she  rise,  with  generous  disdain 

At  Tyranny's,  or  direr  Pleasure's  chain ; 

Still  Self-dependent  in  her  native  shore. 

Bold  may  she  brave  grtm  Danger's  loudest  roar, 

Till  Pate  the  curtain  drop  on  worlds  to  be  no  more. 


THE  BONIE  MOOR-HEN 

The  heather  was  bloonung,  the  meadows  were  oiawn. 
Our  lads  gaed  a-hunting  ae  day  at  the  dawn, 
O'er  moors  and  o'er  mosses  and  mony  a  glen. 
At  length  they  discover'd  a  bonie  moor-hetL 

Chorm.—l  rede  you,  beware  at  the  hunting,  young  niea, 
I  rede  you,  beware  at  the  hunting,  young  men  ; 
Take  some  on  the  wing,  and  lome  ai  they  spring. 
But  cannily  steal  on  a  bonie  moor-hen. 


POEMS  AND  SOKGS  275 

Sweet-bnishJng  the  dew  from  the  brown  heather  bells 
Her  colours  betray 'd  her  on  yon  mossy  fells ; 
Her  plumage  outlustr'd  the  pride  o'  the  spring 
And  O !  as  she  wanton'd  sae  gay  on  the  wing. 
I  rede  you,  &c. 

Auld  PhoBbus  himself,  as  he  peep'd  o'er  the  hill, 
In  spite  at  her  plumage  he  tried  his  skill ; 
He  levell'd  his  rays  where  she  bask'd  on  the  brae — 
His  rays  were  outshone,  and  hut  mark'd  where  she  lay. 
I  rede  you,  Stc. 

They  hunted  the  valley,  they  hunted  the  hill. 
The  best  of  our  lads  wi'  the  belt  o'  tlieir  skill ; 
But  stil!  as  the  fairest  she  sat  in  their  sight, 
Then,  whirr !  she  was  over,  &  mile  at  a  fii^t. 
I  rede  you,  &c. 

*  «  *  «  * 


SONG— MY  LORD  A-HUNTING 

Chorus — My  lady's  gown,  there's  gairs  upon't. 
And  gowden  flowers  sae  rare  upon't ; 
But  Jenny's  jiraps  and  jirkenet. 
My  lord  thinks  meikle  mair  upon't. 

My  lord  a-hunting  he  is  ganc. 
But  hounds  or  hawks  wi'  him  are  aant; 
By  Colin's  cottage  Ites  his  g:ame. 
If  Colin's  Jenny  be  at  hame. 
My  lady's  gown,  &c. 

My  lady's  white,  my  lady's  red. 
And  kith  and  kin  o'  CassitUs'  blude ; 
But  her  ten-pund  lands  o'  tocher-gude; 
Wwe  a'  the  charms  his  lordship  lo'ed. 
My  lady's  gown,  Sec. 
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Out  o'er  yon  muir,  out  o'er  yon  moss, 
Whare  gor -cocks  thro'  the  heather  pass, 
There  wons  auld  Colin's  bonie  lass, 
A  lily  in  a  wilderness. 

My  lady's  gown,  &c. 

Sae  sweetly  move  her  genty  lirabs, 
Like  music  notes  o'  lovers'  hymns: 
The  diamond-dew  in  her  een  sae  blue. 
Where  laughing  love  sae  wanton  swims. 
My  lady's  gown,  Sec. 

My  lady's  dink,  my  lady's  drest. 
The  flower  and  fancy  o'  the  west; 
But  the  lassie  that  a  man  lo'es  best, 
O  that's  the  lass  to  mak  him  blest 
My  lady's  gown,  &c. 


EPIGRAM  AT  ROSLIN  INN 

My  blessings  on  ye,  honest  wife  I 
I  ne'er  was  here  before ; 

Ye've  wealth  o'  gear  for  spoon  and  knife- 
Heart  could  not  wish  for  more. 

Heav'n  keep  you  clear  o'  stiirt  and  Strife, 
Till  far  ayont  fourscore. 

And  while  I  toddle  on  thro'  life, 
I'll  ne'er  ga«  by  your  door  I 


EPIGRAM  ADDRESSED  TO  AN  ARTIST 


Dear- 


-,  I'll  gie  ye  some  advice. 


You'll  tak  it  no  uncivil : 
You  shouldna  paint  at  angels  mair, 
But  try  ami  paint  the  devil 
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To  paint  an  Angel's  kittle  wark, 
Wi'  Nick,  there's  little  danger: 

\ou'Il  easy  draw  a  lang-kcnt  face. 
But  no  sae  weel  a  stranger. — R.  B. 


THE  BOOK-WORMS 

Thsougb  and  through  th'  inspir'd  leaves. 
Ye  maggots,  make  your  windings ; 

But  O  respect  his  lordship's  taste. 
And  ^are  the  golden  bindings. 


ON  ELPHINSTONE'S  TRANSLATION  OF 
MARTIAL'S  EPIGRAMS 

O  THOtr  whom  Poesy  abhors. 
Whom  Prose  has  turned  out  of  doors, 
Heard'st  thou  yon  groan? — proceed  no  further, 
'Twas  laurel'd  Martial  calling  "  murthcr." 


SONG— A  BOTTLE  AND  FRIEND 

"Tbere'a  nane  that's  blest  of  hamao  kind, 
But  tbe  cheerful  and  the  gay,  man, 

Fa),  la,  U,"  Ac. 

Here's  a  bottle  and  an  honest  friend  I 
What  wad  ye  wish  for  mair,  man? 

Wha  kens,  before  his  life  may  end, 
What  his  share  may  be  o'  care,  man  ? 

Then  catch  the  moments  as  they  fly, 
And  use  them  as  ye  ou^ht,  man: 

Believe  me,  happiness  is  shy. 
And  comes  not  aye  when  sought,  vaaa, 


sn 
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LINES  WRITTEN  LTNDER  THE  PICTURE  OF 
THE  CELEBRATED  MISS  BURNS 

Cease,  ye  prudes,  your  envious  railing. 
Lovely  Bums  has  charms — confess: 

True  it  is,^he  had  one  failing, 
Had  ft  woman  ever  lees  ? 


EPITAPH  FOR  WILLIAM  NICOL.  OF  THE 
HIGH  SCHOOL,  EDINBURGH 

Ye  m%ggots,  feed  cm  Nicol's  brain. 
Foe  few  sic  feasts  you've  gotten ; 

Aod  fix  your  claws  in  Ntcol't  he&it. 
For  deil  a  bit  o'f  s  rotten. 


EPITAPH  FOR  MR.  WILLIAM  MICHIE 

Scbootomster  of  Cleisb  Parish,  FifeihiTe, 

Here  lie  Willie  Michie's  banes, 

O  Satan,  when  ye  tak  him, 
Gie  him  the  schutin  o'  your  weana. 

For  clever  deils  he'll  mak  themt 


BOAT  SONG— HEY,  CA'  THOR' 

Up  wi'  the  carls  o'  Dysart, 

And  the  lads  o'  Buckhaven, 
And  the  kimmers  o'  Largo, 
And  the  lasses  o'  Leven, 
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Chorus, — Hey,  ca'  thro',  ca'  thro'. 
For  we  hae  muckle  ado, 
Hey.  ca'  thro*,  ca'  thro', 
For  we  hae  muckle  ado; 

We  hae  tales  to  tel!, 

An'  we  hae  aang^  to  ilng} 

We  hae  pennies  tae  spend. 
An'  we  hae  pints  to  bring. 

Hey,  ca'  thro'.  Sic 

We'll  live  a'  our  days. 
And  them  that  comes  behtft*. 

Let  them  do  the  Uke, 
An'  spend  the  gear  they  win. 
Hey,  ca'  thro',  &c 


ADDRESS  TO  WM.  TYTLER,  ESQ.. 
OF  WOODHOUSELEE 

With  an  ImpresEion  of  the  Author'*  Portrait 

Revered  defender  of  beauteous  Stuart, 

Of  Stuart,  a  name  once  respected ; 
A  name,  which  to  love  was  the  mark  of  a  true  heart. 

But  now  'tis  despis'd  and  neglected. 

,Tho'  sooiething  Uke  moisture  coogtobes  in  my  eye^ 

Let  no  one  misdeem  me  disloyal  j 
'A  poor  friendless  wand'rer  may  well  claim  a  sigh. 

Still  more  if  that  wand'rer  were  royal. 


My  fathers  that  name  have  rever'd  on  a  throne: 

My  fathers  have  died  to  right  it ; 
Those  fathers  would  spurn  their  degenerate  son. 

That  name  should  he  scoffingly  slight  it. 
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Still  in  prayers  for  King  G«orge  I  most  heartily  join. 
The  Queen,  and  the  rest  of  the  gentry; 

Be  they  wise,  be  they  foolish,  is  nothing  of  nune; 
Their  title's  avow'd  by  my  country. 


But  why  of  that  epoch  a  make  such  a  fusSi 
That  gave  us  th'  Electoral  stem  ? 

If  bringing  them  over  was  lucky  for  US, 
I'm  sure  'twas  as  lucky  for  them. 
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But  loyalty  truce  I  we're  on  dangerous  ground; 

Who  knows  how  the  fashions  may  alter  ? 
The  doctrine,  to-day,  that  is  loyalty  sound, 

To-morrow  may  bring  us  a  halter  1 

I  send  you  a  trifle,  a  head  of  a  hard, 

A  trifle  scarce  worthy  your  care ; 
But  accept  it,  good  Sir,  as  a  mark  of  regard, 

Sincere  as  a  saint's  dying  prayer. 

Now  life's  chilly  evening  dim  shades  on  your  ey^ 

And  ushers  the  long  dreary  night : 
But  you,  like  the  star  that  athwart  gilds  the  sky. 

Your  course  to  the  latest  is  bright. 


EPIGRAM  TO  MISS  ATNSLIE  IN  CHURCH 

Fair  maid,  you  need  not  take  the  hint. 

Nor  idle  texts  pursue: 
Twas  guilty  sinners  that  he  me^Qt^ 

Not  Angels  sadi  as  you. 
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BUBLESQUE  LAMENT  FOR  THE  ABSENCE  OF 
WILLIAM  CREECH,  PUBLISHER 

AoLD  chudde  Reekie's*  sair  distrrat, 
Down  droops  her  ance  wee!  burnish'd  crest, 
Nac  joy  her  bonie  buskit  nest 

Can  yield  ava, 
Her  darling  bird  that  she  lo'es  best— 

Willie,  's  awa. 

O  Willie  was  a  witty  wight. 

And  had  o'  things  an  unco'  sleight, 

Auld  Reekie  aye  he  keepit  tight. 

And  trig  an'  braw : 
But  now  they'll  busk  her  like  a  fright,— 

Willie's  awa ! 

The  stiffest  o'  them  a'  he  bow'd, 
The  bauklest  o'  them  a'  he  cow'd ; 
They  durst  nae  mair  than  he  allow'd. 

That  was  a  law ; 
We've  lost  a  birkie  weel  worth  gowd ; 

Willie's  awa  t 

Now  gawkies,  tawpies,  gowks  and  fools, 
Frae  colleges  and  boarding  schools, 
May  sprout  like  simmer  pud  dock -stools 

In  glen  or  shaw  ; 
He  wha  could  brush  them  down  to  mool»— 

Willie,  's  awa  1 


The  brethren  o'  the  Commerce-chanmer 
May  mourn  their  lose  wi'  doolfu'  clamour; 
He  was  a  dictionar  and  grammar 

Among  them  a' ; 
I  fear  they'll  now  male  mony  a  stammer; 

Willie's  awa  1 
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Nae  mair  we  see  his  levee  door 
Ptiiloaophers  and  poeU  pour, 
And  toothy  critics  by  the  score, 

In  bloody  raw  t 
The  adjutant  o'  a'  the  core — 

Willie,  's  awa  I 

Now  worthy  Gregfory's  latin  face, 
Tytler's  and  Greenfield's  modest  grace ; 
M' Ken  lie,  Stewart,  such  a.  brace 

As  Rome  ne'er  saw ; 
They  a'  maun  meet  some  ither  place, 

Willie's  awa! 

Poor  Burns  ev'n  Scotch  Drink  canna  quickeo. 
He  cheeps  like  some  bewilder'd  chicken 
Scar'd  frae  it's  minnie  and  the  cleckin. 

By  hoodie-craw ; 
Grief  i  gien  his  heart  an  unco  kickin, 

WiUie's  awa  I 


Now  ev'ry  sour-mou'd  girnin  blellum. 
And  Calvin's  folk,  are  fit  to  fell  him ; 
Ilk  self-oonceited  critic  skellum 

His  quill  may  draw ; 
He  wha  could  brawlie  ward  their  beUn 

Willie,  's  awa  t 

Up  wimpling  stately  Tweed  I've  sped. 
And  Eden  scenes  on  crystal  Jed, 
And  Ettrick  banks,  now  roaring  red. 

While  tempests  blaw; 
But  every  joy  and  pleasure's  fled, 

Willie's  awa  1 

May  I  be  Slander's  common  speech; 
A  text  for  Infamy  to  preach ; 
And  lastly,  streekit  out  to  bleach 
In  winter  snaw; 
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When  I  forget  thee,  Willie  Crekcb, 
Tho'  far  awa  I 

May  never  wicked  Fortune  touzle  him  I 
May  never  wicked  men  bamboozle  him  1 
Until  %  pow  as  auld's  Metbusalem 

He  canty  daw ! 
Theii  to  the  blessed  new  Jerusalem, 

Fleet  wing  awa  1 


NOTE  TO  MR.  RENTON  OF  LAMERTON 

Your  billet.  Sir,  I  grant  receipt ; 
Wi'  you  I'H  canter  ony  gate, 
Tho'  'twere  a  trip  to  yon  blue  war!', 
Whare  birkies  march  on  burning  marl : 
Then,  Sir,  God  willing,  I'll  attend  ye. 
And  to  his  goodness  i  commend  ye. 

R.  BUKNS, 


ELEGY  ON   "STELLA" 

The  follow ingr  poem  is  the  work  of  some  hapless  son  of  the 
Muses  who  deserved  a  better  fate.  There  is  a  great  deal  of 
"The  voice  of  Cona''  in  bis  solitary,  mournful  notes;  and  had 
the  sentiments  been  clothed  in  Shenstone's  language,  they  would 
have  been  no  discredit  even  to  that  elegant  poet. — R.  B. 

Stkait  is  the  spot  and  green  the  sod 
From  whence  my  sorrows  flow ; 

And  soundly  sleeps  the  ever  dear 
Inhabitant  below. 

Pardon  my  transport,  gentle  shade, 

While  o'er  the  turf  I  bow ; 
Thy  earthly  house  is  circumscrib'd. 

And  solitary  now. 


284  ROBERT  BURNS 

Not  one  poor  stone  to  tell  thy  asme. 
Or  make  thy  virtues  known: 

But  what  avails  to  me — to  thee. 
The  sculpture  of  a  stone  ? 

I'll  sit  me  down  upon  this  turf, 

Ajid  wipe  the  rising  tear : 
The  chill  blast  passes  swiftly  by. 

And  flits  around  thy  bier. 

Dark  is  the  dwelling  of  the  dead. 
And  sad  their  house  of  rest : 

Low  ties  the  head,  by  death's  cold  arms 
In  awful  fold  embrac'd. 

I  saw  the  grim  Avenger  stand 

Incessant  by  thy  side ; 
Unseen  by  thee,  his  deadly  breath 

Thy  lingering  frame  destroy'd. 

Pale  grew  the  roses  on  thy  cheek. 
And  wither'd  was  thy  bloom, 

Till  the  slow  poison  brought  thy  youth 
Untimely  to  the  tomb. 

Thus  wasted  are  the  ranks  of  meo^ 
Youth,  health,  and  beauty  fall ; 

The  ruthless  ruin  spreads  around. 
And  overwhelms  us  all. 

Behold  where,  round  thy  narrow  house^ 
The  graves  unnumber'd  He; 

The  multitude  that  sleep  below 
£:dstcd  but  to  die. 


Some,  with  the  tottering  steps  of  age. 
Trod  down  the  darksome  way  ; 

And  some,  in  youth's  lamented  prime. 
Like  thee  were  torn  away: 
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Yet  these,  however  hard  their  fate, 

Their  native  earth  receives; 
Amid  their  weeping  friends  they  died. 

And  fill  their  fathers'  graves. 

From  thy  lov'd  friends,  when  first  thy  heart 

Was  taught  by  Heav'n  to  glow, 
Far,  far  remov'd,  the  ruthless  stroke 

Surpris'd,  and  laid  thee  low. 

At  the  last  limits  of  our  isle, 

Wash'd  by  the  western  wave, 
Touch'd  by  thy  fate,  a  thoughtfol  bard 

Sits  lonely  by  thy  grave. 

Pensive  he  eyes,  before  him  spread 
The  deep,  outstretch'd  and  vast ; 

His  mourning  notes  are  borne  away 
Along  the  rapid  blast 

And  while,  amid  the  sUent  dead 

Thy  hapless  fate  he  mourns, 
His  own  long  sorrows  freshly  bleed, 

And  all  his  grief  returns : 

Like  thee,  cut  off  in  early  youth, 

And  flower  of  beauty's  pride. 
His  friend,  his  first  and  only  joy. 

His  much  lov'd  Stella  died. 

Him  too  the  stem  impulse  of  Fate 

Resistless  bears  along; 
And  the  same  rapid  tide  shall  whvliS 

The  Poet  and  the  Song. 

The  tear  of  pity  which  he  sheds. 

He  asks  not  to  receive ; 
Let  but  his  poor  remains  be  laid 

Obscurely  in  the  grave. 
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His  grief-worn  heart,  with  truest  joy. 
Shall  meet  the  welcome  shock ; 

KU  airy  harp  shall  lie  unstrung, 
And  silent  as  the  rode 

O  my  dear  maid,  my  Stella,  when 
Shall  this  sick  period  dose. 

And  lead  the  solitary  bard 
To  his  bclov'd  repose? 


THE  BARD  AT  INVERARY 

Whoe'er  he  bt  that  sojourns  here, 

I  pity  much  his  case. 
Unless  he  conies  to  wait  upon 

The  Lord  their  God,— His  Grace. 

There's  aaething  here  but  Highland  pride. 
And  Highland  scab  and  hunger: 

If  Providence  has  sent  me  here, 
'Twas  surely  in  an  anger. 


EPIGRAM  TO  MISS  JEAN  SCOTT 

O  HAD  each  Scot  of  ancient  times 
Been  Jeanie  Scott,  as  thou  art ; 

The  bravest  heart  on  English  ground 
Had  yielded  like  a  coward. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  JOHN  MXEOD,  ESQ. 
Brother  to  a  young  Lady,  a  particular  friend  of  the  Author^ 

Sad  thy  lale,  thou  idle  page, 

And  rueful  thy  alarms: 
Death  tears  the  brother  of  her  love 
From  Isabella's  arms. 
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Sweetly  deckt  with  pearly  dew 
The  morning  rose  may  blow; 

Bat  co)d  successive  noontide  blasts 
Maj  Uy  its  beauties  low. 

Fair  on  Isabella's  morn 

The  sun  propitious  smil'd: 
But,  long  ere  noon,  succeeding  clouds 
Succeeding  hopes  beguil'd. 

Fate  oft  tears  the  bosom  chords 
That  Nature  finest  strung; 

So  Isabella's  heart  was  forin'd, 
And  so  that  heart  was  wrung. 

Dr«ftd  Omnipotence  alone 

Can  heal  the  wound  he  gave— 

Can  point  the  brimful  care>worn  eyes 
To  scenes  beyond  the  grave. 

Virtue's  blossoms  there  shall  blOw^ 
And  fear  no  withering  blast ; 

There  Isabella's  spotless  worth 
Shall  happy  be  at  last. 


ELEGV  on  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  JAMES 
HUNTER  BLAIR 

TfiE  lamp  of  day  with  ill-presaging  glare, 
Dim,  cloudy,  sank  beneath  the  western  wave ; 

Th'  inconstant  blust  howl'd  thro'  the  darkening  air, 
Aiid  hollow  whistled  in  the  rocky  cave. 

Lone  as  I  wander'd  by  each  cliff  and  dell, 
Once  the  lov'd  haunts  of  Scotia's  royal  train ;' 

Or  mus'd  where  limpid  streams,  once  hallow 'd  well/ 
Or  mould'ring  ruins  mark  the  sacred  fane.* 

»  The  Kmg'k  Park,  it  Holrraod  Hon»e.-ff,  B.  ^ 

*  St.  Antbonj  'i  wcU.~  J?.  B.  *  St,  Anthotif '■  Cfaitiel.-A.  B, 
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TV  increasing  blast  roar'd  round  the  beetling  rocks, , 
The  clouds,  swift-wing'd,  flew  o'er  the  starry  sky^J 

The  groaning  trees  untimely  shed  their  locks, 
And  shooting  meteors  caught  the  startled  eje. 

The  paly  moon  rose  ia  the  livid  cast. 

And  'mong  the  cliffs  disclos'd  a  stately  form 
In  weeds  of  woe,  that  frantic  beat  her  breast. 

And  mix'd  her  waitings  with  the  raving  storm. 

Wild  to  my  heart  the  filial  pulses  glow, 

*Twas  Caledonia's  trophied  shield  I  view'd: 

Her  form  majestic  droop'd  in  pensive  woe. 
The  lightning  of  her  eye  in  tears  imbued, 

Revers'd  that  spear,  redoubtable  in  war. 
Reclined  that  banner,  erst  in  fields  unfuri'd. 

That  like  a  deathful  meteor  glcam'd  afar. 
And  brav'd  the  mighty  monarchs  of  the  world. 

"  My  patriot  son  fills  an  untimely  grave !  " 
With  accents  wild  and  lifted  arms — she  cried; 

"  Low  lies  the  hand  that  oft  vras  atretch'd  to  save. 
Low  lies  the  heart  that  swell'd  with  honest  pride, 

"  A  weeping  country  Joins  a  widow's  tear ; 

The  helpless  poor  mix  with  the  orphan's  cry ; 
The  drooping  arts  surround  their  patron's  bier ; 

And  grateful  science  heaves  the  heart-felt  sigh ! 

"  I  saw  my  sons  resume  their  ancient  fire ; 

I  saw  fair  Freedom's  blossoms  richly  blow: 
But  ah !  how  hope  is  bom  bui  to  expire  1 

Relentless  fate  has  laid  their  guardian  low. 


"  My  patriot  falls,  but  shall  he  He  unsung. 

While  empty  greatness  saves  a  worthless  name  ? 

No;  every  muse  shall  join  her  tuneful  tongue, 
And  future  ages  hear  his  growing  fame. 
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"  And  1  will  join  a  mother's  tender  cares. 
Thro'  future  times  to  make  his  virtues  last ; 

That  distant  years  may  boast  of  other  Blairs  1  " — 
She  said,  and  vaoish'd  with  the  sweeping  blast. 


IMPROMPTU  ON  CARRON  IRON  WORKS 

We  cam  na  here  to  view  your  warks, 

In  hopes  to  be  mair  wise, 
But  only,  lest  we  gang  to  hell. 

It  may  be  nae  surprise : 
But  when  we  tirld  at  your  door 

Your  porter  dought  na  hear  us ; 
Sae  may,  shou'd  we  to  Hell's  yetts  come. 

Your  billy  Satan  sair  us  I 


TO  MISS  FERRIER 
Enclosing  the  Elegy  on  Sir  J,  H.  filair. 

Nae  heathen  name  shall  I  prefix, 

Frae  Pindus  or  Parnassus ; 
Auld  Reekie  dings  them  a'  to  sticks. 

For  rhyrae-inspiring  lasses. 

Jove's  tunefu'  dochters  three  times  three 
Made  Homer  deep  their  debtor; 

But,  gien  the  body  half  an  e'e, 
Nine  Ferriers  wad  done  better! 

Last  day  my  mind  was  in  a  bog, 
Down  George's  Street  I  stoitedj 

A  creeping  cauld  prosaic  fog 
My  very  senses  doited. 


HC — v*i.  a 
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Do  what  I  dotight  to  set  hfcr  ftti; 

My  saul  lay  In  the  tain ; 
Ye  turned  a  neak — I  sa*v  ybat  e'e-^ 

She  took  \hi  wing  likt  fir«! 


The  mourn fu'  sang  I  here  enclose, 

In  gratitude  I  send  you, 
And  pray,  in  rhytnc  as  weel  as  prose, 

A'  gude  things  may  attend  you  I 


WRITTEN  BY  SOMEBODY  ON  THE  WINDOW] 
Of  an  Inn  at  StirliDg,  oo  seeing  the  Royal  Palace  in  niin. 

Heke  Stuarts  once  in  glory  ireighed, 

And  laws  for  Scotland's  weal  ordained; 

But  DOW  unroof  d  their  palace  stands. 

Their  sceptre's  sway'd  by  other  hands; 

Fallen  indeed,  and  to  the  earth 

Whence  groveling  reptiles  take  their  birth. 

The  injured  Stuart  line  is  gone, 

A  race  outlandish  fills  their  throne; 

An  idiot  race,  to  honour  lost; 

Who  know  them  best  despise  them  inost. 


THE  POETS  REPLY  TO  THE  THREAT  OF  A 
CENSORIOUS  CRITIC 

My  Imprudent  lines  were  answered,  very  petulantlv,  by  s^^^ 
iady,  I  believe,  a  Rev.  Mr.  Hamilton.  In  a  MS.,  where  I  cs* 
the  answer,  i  wrote  below  : — 


With  Esop's  lion,  Bunls  says,  sore  I  feel 
Each  other  blow,  but  d-mn  that  ass's  heel  I 


THE  UBELLER'S  SELF-REPROOF* 


m 


^Kash  mortal,  and  slanderous  poet,  tby  name 
Shall  no  longer  appear  in  the  records  of  Famci 

'Dost  not  know  that  old  Mansfield,  who  writer  like  the  Bible, 
Says,  the  more  'tis  a  truth,  ^ir,  the  more  'tis  a  libel  I 


VERSES  WRITTEN  WITH  A  FENOL 

Over  the  Qiinuiey>piece,  in  the  Parlour  of  the  Inn  at  Kenmore, 
TayiQouth. 

Admiring  Nature  in  her  wildest  grace. 
These  northern  tcenes  with  weary  feet  I  trace; 
O'er  many  a  winding  dale  and  painful  steep, 
Th'  abodes  of  covey'd  grouse  and  timid  sheep. 
My  savage  journey,  curious,  I  pursue. 
Till  fam'd  Breadalbane  opens  to  my  view. — 
The  meetJag  cUffs  each  deep-sunk  glen  divides. 
The  woods  wild  scaiter'd,  clothe  their  ample  sides; 
Th'  outstretching  lake,  itnbosomed  'mong  the  hills. 
The  eye  with  wonder  and  amazement  fills; 
The  Tay  meand'ring  sweet  in  infant  pride, 
The  palace  rising  on  his  verdant  side, 
The  lav^-ns  wood-fring'd  in  Nature's  native  taste^ 
The  hillocks  dropt  in  Nature's  careless  baste. 
The  arches  striding  o'er  the  new-born  stream. 
The  village  glittering  in  the  noontide  beam^ — 


Pbetic  ardours  in  ray  bosom  swell, 

Lone  wand' ring  by  the  hermit's  mossy  cell; 

The  sweeping  theatre  of  hanging  woods. 

Th'  incessant  roar  of  headlong  tumbling  floods — 

Here  Poesy  might  wake  her  heav'n-taught  lyre. 
And  look  through  Nature  with  creative  &re; 
*  Tba*  an  rhjrmct  of  duMaiia  aatSxatidti. — La»f. 


ROBERT  BURNS 

Here,  to  the  wrongs  of  Fate  half  reconcil'd. 
Misfortunes  lighten'd  steps  might  wander  wild; 
And  Disappointment,  in  these  lonely  bounds, 
Find  balm  to  soothe  her  bitter  rankling  wounds : 
Here  heart-struck  Grief  might  heav'nward  stretch  her 

[scan. 
And  injur'd  Worth  forget  and  pardon  man. 


SONG.— THE  BIRKS  OF  ABERFELDY 
Tun»~"  The  Birto  of  Abergddie," 

Chorus. — Bonje  lassie,  will  ye  go. 
Will  ye  go,  will  ye  go, 
Bonie  lassie,  will  ye  go 
To  the  birks  of  Aberfeldyl 

Now  Simmer  blinks  on  flowery  braes. 
And  o'er  the  crystal  streamlets  plays- 
Come  let  us  spend  the  lightsome  day% 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

The  little  birdies  biythely  sing, 
While  o'er  their  heads  the  hazels  hmg, 
Or  lighdy  flit  on  wanton  wing. 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

The  braes  ascend  like  lofty  wa's, 
The  foamy  stream  deep-roaring  fa's, 
O'erhung  wi'  fragrant  spreading  shawa— 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

The  hoary  cliffs  are  crown" d  wi'  floweni, 
White  o'er  the  linns  the  burnie  pours, 
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And  rising,  weets  wi'  misty  showers 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

Let  Fortune's  gifts  at  random  fiee, 
They  ne'er  shall  draw  a  wish  frae  me; 
Supremely  blest  wi'  love  and  thee. 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonie  laasie,  &c. 


THE  HUMBLE  PETITION  OF  BRUAR  WATER 
To  the  noble  Duke  of  Adiole. 

Mt  lord,  I  know,  your  noble  ear 

Woe  ne'er  assails  in  vain; 
Embolden'd  thus,  I  beg  you'll  hear 

Your  humble  slave  complain, 
How  saucy  Phcebus'  scorching  beams. 

In   flaming   summer-pride, 
Dry-withering,  waste  my  foamy  streams^ 

And  drink  my  crystal  tide.' 

The  ligbtly-jumpin,  glowrin  trouts. 

That  thro"  my  waters  play. 
If,  in  their  random,  wanton  spouts, 

They  near  the  margin  stray ; 
If,  hapless  chance  I  they  linger  lang, 

I'm  scorching  up  so  shallow, 
They're  left  the  whitening  stanes  amang. 

Id  gasping  death  to  wallow. 

Last  day  I  grat  wi'  spite  and  teen, 

As  poet  Bums  came  by, 
TTiat.  to  a  bard,  I  should  be  seen 

Wi'  half  my  channel  dry; 

Pan*,  Id  Attaole,  *t«  cxewdtogty  picturcsqae  and  boutifsl;  but 
it  much  ioipajnd  by  tbe  wm  of  trees  vid  (hmbt. — S.  B. 
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A  panegyric  rhynie,  I  ween. 

£v*n  as  I  was,  he  shor'd  tnc; 
But  had  I  in  my  glory  been, 
He,  kneeling,  wad  ador'd  me. 

Here,  foaming  down  the  skeivy  rocks* 

In  twisting  strength  I  rin ; 
There,  high  my  boiling  torrent  smokel^ 

Wild-roaring  o'er  a  linn : 
Enjoying  each  large  spring  and  wdl. 

As  Nature  gave  them  me, 
I  am,  altho'  I  say't  mysel'. 

Worth  gaun  a  mile  to  see. 

Would  then  my  noble  master  ptetse 

To  grant  my  highest  ^vishes. 
He'll  shade  my  banks  wi'  tow'rinj  trM% 

And  bonie  ipreading  bushei. 
Delighted  doubly  then,  my  lord, 

You'll  wander  on  my  banks, 
'And  listen  mony  a  grateful  bird 

Return  you  tuneful  thanks. 

The  sober  lav'rock,  warbling  wUd, 

Shall  to  the  skies  aspire ; 
The  gowdspink,  Music's  gayest  child) 

Shall  sweetly  join  the  choir; 
The  blackbird  strong,  the  lintwhite  cle«r, 

The  mavis  mild  and  mellow; 
The  robin  pensive  Autumn  cheer, 

In  all  her  locks  of  yellow. 

This  too,  a  covert  shall  ensure, 

To  shield  them  from  the  storm; 
And  coward  maukin  sleep  secure. 

Low  in  her  grassy  form: 
Here  shall  the  shepherd  make  his  seat; 

To  weave  his  crown  of  flow'rs ; 
Or  find  a  shdt'ring,  safe  retreat. 

From  prone-4escending  sbow'rt. 
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And  here,  hj  sweet,  endearing  stealth, 

SteU  meet  die  lanag  i>air, 
Degpiaing  worids,  with  all  their  wealth, 

As  empty  idle  care; 
The  flow'rs  shall  rie  in  all  their  cbann^ 

The  boar  of  heav*n  to  grace ; 
And  btrka  extend  thetr  fragrant  anus 

To  Bcrecn  the  dear  embrace. 

Here  haply  too,  at  vernal  dawn, 

Sotm  muting  batd  ma;  stray. 
And  eyt  the  smoking,  dewy  Lawn, 

And  tnisty  mountain  grey ; 
Or,  by  the  reaper's  nightly  beam. 

Mild-chequering  thro*  the  trees. 
Rave  to  my  darkly  dashing  stream, 

Hoarse-fwelling  on  the  breeze. 

Let  lofty  firs,  and  ashes  cool. 

My  lowly  banks  o'erspread. 
And  view,  deep-bending  in  the  pool, 

Their  shadows'  wat'ry  bed : 
Let  fragrant  birks,  in  woodbines  drest. 

My  craggy  cliffs  adorn; 
And,  for  the  little  songster's  nest. 

The  close  eaibowVing  thorn. 

So  may,  old  Scotia's  darling  hope, 

Your  little  angel  bend 
Spring,  like  their  fathers,  up  to  prop 

Their  honour'd  native  land ! 
So  may,  thro'  Albion's  farthest  ken. 

To  social-Bowing  glasses, 
The  grace  be — "  At  hole's  honest  men. 

And  Atbole's  boaie  lasses  t " 
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LINES  ON  THE  FALL  OF  FYERS 

Near  Lodi-Neas. 

Written  with  a  Pencil  on  the  Spot 

Among  the  heathy  hills  and  ragged  woods 

The  roaring  Fyers  pours  his  mossy  floods; 

Till  full  he  dashes  on  the  rocky  mounds. 

Where,  thro'  a  shapeless  breach,  his  stream  resounds. 

As  high  in  air  the  bursting  torrents  flow, 

As  deep  recoiling  surges  foam  below, 

Prone  down  the  rock  the  whitening  sheet  descends. 

And  viewless  Echo's  ear,  astonished,  rends. 

Dim-seen,  through  rising  mists  and  ceaseless  show'rs, 

TTie  hoary  cavern,  wide  surrounding  lours: 

Still  thro'  the  gap  the  struggling  river  toils. 

And  still,  below,  the  horrid  cauldron  boils — 


EPIGRAM  ON  PARTING  WITH  A  KIND  HOST 
IN  THE  HIGHLANDS 

When  Death's  dark  stream  I  ferry  o'er, 
(A  time  that  surely  shall  come). 

In  Heav'n  itself  111  ask  no  more. 
Than  just  a  Highland  welcome. 


STRATHALLAN'S  LAMENT* 

Thickest  night,  surround  my  dweUingl 
Howling  tempests,  o'er  me  ravel 

Turbid  torrents,  wintry  swelling. 
Roaring  by  my  lonely  cave  I 

*  Buros  Cimfeise*  thai  bii  jRcobitJsm  vras  merely  amtjoiaiu!  "  ezoefrt  wbea 
my  pELMTcng  were  heated  by  some  ftccidcntAT  cansf.,"  and  ■  tour  throovh 
the  country  wher<  Mootrojc,  Claverhouse,  md  Pfinct  Charie*  had  fougfit, 
was  c«u*e  fnougti,     StrtlbiUaa  fell  glorigiul^  U  CuUodeu. — LaKgm 
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Crystal  streatnlets  gently  flowing, 
Bnsy  haunts  of  base  mankind. 

Western  breezes  softly  bloiving. 
Suit  not  my  distracted  mind. 

In  the  cause  of  Right  engaged, 

Wrong?  injurious  to  redress, 
Honour's  war  we  strongly  waged. 

But  the  Heavens  denied  success. 
■Rain's  wheel  has  driven  o'er  us. 

Not  a  hope  that  dare  attend. 
The  wide  world  is  all  before  as— 

But  a  world  without  a  friend. 
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Streams  that  glide  in  orient  plains, 
Never  bound  by  Winter's  chains; 

Glowing  here  on  golden  sands. 
There  immixed  with  foulest  stains 

From  Tyranny's  empurpled  hands; 
These,  their  richly  gleaming  waves, 
I  leave  to  tyrants  and  their  slaves; 
Give  me  the  stream  that  sweetly  laves 
The  banks  by  Castle  Gordon. 

Spicy  forests,  ever  gay. 
Shading  from  the  burning  ray 

Hapless  wretches  sold  to  toil; 
Or  the  ruthless  native's  way. 

Bent  on  slaughter,  blood,  and  spoil: 
Woods  that  ever  verdant  wave, 
I  leave  the  tyrant  and  the  slave; 
Give  me  the  groves  that  lofty  brave 
The  storms  by  Castle  Gordon. 

Wildly  here,  without  control. 
Nature  reigns  and  rules  the  whole; 
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In  that  sober  pensive  mood. 
Dearest  to  the  feeling  soul. 

She  plants  the  forest,  pours  the  flood: 
Life's  poor  day  I'll  muBing  rave 
And  find  at  night  a  sheltering  cave. 
Where  waters  flow  and  wild  woods  wave. 
By  bonic  Castle  Gordon. 


SONG— LADY  ONLIE,  HONEST  LUCKY 
Tu**~"  Th«  Roffiia't  Rut." 

A*  THE  lads  o'  Thomicbank, 

When  they  gac  to  the  shore  o"  Budcjr, 
They'll  step  in  an'  tak  a  pint 

Wi'  Lady  Onlie,  honest  lucky. 

Chorus. — Lady  Onlie,  honest  lucky. 

Brews  gude  ale  at  shore  o'  Bucky; 
I  wish  her  sale  for  her  ffude  ale. 
The  best  on  a'  the  shore  o'  Bucky. 

Her  house  sae  bien,  her  curch  sac  clan 

I  wat  she  is  a  daintie  chuckic; 
And  cheery  blinks  the  ing^e-gleed 

O'  Lady  Onlif,  honest  luckie. 
Lady  Onlie,  &c. 


THENIEL  MEN2IES'  BONIE  MARY 

Air—"  The  RuiKan'*  Rant,"  or  Roy'i  Wifw. 

In  comin  Uy  the  brig  o'  Dye, 
At  Darlet  we  a  blink  did  tarry; 

As  day  was  dawn  in  in  the  sky, 
W«  drank  a  health  to  bonie  Maiy. 
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Chorus. — Then  id  Menzies'  botiie  Mary, 

Th«niel  Menaics'  bonie  Mary, 

Giarlie  Grigor  tint  his  plaidie, 

Kissifl'  Theniel's  bonlc  Mary. 

Her  tea  sae  bright,  her  brow  sae  white. 
Her  haffet  locks  as  brown's  s  berry  I 

And  aye  they  dirapl't  wi'  a.  smile, 
The  rosy  checks  o'  bonie  Mary. 

Theniel  Meniles'  bonie  Mary,  &c. 

We  lap  a'  danc'd  the  lee-lang  day. 
Tin  piper  lads  were  wac  and  weary; 

But  Charlie  gat  the  spring  to  pay 
For  kissin  Theniel's  bonie  Mary. 
Theniel  Menriw'  bonie  Mary,  Ac 


IM 


tHE  BONIE  LASS  OF  ALBANY* 
Tune — "  Mary'a  Dream,"* 

Mt  heart  It  wm,  and  unco  wae. 

To  think  upon  the  raging  sea. 
That  roars  between  her  gardens  gntn 

An'  the  bonie  Lait  of  Albany. 

This  lovely  maid's  of  royal  blood 
That  ruled  Albion's  kingdoms  three, 

But  oh,  alas  t  for  her  bonie  face. 
They've  wrang'd  the  Lass  of  Albany. 

In  the  rolling  tide  of  spreading  Clyde 
There  sits  an  isle  of  high  degree. 

And  a  town  of  fame  whose  princely  name 
Should  grace  the  Lass  of  Albany. 

But  there's  a  youth,  a  witless  youth. 
That  fills  the  place  where  slie  should  b«; 
>  N«n»ai  dauf ktcr  of  fris^  Cbarle*  ZdmiA. 
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We'll  send  him  o'er  to  his  native  shores 
And  brin^  our  ain  sweet  Albany. 

Alas  the  day,  and  woe  the  day, 
A  false  usurper  wan  the  grec. 

Who  now  commands  the  towers  and  lands 
The  royal  right  of  Albany. 

Well  daily  pray,  we'll  nightly  pray, 
On  bended  knees  most  fervently. 

The  time  may  come,  with  pipe  an'  dniin 
We'll  welcome  hame  fair  Albany. 


ON   SCARING   SOME   WATER-FOWL 
IN  LOCH  TURIT 

A  wild  scene  among  the  Hills  of  Oughtertyrc 

"This  was  the  production  of  a  solitary  forenoon's  walk  from 
Oughtertyre  House.  I  lived  there,  the  guest  of  Sir  William  Mur- 
ray, for  two  or  three  weeks,  and  was  much  flattered  by  my 
hospitable  reception.  What  a  pity  that  the  mere  emotions  of 
gratitude  arc  so  impotent  in  this  world.  'Tis  lucky  that,  as 
we  are  told,  they  will  be  of  some  avail  in  the  world  to  come." 
T^R.  B.,  Glmriddell  MSS. 

Why,  ye  tenants  of  the  lake. 
For  me  your  wat'ry  haunt  forsake? 
Tell  tne,  fellow-creatures,  why 
At  my  presence  thus  you  fly  ? 
Why  disturb  your  social  joys. 
Parent,  filial,  kindred  ties? — 
Common  friend  to  you  and  me. 
Nature's  gifts  to  all  are  free: 
Peaceful  keep  your  dimpling  wave, 
Busy  feed,  or  wanton  lave; 
Or,  beneath  the  sheltering  rock. 
Bide  the  surging  billow's  shoclb 
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Conscious,  blushing  for  our  race, 
Soon,  too  soon,  your  fears  I  trace. 
Man,  your  proud  usurping  foe. 
Would  be  lord  of  all  below : 
Plumes  himself  in  freedom's  pride. 
Tyrant  stem  to  all  beside. 

The  eagle,  from  the  cliffy  brow. 
Marking  you  his  prey  below, 
In  bis  breast  no  pity  dwells. 
Strong  necessity  compels: 
But  Man,  to  whom  alone  is  giv'n 
A  ray  direct  from  pityiiig  Heav'o, 
Glories  in  his  heart  humane — 
And  creatures  for  his  pleasure  slain  I 

In  these  savage,  liquid  plains. 
Only  known  to  wand' ring  swains. 
Where  the  mossy  riv'let  strays. 
Far  from  human  haunts  and  ways ; 
All  on  Nature  you  depend. 
And  life's  poor  season  peaceful  spend. 

Or,  if  man's  superior  might 
Dare  invade  your  native  rights 
On  the  lofty  ether  borne, 
Man  with  all  his  pow'rs  you  scon; 
Swiftly  seek,  on  clanging  wings, 
Other  lakes  and  other  springs ; 
And  the  foe  you  cannot  brave, 
Scorn  at  least  to  be  his  slave. 


BLYTHE  WAS   SHE' 
TiHM— "  Andro  and  bis  Cutty  Gun." 

Ckorus — Bijrthe,  biythe  and  merry  was  she, 

Blythe  was  she  but  and  ben; 

/Httco   >t  Oathtertrre.     Phemie  is  Mj»  EupbemU  Mumj,  A 
■~  WiCJaiD  Itmiww  oi  OoebRrtim. — ZJnm. 


BODXRT  BURNS 

BIythe  by  the  banks  of  Esnu 
And  h]ythe  in  Gienturtt  glea. 

By  Oughtertyre  grows  the  «lk. 

On  Yarrow  banks  the  birlcen  shawj 
But  Phemie  was  a  bonier  lass 

Than  braes  o'  Yarrow  ever  saw. 
BIythe,  Wythe.  &c. 

Her  looks  were  like  a  flow'r  in  May, 
Her  smi'e  was  like  a  sitnnier  ijiom; 

She  tripped  by  the  hanks  o'  Earn, 
As  light's  a  bird  upon  a  thorn. 
Btythc,  blythc.  &c. 

Her  tM>ni«  face  it  was  ai  meek 

A  J  ony  lamb  upon  a  lea; 
The  evening  aim  wa«  ne'er  tae  tweet. 

A>  wa.s  the  blink  n'  Phetnie's  e'e. 
Blytbff,  blythc,  &c. 

The  Highland  hills  IVc  wander'd  wide. 
And  o'er  the  Lawlands  I  hae  been ; 

But  Phemie  was  the  hlythest  lass 
That  ever  trod  the  dewy  green. 
BIythe,  blythe,  &c. 


A  ROSE-BUD  BY  MY  EARLY  WALE 

A  Rose-bud  by  my  early  walk, 
Adown  a  corn-enclosed  bawk, 
Sae  gently  bent  its  thorny  stalk. 

All  on  a  dewy  mominp. 
Ere  twice  the  shades  o*  dawn  arc  fle^ 
In  a'  its  crimson  glory  spread, 
And  drooping  rich  the  dewy  head. 

It  scenu  the  early  morning. 


ppB«8  Aijrp  §p[fas 

WitljiB  tha  bush  her  covert  nest 
^  Ijttlp  linnet  fondly  pre^t; 
Thi!  dew  sat  chilly  on  her  brc^t. 

Sac  parly  in  the  mornicg. 
She  ^ooa  shall  see  her  tender  brood. 
The  pride,  the  pleasure  o'  the  wood, 
Aoi^ng  tbe  fresh  green  leaves  bed^w'd, 

^wak^  ^he  early  reiQrnjng. 

So  thou,  dear  bird,  young  Jeany  fair. 
On  trembling  string  or  vocal  air, 
Shall  sweetly  pay  the  tender  care 

Jbat  tepts  thy  «^rly  morning. 
So  thou,  sweet  Rose-bud,  young  and  gay, 
Shalt  beauteous  blaze  upon  the  day, 
And  bless  the  parent's  evening  ray 

That  watch 'd  thy  early  morning; 


EPITAPH  FOR  MR.   W.   CRUIKSHANI? 

Honest  Will  to  Heaven's  away 
And  11(10 ny  shall  lament  bira ; 

His  fau'ts  they  a'  in  Latin  lay. 
In  English  nanc  e'er  kent  them. 


SONG— THE  BANKS  OF  THE  DEVON 

Tunt — '•  Bbaoarach  dbonn  a*  chniidl)." 

How  pleasant  the  banks  of  the  clear  winding  Devon, 

With  green  spreading  bushes  and  flow'rs  blooming  fair! 
But  the  botfiest  flow'r  on  the  banks  of  the  Devon 

Was  once  a  sweet  bud  on  the  brae;  of  the  Ayr, 
Mild  be  the  sun  on  this  sweet  blushing  flower. 

In  the  gay  rpsy  morn,  as  it  bathes  in  the  dew ; 
And  gentle  the  fall  of  the  soft  vernal  shower, 

That  steals  po  the  evening  each  leaf  to  renew! 
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O  spare  the  dear  blossom,  ye  orient  breczea, 

With  chill  hoary  wing  as  ye  usher  the  dawn ; 
And  far  be  thou  distant,  thou  reptile  that  seizes 

The  verdure  and  pride  of  the  garden  or  lawn ! 
Let  Bourbon  exult  in  his  gay  gilded  lilies. 

And  England  triumphant  display  her  proud  rose; 
A  fairer  than  cither  adorns  the  green  valleys, 

Where  Devon,  sweet  Devon,  meandering  flows. 


BRAVING  ANGRY  WINTER'S  STORMS 

Tmnt — "  Nell  Gaw'i  Lament  for  Abercaim;.'* 

Where,  braving  angry  winter's  storms. 

The  lofty  Ochils  rise. 
Far  in  their  shade  my  Peggy's  charms 

First  blest  my  wondering  eyes; 
As  one  who  by  some  savage  stream 

A  lonely  gem  surveys, 
Astonish'd.  doubly  marks  it  beam 

With  art's  roost  polish'd  hlaze. 

Blest  be  the  wild,  sequester'd  shade. 

And  blest  the  day  and  hour. 
Where  Peggy's  charms  I  first  survcy'd. 

When  first  I  felt  their  pow'rl 
The  tyrant  Death,  with  grim  control. 

May  seize  my  fleeting  breath; 
But  tearing  Peggy  from  my  soul 

Must  be  a  stronger  death. 


SONG— MY   PEGGY'S   CHARMS 
Tiwe— "Ths  a'  cbailleach  air  mo  dhrigh." 

My  Peggy's  face,  my  Peggy's  form. 

The  frost  of  hermit  Age  might  warm; 
My  Peggy's  worth,  my  Peggy's  mind. 
Might  charm  the  ^t  of  human  kind. 
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I  love  my  Peggy's  ange!  air. 
Her  face  so  truly  heavenly  fair, 
Her  native  grace,  so  void  of  art, 
But  I  adore  my  Peggy's  heart. 

The  lily's  hue,  the  rose's  dye, 
The  kindling  lustre  of  an  eye ; 
Who  but  owns  their  magic  sway  f 
Who  but  knows  they  all  decay  1 

The  tender  thrill,  the  pitying  tear. 
The  generous  purpose  nobly  dear, 
The  gentle  look  that  rage  disarm*— 
These  are  all  Immortal  charms. 


THE  YOUNG  HIGHLAND  ROVER 

TiifM--"  Morag." 

Loud  blaw  the  frosty  breezes. 

The  snaws  the  mountains  cover; 
Like  winter  on  me  seizes, 

Since  my  young  Highland  rover 

Far  wanders  nations  over. 
Where'er  he  go,  where'er  he  stray. 

May  heaven  be  his  warden ; 
Return  him  safe  to  fair  Strathspey, 

And  bonie  Castle-Gordon  I 


The  trees  now  naked  groaning. 
Shall  soon  wi'  leaves  be  hinging 

The  birdies  dowie  moaning, 
Shall  a'  be  blythely  singing. 
And  every  flower  be  springing; 

Sac  ni  rejoice  the  lee-lang  day, 
When  by  his  mighty  Warden 

My  youth's  retum'd  to  fair  Strathspey, 
And  bonie  Castle-Gordon. 


m 
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Afab  the  iltuftnpus  E;cilc  cQaiD$, 

Whom  kingdoms  on  this  day  should  hail; 
An  inmate  in  the  casual  $i\ti. 
On  transient  pity's  bounty  ifi, 

Haunted  by  bi^jy  i^emoty's  bittfr  lakl 
Beasts  of  the  forest  have  their  sava^  homes 

But  He,  who  should  imperial  purple  wear, 
Owns  not  the  lap  of  earth  where  rests  his  roja!  head ! 

His  wretched  refuge,  dark  despair. 
White  ravening  wrongs  anrf  wqes  gursuc^, 
And  distant  far  the  Uithful  few" 

Who  woultf  his  sorrows  share. 


False  flatterer,  Hope,  away! 

Ijtpr  t)iink  to  lur(e  us  as  in  dayi  of  yocs: 
We  solemnize  this  sorrowing  natal  day, 

To  prove  our  loyal  truth — we  can  no  more. 

And  owning  Hj:»vep's  mysterjou^  ^W^S, 

Submissive,  low  ^dore. 
Ye  honored,  mighty  D^d, 

Who  Dpbly  perished  it^  the  gloriotis  cause. 

Your  King,  ypuf  Country,  and  her  laws. 
From  great  Dukpee,  who  smilipg  Victory  led. 
And  fell  a  Martyr  in  her  anns. 
(What  breast  of  nofthpm  ice  bqt  warrof  1) 
To  bold  Balm^pjno'^  undying  n^pif. 
Whose  soul  of  fire,  lighted  at  'Heaven's  high  flame. 
Deserves  the  proudest  yreath  departed  hefoes  claimj 
Not  unrevenged  your  fate  shall  lie. 

It  only  lags,  the  fatal  houf. 
Your  blood  shall,  with  incessant  cry, 

Awake  at  last,  th*  unsparing  Power; 
As  from  the  cliff,  with  thundering  course. 

The  snowy  rujn  smokes  along 
With  doubling  speed  ^d  gathering  fore?, 

>Tbe  la«t  birthdl^  of  Piiiiee  Cbsrie*  Edward.1 


till  deep  it,  crushing,  whelms  the  cotUge  in  the  vale; 
So  Vengeance"  arm,  ensanguin'd,  strong, 
Shall  with  resistless  might  assail, 
X'surping  Brunswick's  pride  shall  lay, 
^nd  SxEWArr's  wrongs  and  yours,  with  tenfold  weight 
repay. 

Perdition,  baleful  child  of  nig^t! 
Rise  and  revenge  the  injured  right 

Of  Stewart's  royal  race: 
Lead  on  the  unmuzzled  hounds  of  belt. 
Till  all  the  frighted  echoes  tell 

The  blood-notes  of  the  chase! 
Full  on  the  quarrj-  point  their  view. 
Full  on  the  base  usurping  crew, 
^the  tools  of  faction,  and  the  nation's  curs* I 
Hark  how  the  cry  grows  on  the  wind; 
They  leave  the  lagging  gale  behind. 
Their  savage  fury,  pitiless,  they  pour ; 
With  murdering  eyes  already  they  devour  { 

See  Brunswick  spent,  a  wretched  prey. 
His  life  one  poor  despairing  day, 
"WTiere  each  avenging  hour  still  ushers  in  a  wotmI 

Such  havock,  howling  all  abroad* 
Their  utter  ruin  bring, 

The  base  apostates  to  their  God, 
Or  rebels  to  their  KiKG. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ROBERT  DUNDAS,  ESQ., 
OF  ARNISTON 

Late  Lord  President  of  the  Court  ef  Session. 

Lowe  on  the  bleaky  hills  the  straying  flocks 
Shun  the  fierce  storms  among  the  sheltering  rocks; 
Down  from  the  rivulets,  red  with  dashing  rains, 
The  gathering  fSoods  burst  o'er  the  distant  plains; 
Beneath  the  blast  the  leafless  forests  groan; 
The  hollow  caves  return  a  hollow  moan. 
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Ye  hitls,  ye  plains,  ye  forests,  and  ye  caves. 
Ye  howling  winds,  and  wintry  swelling  waves! 
Unbeard.  unseen,  by  human  ear  or  eye, 
Sad  to  your  sympathetic  glooms  I  fly; 
Where,  to  the  whistling  blast  and  water's  roar. 
Pale  Scotia's  recent  wound  I  may  deplore. 

O  heavy  loss,  thy  coiintry  ill  could  bear  I 

A  loss  these  evil  days  can  ne'er  repair  1 

Justice,  the  high  vicegerent  of  her  God, 

Her  doubtful  balance  eyed,  and  sway'd  her  rod: 

Hearing  the  tidings  of  the  fatal  blow. 

She  sank,  abandon'd  to  die  wildest  woft. 

Wrongs,  injuries,  from  many  a  darksome  den, 

Now,  gay  in  hope,  explore  the  paths  of  men : 

See  from  his  cavern  grim  Oppression  rise. 

And  throw  on  Poverty  his  cruel  eyes; 

Keen  on  the  helpless  victim  see  him  fly. 

And  stifle,  dark,  the  feebly-bursting  cry : 

Mark  Ruffian  Violence,  distaincd  with  crimes. 

Rousing  elate  in  these  degenerate  timea, 

View  unsuspecting  Innocence  a  prey. 

As  guileful  Fraud  points  out  the  erring  way: 

While  subtle  Litigation's  pliant  tongue 

The  life-blood  equal  sucks  of  Right  and  Wrong: 

Hark,  injur'd  Want  recounts  th'  unlistcn'd  tale. 

And  much-wTong'd  Mis'ry  pours  the  unpttted  wailt 

Ye  dark  waste  hills,  ye  brown  unsightly  plains. 
Congenial  scenes,  ye  soothe  my  mournful  strains: 
Ye  tempests,  rage  I  ye  turbid  torrents,  roll  I 
Ye  suit  the  joyless  tenor  of  my  soul. 
Life's  social  haunts  and  pleasures  I  resign; 
Be  nameless  wilds  and  lonely  wanderings  mine. 
To  mourn  the  woes  my  country  must  cudurt— 
Tlut  wound  degenerate  ages  cannot  cure 


k 


ore  Reply  to  Verses  addressed  to  the  Author  by  a  Lady, 

under  the  signature  of  "  Clarinda." 


[WsEfT  dear  Clarinda,  matchless  fair. 
First  struck  Sylvander's  raptur'd  view, 

I^He  gaz'd,  he  listened  to  despair, 
Alas  1  'twas  all  he  dared  to  do. 

Love,  from  Clarinda's  heavenly  eyes. 
Transfixed  his  bosom  thro'  and  thro'; 

But  still  in  Friendship's  guarded  guise^ 
For  more  the  demon  fear'd  to  do. 

That  heart,  already  more  than  lost, 
The  imp  beleaguer'd  all  perdue; 

For  frowning  Honour  kept  his  post — 
To  meet  that  frown  he  shrunk  to  dot 


His  pangs  the  Bard  refused  to  own, 
Tho'  half  he  wish'd  Clarinda  knew; 

But  Angiiish  wrung  the  unweeting  groait— 
Who  blames  what  frantic  Pain  must  do? 

That  heart,  where  motley  follies  blend. 
Was  sternly  still  to  Honotir  true: 

To  prove  Clarinda's  fondest  friend. 
Was  what  a  lover  sure  might  do. 

The  Muse  his  ready  quill  employed, 
No  nearer  bUss  he  could  pursue; 

That  bliss  Clarinda  cold  dcny'd — 
"  Send  word  by  Charles  how  you  do  I  * 

The  chill  hehest  disarm'd  his  muse, 

Till  passion  all  impatient  grew: 
He  wrote,  and  hinted  for  excuse. 
"Twas,  'cause  "  he'd  nothing  else  to  do* 
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But  by  those  hopes  I  have  above  I 
And  by  those  faults  I  dearly  me  I 

The  deed,  the  boldest  mark  of  lovt. 
For  tbe«,  that  deed  I  dare  to  do  I 

O  could  the  Fates  hut  oame  the  price 
Would  blea*  me  with  your  charms  and  yoal 

With  frantic  joy  I'd  pay  it  thrice, 
If  human  art  and  power  could  do  I 

Then  take,  Garinda,  friendship's  handi 
(Friendship,  at  least,  I  may  avow;) 

And  lay  no  more  your  chill  command,— 
I'll  write,  whatever  I've  to  do. 

SYLVAKiaa.  ~ 


LOVE  IN  THE  GUISE  OF  FRIENDSHIP 

Yotni  friendship  much  e«n  make  me  blest, 

O  why  that  bliss  destroy  1 
Why  atgt  the  only,  one  requett 

You  know  I  will  deny  I 

Your  thought,  if  Love  must  harbour  there^ 

Conceal  it  in  that  thought ; 
Nor  cause  me  from  my  bosom  tear 

The  very  friend  I  sou^t. 


GO  ON,  SWEET  BIRD,  AND  SOOTH  MY  CARE 

For  thee  is  laughing  Nature  gay, 
For  thee  she  pours  the  vernal  day; 
For  me  in  vain  is  Nature  drest, 
While  Joy's  t  stranger  to  my  breast. 
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CIARINDA,  MISTRESS  OF  MY   SOUL 

CtAJUNDA,  mistress  of  my  soul, 

The  measur'd  time  is  run ! 
The  wretch  beneath  the  dreary  pole 

So  marks  his  latest  sun. 

To  what  dark  cave  of  frozen  night 

Shall  poor  Sylvander  He; 
Deprtv'd  of  thee,  his  life  and  light. 

The  sun  of  all  hix  joy. 

We  part— -but  by  these  precious  drops, 

That  fill  thy  lovely  eyes, 
No  other  light  shall  guide  my  steps, 
Till  thy  bright  beams  arise  1 

She,  the  fair  sun  of  all  her  sex. 
Has  blest  my  glorious  day; 

And  shall  a  glimmering  planet  fix 
My  ]worship  to  its  ray? 


I'M  O'ER  YOUNG  TO   MARRY  YET 

Chorus. — I'm  o'er  young,  I'm  o'er  young, 

ti'm  o'er  yoimg  to  marry  yet ; 
I'm  o'er  young,  'twad  be  a  sin 
To  tak  me  frae  my  mammy  yet. 
; 


I  AH  my  mammy's  ae  bairn, 
Wi'  unco  folk  I  weary,  sir; 

And  lying  in  a  strange  bed, 
I'm  fley'd  it  mak  me  eerie,  sir. 
I'm  o'er  young,  &c. 

Hallowmass  is  come  and  gane. 

The  nights  are  lang  in  winter,  sir. 
And  you  an'  I  in  ae  bed. 
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In  trowth,  I  dare  na  ventute,  sir. 
I'm  o'er  young.  &c. 

Fu*  loud  an'  shill  the  frosty  wind 
Btaws  thro'  the  leafless  timmer,  sir; 

But  if  ye  come  this  gate  again, 
I'll  aulder  be  gin  simmer,  sir. 
I'm  o'er  young,  &c 


TO  THE  WEAVERS   GIN  YE  GO 

My  heart  was  ance  as  blithe  and  free 

As  simmer  days  were  lang; 
But  a  bonte,  westlin  weaver  lad 

Has  gart  rae  change  my  sang. 

Vhofus. — To  the  weaver's  gin  ye  go,  fair  maids. 
To  the  weaver's  gin  ye  go; 

I  rede  you  right,  gang  ne'er  at  night. 
To  the  weaver's  gin  ye  go. 

My  mither  sent  me  to  the  town, 

To  warp  a  plaiden  wab ; 
But  the  weary,  weary  warpin  o't 

H3£  gart  me  sigh  and  sab. 
To  the  weaver's,  &c. 

A  bonte,  westlin  weaver  lad 

Sat  working  at  his  loom ; 
He  took  my  heart  as  wi'  a  net. 

In  every  knot  and  thrum. 
To  the  weaver's,  &c, 

I  sat  beside  my  warpin- wheel. 

And  aye  I  ca'd  it  roun' ; 
But  every  shot  and  every  knod^ 

My  heart  it  gac  a  stoutu 
To  th«  weaver's,  &c. 
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The  moon  was  sinking  in  the  west, 

Wi'  visage  pale  and  wan, 
As  my  bonie,  westlin  weaver  lad 

Convoy 'd  me  thro*  the  glen. 
To  the  weaver's.  Sec, 

But  what  was  said,  or  what  was  Hoot, 

Shame  fa'  roe  gin  I  tell ; 
But  Oh  t  I  fear  the  kintra  soon 

Will  ken  as  weel's  mysel  I 
To  the  weaver's,  &c. 
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M'PHERSON'S   FAREWELL 

ri««»— "M'Pherson's  Rant" 

Fabewell,  yc  dungeons  dark  and  strong. 

The  wretch's  destiniel 
M'Pherson's  time  will  not  be  long 

On  yonder  gallows-tree. 

ChorfU. — Sae  rantingly,  sae  wantonly, 
Sae  dauntingly  gaed  he ; 
He  play'd  a  spring,  and  danc'd  it  round. 
Below  the  gaUows-lxee. 

0  what  is  death  but  parting  breath  ? 

On  many  a  bloody  plain 
I've  dared  his  face,  and  in  this  place 

I  scorn  him  yet  again  t 

Sae  rantingly,  &c. 


Untie  these  bands  from  off  my  hands. 
And  bring  me  to  tny  sword ; 

And  there's  no  a  man  in  all  Scotland 
But  I'll  brave  him  at  a  word. 
Sae  rantingly,  &c 
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I'vt  Itv'd  a  li^e  of  sturt  and  strif«j 

I  die  by  treacherie : 
It  burns  my  heart  I  must  depart. 

And  not  avenged  be, 

Sae  rantingiy,  &c. 

Now  farewell  light,  thou  sunshine  bright. 

And  all  beneath  the  sky  I 
May  coward  shame  distal  a  bis  name. 

The  wretch  that  dare  not  die  1 
Sae  rantingiy,  &c. 


STAY   MY   CHARMER 
r«t«t#— "Aa  gU]e  dubh  ciar-dhufah." 

Stay  my  charmer,  can  you  leave  me  ! 

Cruel,  cruel  to  deceive  me ; 

Well  you  know  how  much  you  grieve  me ; 
Cruel  charmer,  can  you  go  1 
Cruel  charmer,  can  you  go! 

By  my  love  so  ill-requited. 

By  the  faith  you  fondly  plighted, 

By  the  pangs  of  lovers  slighted, 

Do  not,  do  not  leave  me  so  t 
Do  not,  do  not  leave  me  so  1 


SONG— MY  HOGGIE 

What  will  I  do  gin  my  Hoggie  die? 

My  joy,  my  pride,  my  Hoggie  ! 
My  only  beast,  I  had  nae  mae. 

And  vow  but  I  was  vogie ! 
The  lee-Ian g  night  we  watch 'd  the  fauld, 

Me  and  my  faith fu*  doggie; 
We  heard  nocht  but  the  roaring  Unn, 

Amang  the  braes  sae  scroggie. 
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But  the  houlet  cry'd  frae  the  castle  wa'. 

The  blitter  frae  the  boggie ; 
Tfic  tod  reply 'd  upon  the  hi!!, 

I  trembUd  for  my  Hoggio. 
When  day  did  daw,  and  cocks  did  craw, 

The  morning  it  was  foggie; 
An  unco  tyke,  lap  o'er  the  dyke. 

And  maist  has  kUl'd  my  Hcggiel 


RAVING  WINDS  AROUND  HER  BLOWING 

Tun*~"  M'  Grigor  of  Roro's  Lament." 

I  composed  these  varies  on  Miis  Isabella  M'Leodof  Raza, 
alluding  to  her  feelings  on  the  death  of  her  tister,  «iid  the  still 
more  melancholy  death  of  her  sUter't  hugband,  the  late  Earl  of 
Loudoun,  who  shot  himself  uut  of  iheer  heart-break  at  some 
montficattons  he  suSered,  owing  to  the  deranged  state  of  his 
finances— /?.  B.,  1791. 

Raving  winds  around  her  blowing, 
Yellow  leavcE  the  woodlanda  strowiiig. 
By  a  river  hoarsely  roaring, 
Isabella  itray'd  deploring — 

"  Farewell,  houri  that  late  did  measure 
Sunshine  days  of  joy  and  pleasure; 
Hail,  thou  gloomy  night  of  sorrow, 
Cheerless  night  that  knows  no   morrow! 

"  O'er  the  past  too  fondly  wandering, 
On  the  hopeless  future  pondering; 
Chilly  grief  my  life-blood  freezes. 
Fell  despair  my  fancy  seizes. 

"  Life,  thou  soul  of  every  blessing. 
Load  to  misery  most  distressing. 
Gladly  how  would  1  resign  thee. 
And  to  dark  oblivion  join  thee  1 " 
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UP  IN  THE  MORNING  EARLY 

Cauu>  blaws  the  wind  frae  east  to  west. 

The  drift  is  driving  sairly; 
Sae  loud  and  shill's  I  hear  the  blast — 

I'm  sure  it's  winter  fairly. 

Chorus. — Up  in  the  morning's  no  for  me, 
Up  in  the  morning  early ; 
When  a'  the  hills  are  covered  wi'  soaw, 
I'm  sure  it's  winter  fairly. 


The  birds  sit  chittering  in  the  thorn, 
A'  day  they  fare  but  sparely; 

And  land's  the  night  frae  e'en  to 
I'm  sure  it's  winter  fairly. 

Up  in  the  morning's,  &c. 


HOW  LONG  AND  DREARY  IS  THE  NIGHT 

How  long  and  dreary  is  the  night. 

When  I  am  frac  my  dearie  I 
I  sleepless  lie  frae  c'cn  to  mom, 

Tho'  I  were  ne'er  so  weary: 
I  sleepless  lie  frae  e'en  to  morn, 
Tho'  I  were  ne'er  sae  weaiy! 

When  t  think  on  the  happy  days 

I  spent  wi'  you  my  dearie: 
And  now  what  lar^ds  between  us  li^ 

How  can  I  be  but  eerie  I 
And  now  what  lands  between  us  lie^ 

How  can  I  be  but  eerie  I 


Bow  slow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  hours, 
As  ye  were  wae  and  weary  I 
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It  w»s  na  sac  ye  glinted  by. 

What  I  was  wi*  my  dearie  I 
It  waa  na  sae  ye  glinted  by. 

When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie  I 
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BEY,  THE  DUSTY  MILLER 

Hey,  the  dusty  Miller, 

And  his  dusty  coat. 
He  will  win  a  shilling, 

Or  he  spend  a  groat: 
Dusty  was  the  coat. 

Dusty  was  the  colour. 
Dusty  was  the  kiss 

That  I  gat  frae  the  Miller. 

Hey,   the  dusty  Miller, 

And  his  dusty  sack; 
Leeze  me  on  the  calling 

Fills  the  dusty  peck: 
Fills  the  dusty  peck, 

Brings  the  dusty  siller; 
I  wad  gie  my  coatie 

For  the  dusty  Miller. 


DUNCAN  DAVISON 

There  was  a  lass,  they  ca'd  her  Meg, 

And  she  held  o'er  the  moors  to  spin; 
There  was  a  lad  that  follow'd  her, 

They  ca'd  him  Duncan  Davison. 
The  moor  was  dreigh.  and  Meg  was  skeigh. 

Her  favour  Duncan  could  na  win ; 
For  wi'  the  rock  she  wad  him  knock, 

And  aye  she  shook  the  tenqjer-pio. 


Sli  ROBEBT  BUBHS 

As  o'er  the  moor  they  lightly  foor, 

A  burn  was  clear,  a  g\ea  was  greoi. 
Upon  the  bankft  they  eas'd  thetr  shanks, 

Axid  aye  she  set  tiie  wheel  becweea : 
But  Duncan  swoor  a  haly  aiih, 

That  Meg  should  be  a  bride  the  mom ; 
Then  Meg  took  up  her  spinning-graith. 

And  Saiig  them  a'  out  o'er  the  bum. 


We  will  big  a  wee,  wee  house, 

And  we  will  live  like  Idng  and  queen; 
Sae  blythe  and  merry's  we  witl  be. 

When  ye  set  by  the  wheel  at  e'en. 
A  man  may  drink,  and  no  be  drunk ; 

A  man  may  fight,  and  no  be  slain ; 
A  man  may  kiss  a  booie  lass. 

And  aye  be  welcome  back  again ! 


THE  LAD  THEY  CA'  JUMPIN  JOHN 

Hes  daddie  forbad,  her  minnie  forbad. 

Forbidden  she  wadna  be: 
She  wadna  trow't,  the  browst  she  brcw'd. 

Wad  taste  sac  bitterlic. 


Chorus. — The  lang  lad  they  ca'  Jumpin  John 
Begull'd  the  bonJe  lassie. 
The  lang  lad  they  ca'  Jumpin  John 
Begull'd  the  t)ooie  lassie. 


A  cow  and  a  cauf,  a  yowe  and  a  bauf. 
And  thretty  gude  shlllins  and  three; 

A  vera  gude  tocher,  a  cotter-man's  dochttf; 
The  lass  wi'  the  bonJe  black  e'e. 
The  lang  lad.  && 
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TALK  OF  HIM  THAT'S  FAR  AWA 

Mdsiko  oti  the  roaring  ocean, 

Which  divides  my  love  and  me ; 
Wearying  heav'n  in  warm  devotion, 
For  his  weal  where'er  he  be, 

Hope  and  Fear's  alternate  billow 
Yielding  late  to  Nature's  law* 

Whispering  spirits  round  my  pillow, 
Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa. 

yt  *hom  sorrow  never  wounded. 
Ye  who  never  shed  a  tear, 

Care- untroubled,  joy-surrounded^ 
Gaudy  day  to  you  is  dear. 

Gentle  night,  do  thou  befriend  me, 
Downy  sleep,  the  curtain  draw; 

Spirits  kind,  again  attend  mt. 
Talk  of  him  that's  far  awal 


TO  DAUNTON  ME 

■The  blude-red  rose  at  Yule  may  btaw. 
The  simmer  lilies  bloom  in  snaw, 
The  frost  may  freeze  the  deepest  sea; 
But  an  auld  man  shall  never  dauntoti  me. 
Refrain.— To  daunton  me,  to  daunton  me. 

An  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me: 


To  daunton  me,  and  me  sae  young, 
Wi'  his  fause  heart  and  flatt'ring  tongue. 
That  is  the  thing  you  shall  never  see. 
For  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &z. 


ROBERT  BURNS 

For  a*  his  meal  and  a*  his  mattt; 
For  a"  his  fresh  b«ef  and  his  saut. 
For  a'  his  gold  and  white  monie. 
An  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &c. 

His  gear  may  buy  him  kye  and  yowes, 
His  gear  may  buy  him  glens  and  knowes; 
But  me  he  shall  not  buy  nor  fee, 
For  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &c. 

He  hirples  twa-fauld  as  he  dow, 
Wi'  his  teethless  gab  and  his  auld  held  pow. 
And  the  rain  rains  down  frae  his  red  blear'd  e'e; 
That  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &c. 


THE  WINTER  IT  IS  PAST 

The  winter  it  is  past,  and  the  summer  comes  at  last 
And  the  small  birds,  they  sing  on  ev'ry  tree; 

Now  ev'ry  thing  is  glad,  while  I  am  very  sad. 
Since  my  true  love  is  parted  from  me. 

The  rose  upon  the  breer,  by  the  waters  running  deaf, 
May  have  charms  for  the  linnet  or  the  bee ; 

Their  liltle  loves  are  blest,  and  their  little  hearts  at  rest, 
But  my  true  love  is  parted  from  me. 


THE  BONIE  LAD  THAT'S  FAR  AWA 

O  BOW  can  I  be  blythe  and  glad. 
Or  how  can  I  gang  brisk  and  bf  aW| 

When  the  bonie  lad  that  I  lo'e  best 
Is  o'er  the  hills  and  far  awal 
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It's  no  the  frosty  winter  wind, 
It's  no  the  driving  drift  and  snaw; 

iBut  aye  the  tear  comes  in  my  e*e. 
To  think  on  him  that's  far  awa. 

My  father  pat  me  frae  his  door. 
My  friends  they  hae  disown'd  me  •'; 

But  I  hae  anc  will  tak  my  part, 
The  bonic  lad  that's  far  awa. 

A  pair  o'  gloovcs  he  bought  to  me. 
And  silken  snoods  he  gae  me  twa; 

And  I  will  wear  them  for  his  sake. 
The  bonie  lad  that's  far  aws. 

O  weary  Winter  soon  will  pass, 
And  Spring  will  deed  the  birken  ifaaw; 

And  my  young  babie  will  be  bom. 
And  he'll  be  hame  that's  far  awa. 


VERSES  TO  CLAMNDA 
Sent  with  a  Pair  of  Wine-Glastef. 

Faix  Empress  of  the  poet's  soal. 

And  Queen  of  poetesses; 
Clarmda,  take  this  little  boon. 

This  bumble  pair  of  glasses: 

And  fill  them  up  with  generous  juice. 
As  generous  as  your  mind; 

And  pledge  them  to  the  generous  toast, 
"  The  whole  of  human  land  I " 

"To  those  who  love  us  I"  second  fill; 

But  not  to  those  whom  we  love; 
Ijsst  we  love  those  who  love  not  us— 

A  third — ^"to  ihe«  and  me,  lovel" 


an  ROSSRI  BURNS 

THE  CHEVALIER'S  LAMENT 

^(><— "  CtpUiD  0'K«ui." 

The  small  birds  rejoice  in  the  green  leaves  retui 
The  murmuring  streamlet  winds  clear  thro'  the  vale; 
The  primrose*  blow  in  the  dews  of  the  morning,  J 
And  wild  scatter'd  cowslips  bedeck  the  green  dale ;  ' 
But  what  can  give  pleasure,  of  what  can  seem  fair. 
When  the  lingfering  moments  are  numbered  by  care? 
No  birds  sweetly  sin^ng,  nor  flow'rs  gaily  springing, 
Can  sootbe  the  sad  bosom  of  joyless  despair. 


The  deed  that  I  darod,  could  it  merit  thetr  malice? 
A  king  and  a  father  to  place  on  his  throne! 
His  right  are  these  hills,  and  his  right  arc  th»sc  valleys. 
Where  the  wild  beasts  find  thelter,  tho'  I  can  find  ni 
But  'tis  not  my  suff'ring?,  thus  wretched,  forlorn. 
My  brave  gallant  friends,  'tis  your  ruin  I  mourn; 
Your  faith  proved  so  loyal  in  hot  bloody  trial, — 
Alas  I  I  can  make  it  no  better  return  1 


EPISTLE  TO  HUGH  PARKER 

Is  this  strang«  land,  this  uncouth  clime, 

A  land  unknown  to  prose  or  rhyme; 

Where  words  ne'er  cross't  the  Muse's  heckles, 

Nor  Hmpit  in  poetic  shackles: 

A  land  that  Prose  did  never  view  it. 

Except  when  drunk  he  stacher't  thro'  it; 

Here,  ambush'd  by  the  chimla  cheek. 

Hid  in  an  atmosphere  of  re«k« 

I  hear  a  wheel  thrum  i'  the  neuk, 

I  hear  it — for  in  vain  I  leuk. 

The  red  peat  gleams,  a  fierj'  kernel, 

Enhusked  by  a  fog  infernal : 

Here,  for  my  wonted  rliyming  raptures, 

I  sit  and  count  ray  sins  by  chapters; 
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For  life  and  spunk  like  ither  Christians, 

I'm  dwindled  down  to  mere  existence, 

Wi'  nac  converse  but  Gallowa'  bodies, 

Wi'  nae  kenn'd  face  but  Jenny  Geddes, 

Jenny,  my  Peg^asean  pride  1 

Dowie  she  saunlen  down  Nithside, 

And  aye  a  westlin  leuk  she  throws, 

While  tears  hap  o'er  her  auld  brown  nose  I 

Was  it  for  this,  wi'  cannic  care. 

Thou  bure  the  Bard  through  many  a  ihire? 

At  howes,  or  hillocks  never  stumbled. 

And  late  or  early  never  grmnblod?— 

O  had  I  power  like  inclination, 

I'd  he«ze  thee  up  a  consteltatiaii. 

To  canter  with  the  Sagitarre, 

Or  loup  the  ediptic  like  a  bar; 

Or  turn  the  pole  like  any  arrow ; 

Or,  when  auld  Phcebus  bids  gocxi-raorrow, 

Down  the  zodiac  urge  the  race. 

And  cast  dirt  on  his  godship'e  face; 

For  I  could  lay  my  bread  and  kail 

He'd  ne'er  cast  saut  upo'  thy  tail.— 

Wi'  a'  this  care  and  a'  this  grief. 

And  sma',  sma'  progpect  of  relief, 

And  nought  but  peat  reek  i'  my  head. 

How  can  I  write  what  ye  can  read?— 

Tarbolton,  twenty- four^  o'  June, 

Yell  find  mc  in  a  better  tune; 

But  till  we  meet  and  weet  our  whistle, 

T^  this  excuse  for  nae  epistle. 

KofiERT  BUXMS. 


OF  A*  THE  AIRTS  THE  WIND  CAN  BLAW» 
rKfi*— "MiM  Admiral  Gord<w*«  Strathspey." 

Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw, 
•I  dearly  like  the  west, 

'  Writtni  during  a  lepa ration  from  Mr&.  Burnt  In  Lhdr  tujne; 
%••  prcpsriag  a  borne  «  Elli*l*Bdi  itah.  Biuiu  wu  «t  Hi 
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For  there  the  bonie  lassie  lives. 

The  lassie  I  lo'e  best; 
There's  wild-woods  grow,  and  rivers 

And  moiiy  a  hill  between: 
But  day  and  night  my  fancy's  flight 

Is  ever  wi'  my  Jean, 


I  see  her  in  the  dewy  flowers, 

I  see  her  sweet  and  fair: 
I  hear  her  in  the  tunefu'  birds, 

I  hear  her  cbarni  the  air: 
There's  not  a  bonie  flower  that  springs 

By  fountain,  shaw,  or  green; 
There's  not  a  bonie  bird  that  stngs. 

But  minds  me  o'  my  Jeao. 


SONG— I  HAE  A  WIFE  O'  MY  AIN 

I  HAE  a  wife  of  my  ain, 
I'll  partake  wi'  naebody; 

ni  take  Cuckold  frae  nane, 
I'll  gie  Cuckold  to  naebody. 

I  hae  a  penny  to  spend. 
There — thanks  to  naebody  I 

I  hae  naethiag  to  lend, 
I'll  borrow  frae  naebody. 


I  am  naebody 's  lord, 
I'll  be  slave  to  naebody; 

I  hae  a  gude  braid  sword, 
I'll  tak  dunts  frae  naebody. 

I'll  be  merry  and  free, 
I'll  be  sad  for  naebody ; 

Naebody  cares  for  me, 
I  care  for  naebody. 
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VERSES  IN  FRIARS'  CARSE  HERMITAGE 

Tbou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead, 
Be  thou  clad  in  russet  weed. 
Be  thou  deckt  in  si]ken  stole, 
Grave  these  maxims  on  thy  sold. 

Life  is  but  a  day  at  most, 
Sprung  from  night,  in  darkness  lost: 
Hope  not  sunshine  every  hour. 
Fear  not  clouds  wilt  always  lour. 

Happiness  is  but  a  name, 
Make  content  and  ease  thy  aim. 
Ambition  is  a  meteor-gleam; 
Fame  a  restless  idle  dream; 

Peace,  the  tcnd'rest  flow'r  of  spria; ; 
Pleasures,  insects  on  the  wing; 
Those  that  sip  the  dew  alone — 
Make  the  butterflies  thy  own; 
Those  that  would  the  bloom  devouf^^ 
Crush  the  locusts,  save  the  flower. 

For  the  future  be  prepar'd, 
Guard  wherever  thou  can'st  guard; 
But  thy  utmost  duly  done. 
Welcome  what  thou  can'st  not  sbmi. 
Follies  past,  give  thou  to  air. 
Make  their  consequence  thy  care: 
Keep  the  name  of  Man  in  mind. 
And  dishonour  not  thy  kind- 
Reverence  with  lowly  heart 
Him,  whose  wondrous  work  thou  art  J 
Keep  His  Goodness  still  in  view. 
Thy  trust,  and  thy  example,  too. 

Stranger,  go  I  Heaven  be  thy  guide  I 
Quod  the  Beadsman  of  Nidside. 


ROBERT   BURNS 

TO  ALEX.  CUNNINGHAM,  ESQ.,  WRITER 
EDINBURGH 

My  godlike  friend — nay,  do  not  stare. 
You  think  the  phrase  is  odd-like; 

But  "  God  is  love,"  the  saints  declare. 
Then  surd/  thou  art  god-Iilce. 

And  is  thy  ardour  still  the  same? 

And  kin<tled  still  at  Anna? 
Others  may  boast  a  partial  flame. 

But  thou  art  a  volcano  I 

EVn  Wedlock  asks  not  love  beyond 

Death's  tie-dissolving  portal; 
But  thou,  omnipotently  fond, 

May'st  promise  love  immortal  I 

Thy  wounds  such  healing  powers  defy. 

Such  symptoms  dire  attend  them, 
That  last  great  an tS hectic  try — 
Marriage  perhaps  may  mend  them. 

Sweet  Anna  has  an  air — a  grace, 

Divine,  magnetic,  touching: 
She  talks,  she  chaniis— but  who  can  trace 

The  process  of  bewitching? 

•  ••••* 


SONG.— ANNA,  THY  CHARMS 

AiTKA,  thy  charms  my  bosom  Src, 
And  waste  my  soul  with  care; 

But  ah  I  how  bootless  to  admire* 
When  fated  to  despair  1 
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Vet  in  thy  presence,  lovely  Fair, 
To  hope  may  be  forgiven ; 

For  sure  'twere  impious  to  des{)«ir 
So  much  in  sig;ht  of  heaven. 


THE  f6tE  CHAMPfeTRE 
Tunt — "  KilUccraafcie.'* 

O  WHA.  wilt  to  Saint  Stephen's  Hous^ 

To  do  our  errands  there,  man  ? 
O  wha  will  to  Saint  Stephen's  Hotue 

O'  th'  merry  lads  of  Ayr,  man? 
Or  will  we  send  a  man  o'  law? 

Or  will  we  send  a  sodger? 
Or  him  wha  led  o'er  Scotland  a' 

The  meikle  Ursa-Major  ?* 


Come,  will  ye  court  a  noble  lord. 

Or  buy  a  score  o'  lairds,  man  ? 
For  worth  and  honour  pawn  their  word. 

Their  vote  shaU  be  Glencaird's,"  man. 
Ane  gjes  them  coin,  ane  gies  them  wfne, 

Anither  gies  them  datter: 
Annbank,*  wha  guessed  the  ladies'  taste. 

He  gies  a  Fete  Champetre. 


When  Love  and  Beauty  heard  the  news. 

The  gay  green  woods  amang,  man; 
Where,  gathering  flowers,  and  busking  bowers. 

They  heard  the  blackbird's  sang,  man: 
A  vow  they  sealed  it  with  a  kiss, 

Sir  Politics  to  fetter; 
As  their's  alone,  the  patent  bliss. 

To  hold  a  Fete  Champetre. 

*Ttm«i  Bo«well,  the  biog^rapiier  of  Dr.  Johasoti, 
*&t  John  Whitcfoord,  tlim  luidioK  >i  Cloacaird  or  "  Gleneaird." 
'Uuni  CuDoiDglume,  EM<^.,  of  Annbiuik  bod  Entcrldn. 
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Then  mounted  Mirth  on  gleeaome  wing 

O'er  hill  and  dale  she  flew,  man; 
Ilk  wimpling  bum,  ilk  crystal  spring. 

Ilk  glen  and  shaw  she  knew,  man: 
She  summon'd  every  social  sprite. 

That  sports  by  wood  or  wster. 
On  th'  bonie  banks  of  Ayr  to  meet. 

And  keep  this  Fete  Champetre. 

Cauld  Boreas,  wi'  his  boisterous  crew. 

Were  bound  to  stakes  like  kye,  man. 
And  Cynthia's  car,  o*  silver  fu', 

Clamb  up  the  starry  sky,  man: 
Reflected  beams  dwell  in  the  streams. 

Or  down  the  current  shatter ; 
The  western  breeze  steals  thro'  the  trees. 

To  view  this  Fete  Champctre. 

How  many  a  robe  sae  gaily  floats  I 

What  sparkling  jewels  glance,  man  I 
To  Harmony's  enchanting  notes, 

As  moves  the  mazy  dance,  man. 
The  echoing  wood,  the  winding  flood. 

Like  Paradise  did  glitter, 
When  angels  met,  at  Adam's  yett. 

To  hold  their  Fete  Champctre. 

When  Politics  came  there,  to  mix 

And  make  his  ether-stane,  man  I 
He  circled  round  the  magic  ground, 

But  entrance  found  he  nane,  man : 
He  bluah'd  for  shame,  he  quat  his  name, 

Forswore  it,  every  letter, 
Wi'  humble  prayer  to  join  and  share 

This  festive  Fete  Champetre. 
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►ISTLE  TO  ROBERT  GRAHAM,  ESQ.,  OF  FINTRY 
Requesting  &  Fsvour 

When  Nature  her  great  master-piece  design'd. 
And  fnun'd  her  last,  best  work,  the  human  mind. 
Her  eye  intent  on  all  the  mazy  plan, 
Sbe  form'd  of  various  parts  the  various  Man. 

Then  first  she  calls  the  useful  many  forth; 
Plain  plodding  Industry,  and  sober  Worth ; 
Thence  peasants,  farmers,  native  sons  of  earth. 
And  merchandise'  whole  genus  take  their  birth : 
Each  prudent  cit  a  warm  existence  fink. 
And  all  mechanics'  many-apron'd  kinds. 
Some  other  rarer  sorts  are  wanted  yet, 
The  lead  and  buoy  are  needful  to  the  net : 
The  capmt  mortuum  of  gross  desires 
Makes  a  material  for  mere  knights  and  squires ', 
The  martial  phosphorus  is  tau^t  to  flow, 
She  kneads  the  lumpish  philosophic  dough, 
Then  marks  th'  unyielding  mass  with  grave  designs, 
Law,  physic,  politics,  and  deep  divines ; 
Last,  she  sublimes  th'  Aurora  of  the  poles. 
The  flashing  elements  of  female  souls. 

'     The  order'd  system  fair  before  her  stood. 
Nature,  well  pleas'd,  pronounc'd  it  very  good ; 
But  ere  she  gave  creating  labour  o'er, 
Half- jest,  she  tried  one  curious  labour  more. 
Some  spumy,  fiery,  ignis  faluus  matter, 
Such  as  the  slightest  breath  of  air  might  scatter; 
With  arch-alacrity  and  conscious  glee, 
(Nature  may  have  her  whim  as  well  as  we, 
Her  Hogarth-art  perhaps  she  meant  to  show  it), 
She  forms  the  thing  and  christens  it — a  Poet: 
Creature,  tho'  oft  the  prey  of  care  and  sorrow. 
When  blest  to-day,  unmindful  of  to-morrow; 
A  being  form'd  t'  amuse  his  graver  friends^ 
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Admir'd  and  prais'd — and  there  the  homage  ends ; 

A  morta]  quite  unfit  for  Fortune's  strife, 

Yet  oft  the  sport  of  all  the  ills  of  Ufe; 

Prone  Id  enjoy  each  pleasure  riches  give. 

Yet  haply  wanting  wherewithal  to  live; 

LoQgitig  to  wipe  each  tear,  to  heal  each  groao. 

Yet  frequent  all  unheeded  in  his  own. 

But  honest  Nature  is  not  quite  a  Turk, 

She  laugh'd  at  first,  then  felt  for  her  poor  work: 

Pitying  the  propless  climber  of  mankind. 

She  cast  about  a  standard  tree  to  find; 

And,  to  support  his  helpless  woodbine  s^te, 

Attach'd  him  to  the  generous,  truly  great : 

A  title,  and  the  only  one  I  claim. 

To  lay  strong  hold  for  help  on  bounteous  Graham. 

Pity  the  tuneful  Muses'  hapless  train, 
Weak,  timid  landsmen  on  life's  stormy  main  1 
Their  hearts  no  selfish  stem  absorbent  stuff, 
That  never  gives — ^tho*  humbly  takes  enough ; 
The  little  fate  allows,  they  share  as  soon. 
Unlike  sage  proverb'd  Wisdom's  hard-wrung  boon: 
The  world  were  blest  did  bliss  on  them  depend, 
Ah,  that  **  the  friendly  e'er  should  want  a  friend !" 
Let  Prudence  number  o'er  each  sturdy  son. 
Who  life  and  wisdom  at  one  race  begun. 
Who  feel  by  reason  and  who  give  by  rule, 
(Instinct's  a  brute,  and  sentiment  a  fool  I) 
Who  make  poor  "  will  do  "  wait  upon  "  I  should  " — 
We  own  they're  prudent,  but  who  feels  they're  good  ? 
Ye  wise  ones  hence  !  yc  hurt  the  social  eye ! 
God's  image  rudely  etch'd  on  base  alloy  1 
But  come  ye  who  the  god-Hke  pleasure  know. 
Heaven's  attribute  distinguished — to  bestow  1 
Whose  arms  of  love  would  grasp  the  human  race : 
Come  thou  who  giv'st  with  all  a  courtier's  grace; 
Friend  or  my  life,  true  patron  of  my  rhymes  t 
Prop  of  my  dearest  hopes  for  future  times. 
Why  shrinks  my  soul  half  blushing,  half  afraid, 
Badtward,  abash 'd  to  aak  thy  friendly  aid? 
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I  know  my  need,  I  know  thy  giving  hand, 

I  crave  thy  friendship  at  thy  kind  command; 

But  there  arc  such  who  court  the  tuneful  Nine^ 

Heavens !  should  the  branded  character  be  mine  1 

Whose  vers*  in  manhood's  pride  sublimely  flows. 

Yet  vileit  reptiles  in  their  begging  prosf. 

Mark,  how  their  lafty  independent  spirit 

Soars  on  the  spurning  wing  of  injured  merit  t 

Seek  you  the  proofs  in  private  life  to  find  ? 

Pity  the  best  of  words  should  be  but  wind ! 

So,  to  heaven's  gates  the  lark's  shrill  song  ascends, 

But  grovelling  on  the  earth  the  carol  ends. 

In  all  the  clam'roue  cry  of  Starving  want. 

They  dun  Benevolence  with  shameless  front; 

Oblige  them,  patronise  their  tinsel  lays — 

They  persecute  you  all  your  future  days ! 

Ere  my  poor  soul  such  deep  damnation  stain, 

My  horny  fist  assume  the  plough  again. 

The  pie-bald  jacket  let  me  patch  once  more. 

On  eighteenpcnce  a  week  I've  liv'd  before. 

Tho',  thanks  to  Heaven,  I  dare  even  that  last  shift, 

I  trust,  meantime,  my  boon  is  in  thy  gift: 

That,  plac'd  by  thee  upon  the  wish 'd- for  height. 

Where,  man  and  nature  fairer  in  her  sight, 

My  Muse  may  imp  her  wing  for  some  subllraer  flight. 


SONG.— THE  DAY  RETURNS 
Tunt—f  S«vei)tb  of  Novcniber," 

The  day  returns,  my  bosom  bums, 

The  blissful  day  we  twa  did  meet: 
Tho'  winter  wild  in  tempest  toil'd, 

Ne'er  summer-sun  was  half  sae  sweet. 
Than  a'  the  pride  that  loads  the  tide, 

And  crosses  o'er  the  sultry  line ; 
Than  kingly  robes,  than  crowns  and  globes^ 

Heav'a  gave  me  more — it  maxle  thee  mine  I 
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While  day  and  night  c&n  brmg  delight* 

Or  Nature  aaght  of  pleasure  give; 
While  Joys  above  toy  mind  can  move, 

For  thee,  and  thee  atone  I  Uv«. 
When  that  grim  foe  of  life  below 

Comes  in  between  to  make  us  part. 
The  iron  hand  that  breaks  our  band, 

It  breaks  my  bliss — it  breaks  my  heart  t 


SONG.— O  WERE  I  ON  PARNASSUS  HILL 
7Mti# — "  My  Iov«  is  to«t  to  tan." 

0  wssE  I  on  P&rtiassus  hill. 
Or  had  o*  Helicon  my  fiU, 
That  I  might  catch  poetic  skill, 

To  sing  how  dear  1  love  thee  1 
But  Nith  maun  be  my  Muse's  well. 
My  Muse  maun  be  thy  bonie  sel', 
On  Corsincon  I'll  glowr  and  spell. 

And  write  how  dear  I  love  thee. 

Then  come,  sweet  Muse,  inspire  my  lay! 
For  a'  the  lee-lang  simmer's  day 

1  couldna  sing,  I  couldna  say. 
How  much,  how  dear,  I  love  thee, 

I  see  thee  dancing  o'er  the  green, 
Thy  waist  sae  jtmp,  thy  limbs  sae  cleaiv 
Thy  tempting  tips,  thy  roguish  een — 
By  Heaven  and  Earth  I  love  thee  I 

By  night,  by  day,  a-field,  at  bame, 

The  thoughts  o'  thee  my  breast  inflame: 

And  aye  I  muse  and  sing  thy  name — 

I  only  live  to  love  thee. 
Tho'  I  were  doom'd  to  wander  on, 
Beyond  the  sea,  beyond  the  sun, 
Till  my  last  weary  sand  was  run ; 

Till  then-^and  then  I  love  tbeel 
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A  MOTHER'S  LAMENT 
For  the  D»tb  of  Her  Son. 

Fate  gave  the  word,  the  arrow  sped. 
And  pierc'd  my  darling's  heart ; 

And  with  him  all  the  joys  are  fled 
Life  cao  to  me  impart. 

By  cruel  hands  the  sapling  drops. 

In  dust  dishonour 'd  laid ; 
So  fell  the  pride  of  all  tny  hopes. 

My  age's  future  shade. 

The  mother-linnet  in  the  brake 
Bewails  her  ravish 'd  young; 

So  I,  for  ray  lost  darling's  sake. 
Lament  the  live-day  long. 

Death,  oft  I've  feared  thy  fatal  blew. 

Now,  fond,  I  bare  my  breast; 
Of  do  thon  kindly  lay  me  low 

,Wtth  him  I  k>ve,  at  rest  1 


THE  FALL  OF  THE  LEAP 

TSe  lazy  mist  hangs  from  the  brow  of  the  hill. 
Concealing  the  course  of  the  dark  winding  rill ; 
How  languid  the  scenes,  late  so  sprightly,  appear  I 
As  Autumn  to  Winter  resigns  the  pale  year. 

The  forests  are  leafless,  the  meadows  are  brown, 
And  all  the  gay  foppery  of  summer  is  flown ; 
Apart  let  me  wander,  apart  let  me  muse. 
How  quick  Time  it  flying,  how  keen  Fate  pursues  f 

How  long  I  have  liv'd — but  how  much  lir'd  in  vaio, 
How  little  of  life's  scan^  span  may  remain, 
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What  aspects  old  Time  in  his  progress  has  worn. 
What  tics  cruel  Fate,  In  my  bosom  ha«  torn. 

How  foolish,  or  worse,  till  our  summit  is  gain'tj! 

And  downward,  how  weakcn'd,  how  darken'd,  how  pain'd  1 

Life  is  not  worth  having  with  all  it  can  ^ve — 

For  something  beyond  it  poor  man  sure  must  live. 


I  REIGN  IN  JEANIE'S  BOSOM 

LotJis,  what  reck  I  by  thee. 
Or  Geordie  on  his  ocean? 

Dyvor,  beggar  louns  to  me, 
I  reign  in  Jeanic's  bosom  t 

Let  her  crown  my  love  her  law. 
And  in  her  breast  enthrone  ine. 

Kings  and  nations — a  with  awa'  I 
Reif  randies,  I  disown  ye  I 


IT  IS  NA.  JEAN,  THY  BONIE  FACE 

It  it  na,  Jean,  thy  bonie  face. 
Nor  shape  that  I  admire ; 

Altho'  thy  beauty  and  thy  grace 
Might  weel  awauk  desire. 

Something,  in  ilka  part  o'  thee, 
To  praise,  to  love,  I  find. 

But  dear  as  is  thy  form  to  me, 
Still  dearer  is  thy  mind, 

Kae  mair  ungenerous  ^vish  I  ha«, 
Nor  stronger  in  my  breast. 

Than,  if  I  canna  make  thee  sae. 
At  les,3t  to  see  thee  btesL 
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CoBtent  am  I,  if  heaves  shall  give 

But  happiness  to  thee ; 
And  as  wi'  thee  I'd  wish  to  lire, 

For  thee  I'd  bear  to  die. 


AULD  LANG  SYNE 

Shoold  ftitid  aojuaintance  b«  forgot. 
And  never  brought  to  mind  ? 

Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot. 
And  auld  lang  syne  1 

Chonu. — For  auld  lang  syne,  my  dear, 

For  auld  lang  sync. 
We'll  tak  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet. 
For  auld  lang  syne. 

And  surely  ye '11  be  your  pint  stowp  I 

And  surely  1*11  be  mine! 
And  we'll  tak  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet. 

For  auld  lang  syne. 
For  auld,  4c. 

We  twa  hae  run  about  the  braes, 
And  pou'd  the  go  wans  fine; 

But  we've  wander'd  mony  a  weary  fit. 
Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 
For  auld,  &c. 

We  twa  hae  paJdl'd  in  the  bum, 
Frae  moroing  sun  till  dine ; 

But  seas  between  us  braid  hae  roar'd 
Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 
For  auld,  &e. 

And  there's  a  hand,  my  trusty  fere  I 
And  gie's  a  hand  o'  thine  1 
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And  well  talc  x  nght  gude-witlie  waugb^ 
For  auld  lang  syne. 
Fof  auld,  && 


MY  BONIE  MARY 

Go,  fetch  to  me  a  pint  o'  wine. 

And  fill  it  in  a  ulvcf  tassic; 
That  I  may  drink  before  I  go. 

A  service  to  zny  bonie  lassie. 
The  boat  rocks  at  the  pier  o'  Leith; 

Fu'  loud  the  wind  blaws  f rae  the  Ferry ; 
The  ship  rides  by  the  Berwick-law, 

And  I  maun  leave  my  bonic  Mary. 

The  trumpets  sound,  the  banners  fly, 

The  glittering  spears  are  ranked  ready : 
The  shouts  o'  war  arc  heard  afar, 

The  battle  closes  deep  and  bloody; 
It's  not  the  roar  o'  sea  or  shore. 

Wad  niak  roe  langer  wish  to  tarry  I 
Nor  shouts  o'  war  that's  heard  afar — 

It's  leaving  thee,  my  bonie  Mary  I 


THE  PARTING  MSS 

HvuiD  seal  of  soft  affections, 
Tenderest  pledge  of  future  bliss, 

Dearest  tie  of  yotuig  connections, 
Love's  first  snowdrop,  virgin  kiss  I 

Speaking  silence,  dumb  confession. 
Passion's  birth,  and  infant's  play. 

Dove-like  fondness,  chaste  concession^ 
Glowing  dawn  of  future  day  I 
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Sorrowing  joy.  Adieu's  last  action, 
(Lingering  lips  must  now  disjoin), 

What  words  can  ever  speak  affection 
So  thrilling  and  sincere  as  thine  1 
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WRITTEN  IN  FRIARS  CARSE  HERMITAGE 
ON  NITHSIDE 

Tboo  whom  chance  may  hither  lead, 
Be  thou  clad  in  russet  weed, 
Be  thou  dedct  in  silken  stole, 
Grave  these  counsels  on  thy  souL 

life  IS  but  a  day  at  most, 
Sprung  from  night, — in  darkness  lost; 
Hope  not  sunshine  ev'ry  hour, 
Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lour. 

As  Youth  and  Love  with  sprightly  dance, 
Beneath  thy  morning  star  advance. 
Pleasure  with  her  siren  air 
May  delude  the  thoughtless  pair ; 
Let  Prudence  bless  Enjoyment's  cup. 
Then  raptur'd  sip,  and  sip  it  up. 

As  thy  day  grows  warm  and  high. 
Life's  meridian  flaming  nigh. 
Dost  thou  spurn  the  humble  vale? 
Life's  proud  summits  would 'st  thou  scale? 
Check  thy  climbing  step,  elate. 
Evils  lurk  in  felon  wait : 
Dangers,  eagle-pinioticd,  bold. 
Soar  around  each  cliffy  hold  I 
While  cheerful  Peace,  with  linnet  sonj, 
Chants  the  lowly  dells  among. 

As  the  shades  of  ev'ning  close, 
Beck'ning  thee  to  long  repose ; 


(-lies  ^*'**'' 
S»y.  wan  ^oti  ot  W* 

,„.  POETS  .»OG«ES^ 

The  born^  *>«^^  ^J 
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Tbe  lordly  lion  has  enoug^h  and  more. 
The  forest  trembles  at  hh  very  roar ; 
Thou  giv'st  the  ass  hie  hide,  the  snail  his  shell. 
The  puny  wasp,  victorious,  guards  his  cell. 
IThy  minions,  kings  defend,  contfoul,  devour. 
In  all  th*  omnipotence  of  rule  and  power ; 
Foxes  and  statesmen  subtle  wiles  ensure ; 
The  cit  and  polecat  stink,  and  are  secure: 
Toads  with  tJieir  poison,  doctors  with  their  drug, 
The  priest  and  hedgehog,  in  their  robes,  are  snug^; 
E'en  silly  women  have  defensive  arts, 
Their  eyes,  their  tongues — and  nameless  other  parts. 

But  O  thou  cruel  stepmother  and  hard. 
To  thy  poor  fenceless,  naked  child,  the  Bard  I 
A  thing  unteachable  in  worldly  skill. 
And  half  an  idiot  too,  more  helpless  still : 
No  heels  to  bear  him  from  the  op'ning  dun, 
No  claws  to  dig,  his  hated  sight  to  shan ; 
No  horns,  but  those  by  luckless  Hymen  worn. 
And  those,  alas!  not  Amalthea's  horn; 
No  nerves  olfact'ry,  true  to  Mammon's  foot, 
Or  grunting,  grub  sagacious,  evil's  root : 
The  silly  sheep  that  wanders  wild  astray. 
Is  not  more  friendless,  is  not  more  a  prey ; 
Vampyre^booksellers  drain  him  to  the  heart. 
And  viper-critics  cureless  venom  dart. 

Critics  I  appall'd  1  venture  on  the  name. 
Those  cut-throat  bandits  in  the  paths  of  fame, 
Bloody  dissectors,  worse  than  ten  Monroes, 
He  hacks  to  teach,  they  mangle  to  expose : 
By  blockhead's  daring  into  madness  stung, 
IBs  heart  by  wanton,  causeless  malice  wrung, 
His  well-won  bays — than  life  itself  more  dear — 
By  miscreants  torn  who  ne'er  one  sprig  must  wear ; 
Foil'd,  bleeding,  tortur'd  in  th'  unequal  strife. 
The  hapless  Poet  flounces  on  through  life. 
Till,  fled  each  hope  that  once  his  bosom  fired. 
And  ded  each  Muse  that  glorious  once  inspir'd, 
Low-sunk  in  squalid,  unprotected  age. 
Dead  even  resentment  for  his  injur'd  page. 
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He  heeds  no  more  the  ruthless  critics*  rage. 

So  by  some  hedge  the  generous  steed  deceas'<i^ 
For  haif-atarv'd,  snarling  curs  a.  dainty  feast; 
By  toil  and  famine  -worn  to  skin  and  bone, 
Lies,  senseless  of  each  tugging  bitch's  son. 

«  *  <^  *  *  * 

A  little  upright,  pert,  tart,  tripping  wight. 
And  still  his  predous  self  his  dear  delight; 
Who  loves  his  own  smart  shadow  in  the  streets. 
Better  than  e'er  the  fairest  she  he  meets ; 
Much  specious  lore,  but  little  understood, 
(Veneering  oft  outshines  the  solid  wood). 
His  solid  sense,  by  inches  you  must  tell. 
But  mete  his  cunning  by  the  Scottish  ell  1 
A  man  of  fashion  too,  he  made  his  tour, 
Learn'd  "  vive  la  bagatelle  et  vive  I'araour ;" 
So  travell'd  monkeys  their  grimace  improve, 
Polish  their  grin — nay,  sigh  for  ladies'  love  I 
His  racddhng  vanity,  a  busy  fiend. 
Still  making  work  his  selfish  craft  must  mend. 


*  *  *  Crochatlan  came. 

The  old  cock'd  hat,  the  brown  surtout — the  same ; 
His  grisly  beard  just  bristling  in  its  might — 
'Twas  four  long  nights  and  days  from  shaving-night ; 
His  uncomb'd,  hoary  locks,  wild-staring,  thatch'd 
A  head,  for  thought  profound  and  clear,  unmatch'd ; 
Yet,  tho'  his  caustic  wit  was  biting-rude. 
His  heart  was  warm,  benevolent  and  good. 

****** 

O  Dulness,  portion  of  the  truly  blest ! 
Calm,  shelter'd  haven  of  eternal  rest! 
Thy  sons  ne'er  madden  in  the  fierce  extremes 
Of  Fortune's  polar  frost,  or  torrid  beams ; 
If  mantling  high  she  fills  the  golden  cup. 
With  sober,  selfish  ease  they  sip  it  up ; 
Conscious  the  bounteous  meed  they  well  deserve^ 
They  only  wonder  "  some  folks  "  do  not  starve  I 
The  grave,  sage  hern  thus  easy  picks  his  frog^ 
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And  thinks  the  maltird  a  sad  worthless  dog. 
When  diaappointment  snaps  the  thread  of  Hope, 
When,  thro'  disastrous  night,  they  darkling  grope, 
With  deaf  endurance  sluggishly  they  bear, 
And  just  conclude  that  "  fools  are  Fortune's  care;" 
So,  heavy,  passive  to  the  tempest's  shocks, 
Strong  on  the  sign-post  starnds  the  stupid  ox. 

Not  so  the  idle  Muses'  mad-cap  train, 
Mot  such  the  workings  of  their  tnoon-struck  braui; 
In  equanimity  they  never  dwell, 
By  turns  in  soaring  heaven,  or  vaulted  hdl  1 


ELECT  ON  THE  YEAR  1788 

Foi  lords  or  kings  I  dinna  mourn, 
E'en  let  thera  die — for  that  they're  bom : 
But  oh  1  prodigious  to  rcflec' ! 
A  Towmont,  sirs,  is  gane  to  wreck  1 
O  Eighty-eight,  tn  thy  sma'  space. 
What  dire  events  hae  taken  place ! 
Of  what  enjoyments  thou  hast  reft  us  I 
In  what  a  pidcle  thou  hast  left  us  I 

The  Spanish  empire's  tint  a  head. 
And  my  auld  teethless  Bawtie's  dead : 
The  tulyie's  teugb  'tween  Pitt  and  Fox, 
And  'tween  our  Maggie's  twa  wee  cocks ; 
The  tane  is  game,  a  bluidy  devil. 
But  to  the  hen-birds  unco  civil; 
The  tither's  something  dour  o*  treadio. 
But  better  stuff  ne'er  claw'd  a  mtddin. 


Ye  ministers,  come  mount  the  poupit, 
An'  ciy  till  ye  be  hearse  an'  roupit, 
For  Eighty-eight,  he  wished  you  wcel, 
An'  gied  ye  a'  baith  gear  an'  meal ; 
E'en  mony  a  plack.  and  mony  a  pedc, 
Yc  ken  yoursels,  lor  little  feck  1 
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Ye  bMiie  lasses,  dight  your  e'en, 
For  some  o*  you  hae  tint  a  fricn' ; 
In  Eighty-eight,  ye  ken,  was  taoi, 
What  ye'll  ne'er  hae  to  gie  again. 

Observe  the  very  nowt  an'  sheep. 
How  dowff  an*  daviely  they  creep  j 
Nay,  even  the  yirth  itsel'  does  cry. 
For  E'nburgh  wells  are  grutten  dry. 

O  Eighty-nine,  thou's  but  a  bainii 
An'  no  owre  auld,  I  hope,  to  Icara ! 
Thou  beardless  boy,  I  pray  tak  care. 
Thou  now  hast  got  thy  Daddy's  chair ; 
Kae  handcuffed,  mizl'd,  hap-shacki'd  Regent, 
But,  like  himsel,  a  full  free  agent, 
Be  sure  ye  follow  out  the  plan 
Nae  waur  than  he  did,  honest  man ! 
As  muckle  better  as  you  can. 

January  i,  i^S^ 


R'OBIN  SHURE  IN  HAIRST 

CAofKf. — Robin  shure  in  hairst, 
I  shure  wi'  him. 
Fient  a  heuk  had  I, 
Yet  I  stack  by  him. 

I  gaed  up  to  Dunse, 
To  warp  a  wab  o'  plaiden, 

At  his  daddie's  yett, 
Wha  met  me  but  Robin: 
Robin  shure,  &c. 

Was  na  Robin  bauld, 
Tho'  I  was  a  cotter, 

Play'd  me  sic  a  trick. 
An*  me  the  El'er's  dochterl 
Robin  shure,  &c. 
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Robin  promis'd  me 

A'  toy  winter  vittle; 
Fient  hact  he  bad  but  three 

Guse-ieathers  and  a  whittle  I 
Robin  stuire,  &c. 


THE  HENPECKED  HUSBAND 

Cuxe'd  be  the  man,  the  poorest  wretch  in  life, 
The  crouching  vassal  to  a  tyrant  wife  ! 
Who  hai  no  will  but  by  her  high  permtssioa. 
Who  has  not  sixpence  but  in  her  posae&sion; 
Who  must  to  her  his  dear  friend's  secrets  tell. 
Who  dreads  a  curtain  lecture  worse  than  helL 
Were  such  the  wife  had  fallen  to  my  part, 
I'd  break  her  spirit  or  I'd  break  her  heart; 
I'd  charm  her  with  the  magric  of  a  switch, 
I'd  kiss  her  maids,  and  kick  the  perverse 


VERSlCtES  ON  SIGN-POSTS 

His  face  with  smile  eternal  drest. 

Just  like  the  landlord  to  his  guest, 

High  as  they  hang  with  creaking  din. 

To  index  out  the  Country  Inn. 

He  lorded  just  as  your  sign -post  Lions  do. 

With  aspect  fierce,  and  quite  as  harmlese  tOQ, 


A  bead,  pure,  sinless  quite  of  brain  and  soul. 
The  very  image  of  a  barber's  Poll; 
It  shews  a  human  face,  and  wears  a  wig, 
And  looks,  when  well  preserv'd,  amazing  big. 
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ODE,  SACRED  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  MRS, 
OSWALD  OF  AUCHENCRWVE 

DwELLEB  in  yon  dungeon  dark. 
Hangman  of  creation !  mark, 
Who  in  widow-weeds  appears, 
I^den  with  unhonotir'd  years. 
Noosing  with  care  a  bursting  purser 
Baited  with  many  a  deadly  curse? 

SiROpax 

View  the  wither'd  Beldam's  fact ; 

Can  thy  keen  inspection  trace 
Aught  of  Humanity's  sweet,  melting  grace? 

Note  that  eye,  'tis  rheum  o'crflows ; 

Pity's  flood  there  never  rose, 

See  these  hands  ne'er  stretched  to  save. 

Hands  that  took,  but  never  gave: 

Keeper  of  Mammon's  iron  chest, 

Lo,  there  she  goes,  unpitied  and  ynbJest, 
She  goes,  but  not  to  realms  of  everlasting  rest  1 

Aktistkofhe 

Plunderer  of  Annies  I  lift  thine  eyes, 
(A  while  forbear,  ye  torturing  fiends;) 

Seest  thoQ  whose  step,  on  willing,  hither  bends? 

No  fallen  angel,  hurl'd  from  upper  skies; 
'Tis  thy  trusty  quondam  Mate, 
Doora'd  to  share  thy  fiery  fate; 
She,  tardy,  hell- ward  plies. 


Epodi 

And  are  they  of  no  more  avail. 
Ten  thousand  glittering  pounds  a-year"? 
In  other  worlds  can  Mammon  fail. 
Omnipotent  as  he  is  here  t 
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O,  bitter  modcery  of  the  pompous  bier. 

While  down  the  wretched  Vital  Part  is  driven  1 

The  care-!odged  Beggar,  with  a  conscience  clear. 
Expires  in  rags,  unknown,  and  goes  to  Heaven. 


PEGASUS  AT  WANLOCKHEAD 

With  Pegasus  upon  a  day, 

Apollo  weary  flying. 
Through  frosty  hills  the  journey  lay, 

On  foot  the  way  was  pSying. 

Poor  slipshod  giddy  Pegasus 
Was  but  a  sorry  walker ; 

To  Vulcan  then  Apollo  goes. 
To  get  a  frosty  caulker. 

Obliging  Vulcan  fell  to  work, 
Threw  by  his  coat  and  bonnet. 

And  did  Sol's  business  in  a  crack; 
Sol  paid  him  with  a  sonnet. 

Ye  Vulcan's  sons  of  Wanlockhesd, 

Pity  my  sad  disaster; 
My  Pegasus  is  poorly  shod, 

I'll  pay  you  like  my  master. 


SAPPHO  REDIVIVUS— A  FRAGMENT 

Bv  all  I  lov'd,  neglected  and  forgot, 
No  friendly  face  e'er  lights  my  squalid  cot  ■ 
Sbunn'd,  hated,  wrong'd,  impitied,  unredrest, 
The  mock'd  quotation  of  the  scorn er's  jestl 
Ev'n  the  poor  support  of  my  wretched  life^ 
Snatched  by  the  violence  of  legal  strife. 
Oft  grateful  for  my  very  daily  bread 
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To  those  my  family's  once  large  bounty  fad; 
A  welcome  inmate  at  their  homely  fare. 
My  griefs,  my  woes,  my  sighs,  ray  tears  they  share: 
(Their  vulgar  souls  unltke  the  souls  refin'd. 
The  fashioned  marble  of  the  polished  mind). 


In  vain  would  Prudence,  with  decorous  sneer. 
Point  out  a  censuring  world,  and  bid  me  fear; 
Above  the  world,  on  wings  of  Love,  I  rise — 
I  know  its  worst,  and  can  that  worst  despise; 
Let  Prudence'  direst  bodements  on  me  fall, 
M  [ontgomer]y,  rich  reward,  o'erpaya  them  all  I 

Mild  zephyrs  waft  thee  to  life's  farthest  shore, 
Nor  think  of  me  and  ray  distresses  more, — 
Falsehood  accurst !    No  I  still  I  beg  a  place. 
Still  near  thy  heart  some  little,  little  trace : 
For  that  dear  trace  the  world  I  would  resign: 

0  let  me  live,  and  die,  and  think  it  mine ! 

"  I  bum.  I  bum,  as  when  thro'  ripen'd  corn 

By  driving  winds  the  crackling  flames  are  borne;" 

Now  raving-wild.  1  curse  that  fatal  night. 

Then  bless  the  hour  that  charm'd  my  guilty  sight : 

In  vain  the  laws  their  feeble  force  oppose, 

Chain'd  at  Love's  feet,  they  groan,  hie  ^-anquish'd  f< 

In  vain  Religion  meets  my  shrinking  eye, 

1  dare  not  combat,  but  I  turn  and  fly : 
Conscience  in  vain  upbraids  th'  unhallow'd  fire. 
Love  grasps  her  scorpions — stifled  they  expire! 
Reason  drops  headlong  from  his  sacred  throne. 
Your  dear  idea  reigns,  and  reigns  alone; 
Each  thought  intoxicated  homage  yields, 
And  riots  wanton  in  forbidden  fields. 
By  all  on  high  adoring  mortals  know  I 
By  all  the  conscious  villain  fears  below  I 
By  your  dear  self  t— the  last  great  oath  I  swear. 
Not  life,  nor  soul,  were  ever  half  so  dear  I 
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SONG— SHE'S  FAIR  AND  FAUSE 

She's  fair  and  fause  that  causes  my  amart, 

I  lo'ed  her  meilcle  and  lang ; 
She's  broken  her  vow,  she's  brokeo  my  hear^ 

And  I  may  e'en  gae  hang, 
A  coof  cam  in  wi'  routh  o'  gear. 
And  I  hae  tint  my  dearest  dear ; 
But  Woman  is  but  warld's  gear, 

Sae  let  the  borne  lass  gang, 

Whac'er  ye  be  that  woman  love, 

To  this  be  never  blind ; 
Nae  ferlle  'tis  tho*  fickle  she  prov^ 

A  woman  has't  by  kind. 
O  Woman  lovely.  Woman  fair  I 
An  angel  form's  faun  to  thy  share, 
'Twad  been  o'er  meikle  to  gi'en  thee  mair— 

I  mean  an  angel  mnA. 


I'ROMPTU  LINES  TO  CAPTAIN  RIDDELL 
On  Retumiug  a  News^per. 

YouK  News  and  Review,  sir, 

I've  read  through  and  through,  wr. 
With  little  admiring  or  blaming ; 

The  Papers  arc  barren 

Of  home-news  or  foreign. 
No  murders  or  rapes  worth  the  naming. 

Cor  friends,  the  Reviewers, 

Those  chippers  and  hewers, 
Are  judges  of  mortar  and  stone,  sir; 

But  of  meet  or  unmeet. 

In  a  fabric  complete, 
111  boldly  pronounce  they  are  none,  sir; 
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Mjr  gpose-quiU  too  rude  is 

To  tell  all  your  goodnes* 
Bestow 'd  on  your  serraot,  the  Poet ; 

Would  to  God  I  had  one 

Like  i  be&m  of  the  sun. 
And  then  all  the  world,  sir^  should  know  itt 


LINES  TO  JOHN  M'MXJRDO,  ESQ. 
OF  DRUIJLANRIG 

Sent  with  tosie  of  the  Author't  Fochul 

O  COTILD  I  i^Tc  thee  India's  weclth. 

As  I  this  tri6e  send ; 
Because  thy  joy  in  both  would  be 

To  share  them  with  a  friend. 

But  golden  sands  did  never  ^ace 

The  Heliconian  stream ; 
Then  take  what  gold  could  never  buy— 

An  honest  bard's  esteem. 


RHYMING  REPLY  TO  A  NOTE  FROM 
CAPTAIN  RIDDELL 

Dear  Sir,  at  ony  time  or  tide, 
I'd  rather  sit  wi'  you  than  ride, 

Though  'twere  wi'  royal  Geordie : 
And  trowth,  your  kindness,  soon  and  late. 
Aft  gars  me  to  mygel'  lock  blate^ 

The  Loid  in  HeaVn  reward  y«  t 

R.  BtntKS, 

ElXISLAHIh 
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CALEDONIA— A  BALLAD 
TwM—" Caledonian  Hunto'  Delight"  of  Mr.  Gflw. 

Thext  was  once  a  time,  but  old  Time  wsa  then  young. 

That  brave  Caledonia,  the  chief  of  her  lint. 
From  some  of  your  northern  deities  sprung, 

(Who  knows  not  that  brave  Caledonia's  divine?) 
From  Tweed  to  the  Orcades  was  her  domain, 

To  hunt,  or  to  pasture,  or  do  what  she  would : 
Her  heav'niy  relations  there  fixed  her  reign, 

And  pledg'd  her  their  godheads  to  warrant  it  gocxi 

A  lambkin  in  peace,  but  a  hon  in  war, 

The  pride  of  her  kindred,  the  heroine  grew : 
Her  grandsire,  old  Odin,  triumphantly  swcwe, — 

"  Whoe'er  shall  provoke  thee,  th'  encounter  shall  rue  I " 
With  tillage  or  pasture  at  times  she  would  sport. 

To  feed  her  fair  flocks  by  her  green  rustling  corn ; 
But  chiefly  the  woods  were  her  fav'rite  resort. 

Her  darling  amusement,  the  hounds  and  the  bom. 

I-ong  quiet  she  reigned ;  till  thitherward  steers 

A  flight  of  bold  eagles  from  Adria's  strand : 
Repeated,  successive,  for  many  long  years. 

They  darken'd  the  air,  and  they  plunder'd  the  land : 
Their  pounces  were  murder,  and  terror  their  cry. 

They'd  conqtier'd  and  ruin'd  a  world  beside; 
She  tO(^  to  her  hills,  and  her  arrows  let  fly. 

The  daring  invaders  they  fled  or  they  died. 

The  Cameleon- Savage  disturb'd  her  repose, 

With  tumult,  disquiet,  rebellion,  and  strife; 
Provok'd  beyond  bearing,  at  last  she  arose, 

And  robb'd  him  at  once  of  his  hopes  and  his  life: 
The  Anglian  Hon,  the  terror  of  France, 

Oft  prowling,  ensanguin'd  the  Tweed's  silver  flood ; 
But,  taught  by  the  bright  Caledonian  bnce. 

He  learned  to  fear  in  his  own  native  wood 
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The  fell  Harpy-ravea  took  wing  from  Uie  north. 

The  sccmrge  of  the  seas,  and  the  dread  of  the  shore; 
The  wild  Scandinavian  boar  issued  forth  ^_ 

To  wanton  in  carnage  and  wallow  in  gore :  fl 

O'er  countries  and  Icingdoms  their  fury  prcvail'd,      ^^ 

No  arts  could  appease  thetn,  no  anns  could  repel; 
But  brave  Caledonia  in  vain  they  assail'd, 

A*  Largs  well  can  witness,  and  Loncartie  tdL 


Thus  boW,  Independent,  uneonquer'd,  and  free. 

Her  bright  course  of  glorj'  for  ever  shall  run: 
For  brave  Caledonia  immortal  must  be ; 

I'll  prove  it  from  Euclid  as  clear  as  the  sun : 
Rectangle-triangle,  the  figure  we'U  chuse : 

The  upright  it  Chance,  and  old  Time  it  the  buef^ 
But  brave  Caledonia's  the  hypothenuse ; 

Th«n,  ergo,  she'll  match  them,  and  match  them  alwajr 


TO  MISS  CRUICKSHANK 
A  very  Young  Lady 

Written  on  the  Blanlc  Leaf  of  a  Book,  presented 
by  the  Author. 

BEAtmous  Rosebud,  young  and  gay, 
Blooming  on  thy  early  May. 
Never  may'st  thou,  lovely  flow«r. 
Chilly  shrink  in  sleety  shower  I 
Nevtr  Boreas'  hoary  path, 
Never  Euros'  pois'nous  breath. 
Never  baleful  stellar  lights. 
Taint  thee  with  untimely  blights  I 
Never,  never  reptile  thief 
Riot  oa  tby  virgin  leaf  I 
Nor  even  Sol  too  fiercely  view 
Thy  bosom  blushing  stiU  with  dew  t 
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May'ct  thou  long,  iweet  crimson  gem. 
Richly  deck  tby  native  Gtem ; 
Till  »oiii«  ev'ning,  sober,  calm. 
Dropping  dews,  and  )>reathing  balm, 
Wbile  all  around  the  wcNxUand  rings. 
And  ev'ry  bird  thy  requiem  f  jngs ; 
Thou,  amid  the  dirgeful  sound. 
Shed  thy  dying  honours  round. 
And  resign  to  parent  Earth 
The  loveliiit  form  she  e'er  gave  bjrth. 
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BEWARE  0'  BONIE  ANN 

Ye  gallants  bright,  I  rede  you  right^ 

Beware  o'  bonie  Ann; 
Her  comely  face  sac  fu'  o'  grace, 

Your  heart  she  will  trepan : 
Her  eca  sae  bright,  like  stars  by  night. 

Her  skin  is  like  the  swan ; 
Sae  jitnply  lac'd  her  genty  waist. 

That  sweetly  ye  might  span. 

•Youth,  Grace,  and  Love  attendant  move. 

And  pleasure  leads  the  van: 
In  a'  their  charms,  and  conquering  arms. 

They  wait  on  bonie  Ann. 
The  captive  bands  may  chain  the  faa&ds^ 

But  love  enslaves  the  man: 
Ye  gallants  braw,  I  rede  you  A*- 

Beware  o'  bonie  Aim  I 


ODE  ON  THE  DEPARTED  REGENCY  BILL 

DAticHTEK  of  Chaos'  doting  years, 
Nurse  of  ten  thousand  hopes  and  fears, 
Whether  thy  airy,  unsubstantial  sliade 
(The  rights  of  sepulture  now  duly  paid) 
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Spread  abroad  its  hideous  form 

On  the  roaring  civil  storm. 

Deafening  din  and  warring  rage 

Factions  wild  with  factions  wage; 
Or  under-ground,  deep-sutik,  profound, 

Among  the  demons  of  the  earth, 
With  groans  that  make  the  mountains  shake. 

Thou  mourn  tby^  ill-starr'd,  blighted  birth; 
Or  in  the  uncreated  Void, 

Where  seeds  of  future  being  hght. 
With  lessen'd  step  thou  wander  wide. 

To  greet  thy  Mother — Ancient  Night. 
And  as  each  jarring,  monster- mass  is  past. 
Fond  recollect  what  once  thou  wast: 
In  manner  due,  beneath  this  sacred  oak. 
Hear,  Spirit,  hear  I  thy  presence  I  invoke  l' 

By  a  Monarch's  heaven-struck  fate, 

By  a  disunited  State, 

By  a  generous  Prince's  wrongs. 

By  a  Senate's  strife  of  tongues, 

By  a  Premier's  sullen  pride, 

Louring  on  the  changing  tide : 

By  dread  Thurlow's  powers  to  awe 

Rhetoric,  blasphemy  and  law; 

By  the  turbulent  ocean — • 

A  Nation's  commotion. 

By  the  harlot-caresses 

Of  borough  addresses. 

By  days  few  and  evil, 

(Thy  portion,  poor  devilt)" 
By  Power,  Wealth,  and  Show, 

(The  Gods  by  men  adored,) 
By  nameless  Poverty, 

(Their  hell  abhorred,) 

By  all  they  hope,  by  all  they  £eaf. 

Hear  I  and  Appear ! 

Stare  not  on  me,  thou  ghastly  Power  I 
Nor,  grim  with  chained  defiance,  lotir: 
No  Babel-structure  would  /  build 
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Where,  order  exil'd  from  his  native  sway. 
Confusion  may  the  REGENX-sceptre  wield. 

While  all  would  rule  and  none  obey; 

Go,  to  the  world  of  man  relate 

The  story  of  thy  sad,  eventful  fate ; 

And  call  presumptuous  Hope  to  hear 

And  bid  him  check  his  blind  career; 

And  tell  the  sore-prest  sons  of  Care, 
Never,  never  to  despair ! 

Paint  Charles's  speed  on  wings  of  fire. 

The  object  of  his  fond  desire. 

Beyond  his  boldest  hopes,  at  hand: 

Paint  all  the  triumph  of  the  Portland  Band; 

Mark  how  they  lift  the  joy-exulting  voice, 

And  how  their  num'roua  creditors  rejoice; 

But  just  as  hopes  to  warm  enjoyment  rise, 

Cry  Convalescence  I  and  the  vision  flies. 
Then  next  pourtray  a  dark'ning  twilight  gloom, 

Eclipsing  sad  a  gay,  rejoicing  morn. 
While  proud  Ambition  to  th'  untimely  tomb 

By  gnashing,  grim,  despairing  fiends  is  borne: 
Paint  ruin,  in  the  shape  of  high  Diundas] 

Gaping  with  giddy  terror  o'er  the  brow ; 
In  vain  he  struggles,  the  fates  behind  him  press. 

And  clam'rous  hell  yawns  for  her  prey  below : 
How  fallen  That,  whose  pride  late  scaled  the  skies  1 
And  This,  like  Lucifer,  no  more  to  rise  I 

Again  pronounce  the  powerful  word ; 
See  Day,  triumphant  from  the  night,  restored. 

Then  know  this  truth,  ye  Sons  of  Men  I 

(Thus  ends  thy  moral  tale,) 
Your  darkest  terrors  may  be  vain. 

Your  brightest  hopes  may  faiL 


?ISTLE  TO  JAMES  TENNANT  OF  GLENCONNER 


AuLD  comrade  dear,  and  brither  sinner, 
How's  a.'  the  folk  aix>ut  Glenconner  I 
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How  do  you  this  blae  eastlin  wind. 
That's  like  to  blaw  a  body  blind  P 
For  me,  my  faculties  vc  frozen, 
My  dearest  member  nearly  dozen'd. 
Fve  sent  you  here,  by  Johnie  Simsoo, 
Twa  sage  philosophers  to  glimpse  on; 
Smith,  wi'  his  sympathetic  feeling. 
An'  Reid,  to  common  sense  appealing. 
Philosophers  have  fought  and  wrangled, 
An'  meikle  Greek  an'  Latin  mangled. 
Till  wi'  their  logic-jargon  tir'd. 
And  in  the  depth  of  science  mir'd. 
To  common  seme  they  now  appeal. 
What  wives  and  wabiters  see  and  feel. 
But,  hark  ye,  friend  I  I  charge  you  strictly, 
Peruse  them,  an'  return  them  quickly ; 
For  now  I'm  grown  sac  cursed  douce 
I  pray  and  ponder  butt  the  house ; 
My  shins,  my  lane,  I  there  sit  roastin. 
Perusing  Bunyan,  Brown  au'  Boston, 
Till  by  an'  by,  if  I  baud  on, 
I'll  grant  a  real  gospel  groan: 
Already  I  begin  to  try  it. 
To  cast  my  e'en  up  like  a  pyet. 
When  by  the  gun  she  tumbles  o'er 
Flutt'ring  an'  gasping  in  her  gore: 
Sae  shortly  you  shall  see  me  bright, 
A  burning  an'  a  shining  tight. 

My  heart- warm  love  to  guid  auld  Gleo, 
The  ace  an'  wale  of  honest  men: 
When  bending  down  wt'  auld  grey  hairs 
Beneath  the  load  of  years  and  cares. 
May  He  who  made  him  still  support  him, 
An'  views  beyond  the  grave  comfort  him; 
His  worthy  fam'ly  far  and  near, 
God  bleu  them  a'  wi'  grace  and  gearl 

My  auU  schoolfellow,  pr^cher  WilSc, 
Tbe  manly  tar,  my  mason-billie, 
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And  Auchenbay,  I   wish  him  joy, 

If  h«'s  ft  parent,  lass  or  boy, 

May  he  be  dad,  and  Meg  the  mither, 

ust  five-and-forty  years  thegither! 
,d  HO  forgetting  wabster  Chfcflie, 
I'm  tauld  he  offers  very  fairly. 

Lord,  remember  singing  Sannock, 
1'  hale  breeks,  saxpence,  an'  a  bannock! 
And  next,  my  auld  acquaintance,  Nancy, 
Since  she  is  fitted  to  her  fancy, 
An'  her  kind  stars  hae  airted  till  her 
A  guid  ehicl  wi'  a  pickle  siller. 
My  kindest,  best  respects,  I  sen'  it. 
To  cousin  Kate,  an'  sister  Janet; 
Tell  them,  frae  me,  wi'  chiels  be  cautious. 
For.  faith,  they'll  aiblins  fin"  them  fashious; 
To  grant  a  heart  is  fairly  civil, 
But  to  grant  a  maidenhead's  the  devil. 
An'  lastly,  Jamie,  for  yoarsel. 
May  guardian  angels  tak  a  spell. 
An'  steer  you  seven  miles  south  o'  hell : 
But  first,  before  you  sec  heaven's  glory. 
May  ye  get  mony  a  merry  story, 
Mony  a  laugh,  and  mony  a  drink, 

aye  eneugh  o'  needfu*  clink. 


rr. 


Now  fare  ye  weel,  an'  joy  be  wi*  you: 
For  my  sake,  this  I  beg  it  o'  you. 
Assist  poor  Sitnson  a'  ye  can. 
Yell  fin'  him  just  an  honest  man; 
Sae  1  conclude,  and  quat  my  chanter, 
Yowr'i,  *aint  or  sinner, 

Rob  the  Raktis. 
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A  NEW  PSALM  FOR  THE  CHAPEL  OF 
KILMARNOCK 

Oo  tbe  Thanksgiving- Day  for  His  Majes^s  Recoveiy. 

O  SING  a  new  song  to  the  Lord, 

Make,  all  and  every  one, 
A  joyful  noise,  even  for  the  king 

Hi  3  restoration. 

The  sons  of  Belial  in  the  land 

Did  set  their  heads  together ; 
Come,  let  us  sweep  them  off,  said  theyi 

Like  an  o'erflowing  river. 

They  set  their  heads  together,  I  say. 

They  set  their  heads  together ; 
On  right,  on  left,  on  every  hand. 

We  saw  none  to  deliver. 


Thou  madest  strong  two  chosen  ones 

To  quell  the  Wicked's  pride ; 
That  Young  Man,  great  in  Issacbar, 

The  burden-bearing  tribe. 

And  him,  among  the  Princes,  cfaJef 

In  our  Jerusalem, 
The  judge  that's  mighty  in  thy  lany 

The  man  that  fears  thy  name. 

Yet  they,  even  they,  with  all  their  strengtl^ 

Began  to  faint  and  fait: 
Even  as  two  howling,  ra^xnous  wolves 

To  dogs  do  turn  their  taJL 

Th'  ungodly  o'er  the  ju«t  prevail'd. 

For  so  thou  hadst  appointed ; 
iThat  thou  might* St  greater  glory  give 

.Unto  thine  own  anointed. 
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And  now  thou  bast  restored  our  State, 

Pity  our  Kirk  also; 
For  she  by  tribulations 

Is  now  brought  very  low. 

Consume  that  high-place,  Patronage, 

From  off  thy  holy  hill ; 
And  in  thy  fury  bum  the  book — 

Even  of  that  man  M'GtlL* 

Now  hear  our  prayer,  accept  our  song, 
Ard  fight  thy  chosen's  battle: 

We  seek  but  little,  Lord,  from  thee. 
Thou  kens  we  get  as  little. 
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SKETCH  IN   VERSE 
Inscribed  to  the  Right  Hon.  C.  J,  Fox. 

How  Wisdom  and  Folly  meet,  mix,  and  unite, 

How  Virtue  and  Vice  blend  their  black  and  their  white. 

How  Genius,  th'  illustrious  father  of  fiction, 

Confounds  rule  and  law,  reconciles  contradiction, 

I  sing:  If  these  mortals,  the  critics,  should  bustle, 

I  care  not,  not  I — let  the  critics  go  whistle. 

But  now  for  a  Patron  whose  name  and  whose  g!ory, 
At  once  may  illustrate  and  honour  my  story. 

Thou  first  of  our  orators,  first  of  our  wits ; 
Yet  whose  parts  and  acquirements  seem  just  lucky  hits; 
With  knowled^  so  vast,  and  with  judgment  so  strong. 
No  man  with  the  half  of  'em  e'er  could  go  wrong; 
With  passions  so  potent,  and  fancies  so  bright, 
No  man  with  the  half  of  'era  e'er  could  go  right; 
A  sorry,  poor,  misbegot  son  ot  the  Muses, 
For  using  thy  name,  offers  fifty  excuses. 

» Dr.  WtniBin  M'Gill  of  Ayr.  whose  '"  Pnttfcal  Euajr  on  the  Death  ni 
Jeiua  Chirst  ^*  kd  to  m,  charge  of  Hereby  ag»iEift  him.  Bums  took  up  fail 
•aDM  in  "  The  Klrlc  of  ScoUaod'a  Alirra  "  (p.  ^93). — Lmg. 
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Good  L — d,  what  is  Man  (  for  as  simple  he  looks. 

Do  but  try  to  develop  his  hooks  aiid  bis  crooks; 
With  his  deptlis  and  his  shallows,  his  good  and  his  evil. 
All  in  all  he's  a  problem  roust  pu^sle  the  devU. 

On  his  one  ruling  passion  Sir  Pope  hugely  labours. 
That,   like   th'   old    Hebrew    w« Iking- switch,   cats   up  its 

neighbours : 
Mankind  are  his  show-box — a  friend,  would  you  know  him? 
Pnll  the  string,  Ruling  passion  the  picture  will  show  him. 
What  pity,  in  rearing  so  beauteous  a  system, 
One  trifling  particular.  Truth,  should  have  miss'd  bim; 
For,  spite  of  his  fine  theoretic  positions. 
Mankind  is  a  science  defies  definitions. 


Some  sort  all  our  qualities  each  to  its  tribe. 
And  think  human  nature  they  truly  describe; 
Have  you  found  this,  or  t'other  ?    There's  more  in  the  wind ; 
As  by  one  drunken  fellow  his  comrades  you'll  find. 
But  such  is  the  flaw,  or  the  depth  of  the  plan, 
In  the  make  of  that  wonderful  creature  called  Man, 
No  two  virtues,  whatever  relation  they  claim. 
Nor  even  two  different  shades  of  the  same. 
Though  like  as  was  ever  twin  brother  to  brother. 
Possessing  the  one  shall  imply  you've  the  other. 

But  truce  with  abstraction,  and  truce  with  a  Muse 
Whose  rhymes  you'll  perhaps,  Sir,  ne'er  deign  to  peruse; 
Will  you  leave  your  justingg,  your  jars,  and  your  quarrels, 
Contending  with  Bill^  for  proud-nodding  laurels? 
My  much-honour'd  Patron,  believe  your  poor  poet. 
Your  courage,  much  more  than  your  prudence,  you  show  it 
In  vain  with  Squire  Billy  for  laurels  you  struggle ; 
He'll  have  them  by  fair  trade,  if  not,  he  will  smuggle: 
Not  cabinets  even  of  kings  would  conceal  'em, 
He'd  up  the  back  stairs,  and  by  G —  he  would  steal  'em. 
Then  feats  like  Squire  Billy's  you  ne'er  can  achieve  'em; 
It  is  not,  out-do  him — the  task  is,  out-thieve  him  I 


THE   WOUNDED  HARE 

Inhuman  man !  curse  on  tliy  barbVoys  art. 
And  blasted  be  thy  murdcr-ainiing  eye; 
May  never  pity  soothe  thee  with  a  sigh, 
^  Nor  ever  pleasure  glad  thy  cruel  heart  I 

"  Go  live,  poor  wand'rcr  of  the  wood  and  Geld  I 
The  bitter  Uttle  that  of  life  rc:Tiains: 
No  more  the  thickening'  brakes  and  verdant  plains 

^  To  thee  a  home,  or  food,  or  pastime  yield. 

Seek,  mangled  wretch,  some  place  of  wonted  rest. 

No  more  of  rest,  but  now  thy  dying  bed ! 
The  sheltering  rushes  whistling  o'er  thy  head, 
I     The  cold  mrtii  with  thy  bloody  bosom  prest. 

Perhaps  a  mother's  anguish  adds  its  woe ; 

The  playful  pair  crowd  fondly  by  thy  side; 
Ah !  helpless  nurslings,  who  will  now  provide 

»Tbat  life  a  mother  only  can  bestow  ! 
Dft  as  by  winding  Nith  I,  musing,  wait 
The  sober  eve.  or  hall  the  cheerful  dawn, 
I'll  miss  thee  sporting  o'er  the  dewy  lawn, 
An4  curst  the  ruffian's  arm,  and  mouni  thy  hapless  fate. 


DELIA.  AN  ODE 


"To  the  Editor  of  The  Slar^idr.  Printer— If  the  productions 
[  a  simple  plotighman  can  merit  a  place  in  the  same  paper  with 
flvwter  Otway,  and  the  other  favourites  of  the  Muses  who  Ulu- 
inate  the  Star  with  the  lustre  of  genius,  yotir  insertion  of  the 
tclosed  trifle  will  be  succeeded  by  future  co mm uni cations  from 

■Yours,  &C„  R,  BUKHS. 

BiUtland,  mar  Dum/rUt,  \Uk  May,  i<}%^" 
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Faib  the  face  of  orient  day. 
Fair  the  tints  of  op'ning  rose; 

But  fairer  still  my  Delia  dawns, 
More  lovely  far  her  beauty  showA 

Sweet  the  lark's  wild  warbled  lay, 
Sweet  the  tinkling  rill  to  hear; 

But,  Delia,  more  delightful  still. 
Steal  thine  accents  on  mine  ear. 

The  flower-enamour'd  busy  bee 
The  rosy  banquet  loves  to  sip; 

Sweet  the  streamlet's  limpid  lapse 
To  the  sun-brown'd  Arab's  Up, 

But,  Delia,  on  thy  balmy  lips 
Let  me,  no  vagrant  insect,  rove; 

O  let  me  steal  one  liquid  kiss. 
For,  Oh  I  my  soul  is  parch'd  with  lOT 


THE  GARiyNER  WI"  HIS  PAIDLE 
Tuitt—"  Tbe  Gftrdener'a  Hvch." 

Whkw  rosy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowers. 
To  deck  her  gay,  green-spreading  bower^^ 
Then  busy,  busy  are  his  hours, 

The  Gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 

The  crystal  waters  gently  fa'. 

The  merry  bards  are  lovers  a', 

The  scented  breezes  round  him  blaw — 

The  Gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 

When  purple  moming  starts  the  hare 
To  steal  upon  her  early  fare ; 
Tfaen  thro'  the  dews  he  maun  repair — 
The  Gard'ner  wi'  his  paldle. 
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;  in  die  west, 
1  dncms  &  Nature's  rest, 
ber  arms  he  lo'es  the  best. 
The  Gord'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 


A  BANK  OF  FLOWERS. 

Car  a  tank  of  flowers  on  a  summer  day, 

F-ar  sammer  lightly  drest, 
T^  jaa&ixA,  blooming  Nelly  lay. 

With  lore  and  sleep  opprest: 
When  Willie,  wand'ring  thro'  the  wood. 
Who  for  her  favour  oft  had  sued ; 
He  gaz'd,  he  wish'd 
He  fear'd,  he  blush'd, 
And  trembled  where  he  itood. 

Her  doaM  eyes,  like  weapons  sheath'd. 

Were  seal'd  in  soft  repose ; 
Her  lip,  still  as  she  fragrant  breath'd, 

It  richer  dyed  the  rose ; 
The  springing  lilies,  sweetly  prest, 
Wild-wanton  kissed  her  rival  breast; 
He  gaz'd,  he  wish'd. 
He  fear'd,  he  blush'd. 
His  bosom  ill  at  rest 

Her  robes  light-waving  in  the  breeze^ 

Her  tender  limbs  embrace; 
Her  lovely  form,  her  native  ease. 

All  harmony  and  grace ; 
Ttmioltuous  tides  his  pulses  roll, 
A  faltering,  ardent  kiss  he  stole; 
He  gaz'd,  he  wish'd. 
He  fear'd,  he  blush'd. 
And  sigh'd  his  very  soul. 

As  flies  the  partridge  from  the  brakl^ 
On  fear-inspired  wings. 
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So  Nelly  starting,  balf-atv^tke. 

Aw-ay  affrighted  springs ; 
But  Willie  followed — as  he  shoaltl 
He  overtoolt  her  in  the  wood; 

He  voVd,  he  pray'd. 

He  found  the  maid 
Forgivini^  all  and  good. 


YOUNG  JOCiaE  WAS   THE   BLYTHEST   LAD. 

YocTNC  Jockic  was  the  blytb«»t  lad. 

In  a'  CFur  town  or  here  awa; 
Fu'  biythe  he  whistled  at  the  gaud, 

Fu'  lightly  danc'd  he  in  the  ha'. 

He  roos'd  my  een  sae  bonie  blue. 
He  roos'd  my  waiit  sae  g<mty  smi'i 

'An'  aye  my  heart  cam  to  my  mou", 
When  ne'er  a  body  heard  or  saw. 

My  Jockie  toils  upon  the  plfiin, 

Thro*  wind  and  weet,  thro'  frost  and  Boaw: 
And  o'er  the  lea  I  teuk  fu'  fain. 
When  Joclde'a  owseo  hameward  ca'. 

An'  aye  the  night  comes  round  again, 

When  in  his  arms  he  taks  me  a' ; 
An'  aye  he  vows  he'll  be  my  ain. 

As  lang*!  be  has  a  breath  to  draw. 


THE  BANKS  OP  NITH 

The  Thames  flows  proudly  to  the  sea. 
Where  royal  cities  stately  stand; 

But  sweeter  flows  the  Nith  to  me. 
Where  Corny ns  ance  had  high  command. 
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When  shall  I  «ec  that  hoiiour'd  land, 
That  winding  stream  1  love  «o  dear  1 

Must  wayward  Fortune's  adverse  hand 
For  ever,  ever  keep  me  here ! 

How  lovely,  Nith,  thy  fruitful  vales, 

Where  bounding  hawthorns  gaily  bloom; 
And  iweetly  spread  thy  sloping  dales, 

Where  lambkins  wanton  through  the  broonj. 
Tho'  wandering  now  must  be  my  doom, 

Far  from  thy  bonie  banks  and  braes, 
May  there  my  latest  hours  consume, 

Amang  the  friends  of  early  days  I 


JAMIE,    COME    TRY    ME 

Chorus. — Jamie,  come  try  me, 
Jamie,  come  try  me, 
If  thou  would  win  my  love, 
Jamie,  come  try  me. 

If  thou  should  ask  my  love, 

Could  I  deny  thee? 
If  thou  would  win  my  love, 

Jamie,  come  try  me ! 

Jamie,  come  try  me,  &C. 

If  thou  should  kiss  me,  love, 
Wha  could  espy  thee  ? 

If  thou  wad  be  my  love, 
Jamie,  come  try  me  I 
Jamie,  come  try  me,  &c. 


I  LOVE  MY  LOVE  IN  SECRET 

My  Sandy  gied  to  me  a  ring. 
Was  a'  beset  wi'  diamonds  fins; 
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But  I  gied  hini  a  far  better  thing, 

I  gied  my  heart  in  pledge  o'  his  ring. 

Chorus. — My  Sandy  O,  my  Sandy  O, 
My  bonie,  bonie  Sandy  O ; 
Tho'  the  love  that  I  owe 
To  thee  I  dare  na  show. 
Yet  I  love  my  love  in  secret,  my  Saaify  O. 


My  Sandy  brak  a  piece  o*  gowd, 
While  down  his  cheeks  the  saut  tears 
Me  took  a  hauf,  and  gied  it  to  me, 
And  I'll  keep  it  till  the  hour  I  die. 
My  Sandy  O,  &c. 


•d; 


SWEET   TIBBIE   DUNBAR 

O  WILT  thou  go  wi'  me,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  ? 

0  wilt  thou  go  wi'  me,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar? 
Wilt  thou  ride  on  a  horse,  or  be  drawn  in  a  car. 
Or  walk  by  my  side,  O  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  ? 

1  care  na  thy  daddie,  his  lands  and  his  mon^, 
I  care  na  thy  kin,  sae  high  and  sae  lordly ; 
But  sae  that  thou'lt  hae  me  for  better  or  waur. 
And  come  in  thy  coatie,  sweet  Tibbie  Dimbar. 


THE  CAPTAIN'S  LADY 

Chorus. — O  mount  and  go,  mount  and  make  you  ready 
O  mount  and  go,  and  be  the  Captain's  la^f. 

When  the  drums  do  beat,  and  the  cannons  rattle. 
Thou  shall  sit  in  state,  and  see  thy  love  in  battle: 
When  the  drums  do  beat,  and  the  cannons  ratJe, 
Thou  shalt  sit  in  state,  and  see  thy  love  in  battle^ 
O  mount  and  go,  &c. 
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Whoo  the  vanquish *tl  foe  sues  for  peace  and  quiet. 
To  the  shades  we'll  go,  and  in  love  enjoy  it : 
When  the  vanquish'd  foe  sues  for  peace  and  quiet. 
To  the  shades  we'll  go,  and  in  love  enjoy  it. 
O  mount  and  go,  &c. 


365 


JOHN  ANDERSON,  MY  JO 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John, 

When  we  were  first  acqueat; 
Your  locks  were  like  the  raveo. 

Your  bonie  brow  was  brent ; 
But  now  your  brow  is  bcld,  John, 

Your  locks  are  like  the  snaw; 
But  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow, 

John  Anderson,  my  jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John, 

We  clamb  the  hill  thegither; 
And  mony  a  cantie  day,  John, 

We've  had  wi'  ane  anither: 
Now  we  maun  totter  down,  John, 

And  hand  in  hand  we'll  go. 
And  sleep  thegither  at  the  foot, 

John  Anderson,  my  jo. 


MY  LOVE,  SHE'S  BUT  A  LASSIE  YET 

My  love,  she's  but  a  lassie  yet, 

My  love,  she's  but  a  lassie  yet; 
We'll  let  her  stand  a  year  or  twa, 

She'll  no  be  half  sae  saucy  yet; 

I  rue  the  day  I  sought  her  O! 

I  me  the  day  I  sought  her  O ! 
Wha  gets  her  needs  na  say  he's  woo'd, 

Bat  be  may  say  he  has  ttought  her  O. 
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Come  draw  a  drap  o'  the  best  o't  yet. 
Come  draw  a.  drap  o'  the  best  o't  yet, 

G*c  seek  for  pleasure  whare  you  will. 
But  here  I  never  miss'd  it  yet, 
We're  a*  dry  wi'  drinkin  o't, 
We're  a'  dry  wi'  drinkin  o't; 

The  minister  kiss'd  the  fiddler's  wife; 
He  could  na  preach  for  thJnkin  o't 


SONG— TAM  GLEN 

My  Heart  is  a-breaking,  dear  tittie, 
Some  counsel  unto  me  come  len'. 

To  anger  them  a'  is  a  pity, 
But  what  will  I  do  wi'  Tarn  Glen  ? 

I'm  thinking,  wi'  sic  a  braw  fellow. 
In  poortlth  I  might  mak  a  fen; 

What  care  I  in  riches  to  wallow. 
If  I  maunna  marry  Tarn  Glen ! 

There's  Lowiie  the  Laird  o'  Dumeller — 
"  Gude  day  to  you,  brute !  "  he  comes  ben : 

He  brags  and  he  blaws  o'  his  siller. 
But  when  will  he  dance  like  Tarn  Gten ! 

My  Minnie  does  constantly  deave  mc. 
And  bids  rne  beware  o'  young  men ; 

They  flatter,  she  says,  to  deceive  ine. 
But  wha  can  think  sae  o'  Tarn  Glenf 

My  daddic  says,  gin  I'll  forsake  hitO, 
He'd  gie  me  gude  hunder  marks  teo; 

But,  if  it's  ordain'd  I  maun  take  him, 
O  wha  will  I  get  but  Tam  Glen  I 

Yestreen  at  the  valentines'  dealing. 
My  heart  to  my  mou'  gied  a  sten' ; 
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For  thrice  I  drew  ane  without  failing. 
And  thrice  it  was  written  *'  Tarn  Glen  "  I 

The  last  Halloween  I  was  waukin 

My  droukit  sark-sleeve,  as  ye  ken, 
His  likeness  came  up  the  house  staukin. 

And  the  very  grey  b reeks  o'  Tam  Glen'. 

Come,  counsel,  dear  tittie,  don't  tarry; 

I'll  gie  ye  my  bonie  black  hen, 
Gif  ye  will  advise  me  to  marry 

The  lad  I  lo'e  dearly,  Tam  Glen. 


CARLE,  AN  THE  KING  COME 

torus. — Carle,  an  the  King  come, 
g.  Carle,  an  the  King  come, 

Thou  shalt  dance  and  I  will  eing. 
Carle,  an  the  King  come. 

An  somebody  were  come  again. 
Then  somebody  maun  cross  the  mmin. 
And  every  man  shall  hac  his  ain, 
Carle,  an  the  King  come, 

Carle,  an  the  King  come,  &c. 

I  trow  we  swapped  for  the  worse. 
We  gac  the  boot  and  better  horse; 
And  that  we'll  tell  them  at  the  crow, 
Carle,  an  the  King  come. 

Carle,  an  the  King  come,  &c. 

Coggie,  an  the  King  come, 
Coggie,  an  the  King  come, 
I'se  he  fou,  and  thou'se  be  tootn 
Coggie,  an  the  King  come. 

Coggie,  an  the  King  come,  &c 


BOBSRT  BURNS 


THE  LADDIE'S  DEAR  SEL' 

Tbbre's  a  youth  in  this  city,  it  were  a  great  pity 
That  he  from  our  lassies  should  wander  awa'; 

For  he's  bonie  and  braw,  weel-favor'd  witha', 
An'  bis  hair  has  a  natural  buckle  an'  a'. 

His  coat  is  the  hue  o'  his  bonnet  sae  blue, 
His  fecket  is  white  as  the  new-drlvcn  snaw; 

His  hose  (hey  are  blae,  and  hts  shoon  like  the  slae. 
And  his  dear  silJer  buckles,  they  dazzle  us  a'. 

For  beauty  and  fortune  the  laddie's  been  courtin; 

Weel-featur'd,  weel-tocher'd,  weel-niountcd  an'  braw; 
But  chiefly  the  siller  that  gars  him  gang  till  her. 

The  penny's  the  jewel  that  beautifies  a*. 

There's  Meg  wi'  the  mailen  that  fain  wad  a  haen  him, 
And  Susie,  wha's  daddic  was  laird  o'  the  Ha'; 

There's  lang-tocher'd  Nancy  maist  fetters  his  fancy, 
But  the  laddie's  dear  sel',  he  loes  dearest  of  a'. 


WHISTLE  O'ER  THE  LAVE  OT 

First  when  Maggie  was  my  care, 
Heav'n,  I  thought,  was  in  her  air, 
Now  we're  married — speir  nae  mair, 
But  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o'tl 

Meg  was  meek,  and  Meg  was  mild* 
Sweet  and  harmless  as  a  child— 
Wiser  men  than  me's  beguil'd; 
Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't ! 

How  we  live,  my  Meg  and  me. 

How  we  love,  and  how  wc  gree, 
I  care  na  by  how  few  may  see — 
Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o'tl 
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Wha  I  wish  were  maggot's  meat, 
Dish'd  up  in  her  winding-sheet, 
I  could  write — but  Meg  maun  see't — 
Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't  I 


MY  EPPIE  ADAIR 

Chorus. — An'  0  my  Eppie,  my  jewel,  my  Eppie, 

Wha  wad  na  be  happy  wi'  Eppie  Adair  ? 

By  love,  and  by  beauty,  by  law.  and  by  duty, 
I  swear  to  be  true  to  my  Eppie  Adair! 
By  love,  and  by  beauty,  by  law,  and  by  duty, 
I  swear  to  be  true  to  my  Eppie  Adair  1 
And  O  my  Eppie,  &c. 

A'  pleasure  exile  me,  dishonour  defile  me. 
If  e'er  I  beguile  ye,  my  Eppie  Adair! 
A'  pleasure  exile  me,  dishonour  defile  me^ 
If  e'er  I  beguile  thee,  my  Eppie  Adair  1 
And  O  my  Eppie,  &c. 


ON  THE  LATE  CAPTAIN  GROSE'S 

Peregrinatioos  thro'  Scotland,  collecting  the  Antiquities  of 
that  Kingdom. 

Heak,  land  o'  Cakes,  and  brither  Scots, 
Frae  Maidenkirk  to  Johnie  Groat's; — 
If  there's  a  hole  in  a'  your  coats, 

I  rede  you  tent  it : 
A  chield's  amang  you  takln  notes, 

And  faith  he'll  prent  it: 

If  in  your  bounds  ye  chance  to  light 

Upon  a  fine,  fat,  fodgel  wight, 

O'  stature  short,  but  genius  bright. 

That's  he,  mark  wed; 
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And  wow  I  he  has  an  unco  steight 
O'  cauk  and  keel. 

By  some  auW,  houlet-haunted  biggin, 

Or  kirk  deserted  by  its  riggin. 

It's  ten  to  ane  ye'll  find  him  snug  in 

Some  eldritch  part, 
Wi'  deils,  they  say,  L — d  save's  coUeagiiin 

At  some  black  art. 

Ilk  ghaist  that  haunts  auld  ha'  or  chaumer. 

Ye  gipsy-gang  that  deal  in  glamour. 

And  you,  deep- read  in  hell's  Mack  grammar, 

Warlocks  and  witches, 
Ye'll  quake  at  his  conj  uring  hammer. 

Ye  midnight  bitches. 

It's  tauld  be  was  a  sodger  bred, 
And  ane  wad  rather  fa'n  than  fled; 
But  now  he's  quat  the  spurtle-blade. 

And  dog-skin  wallet. 
And  taen  the — Antiquarian  trade, 

I  think  they  call  it 

He  has  a  fouth  o*  auld  nick-nackets ; 
Rusty  aim  caps  and  jinglin  jackets, 
Wad  haud  the  Lothians  three  in  tacli»tl| 

A  towmont  gude ; 
And  parritcb-pats  and  auld  saut-backets. 

Before  the  flood. 


Of  Eve's  first  fire  he  has  a  cinder; 
Auld  Tubalcain's  fire-sbool  and  fender; 
That  which  distinguished  the  gender 

O'  Balaam's  ass : 
A  broomstick  o'  the  witch  of  Endor, 

Weel  shod  wi'  brass. 

Forbye,  he'll  shape  you  ail  in'  gleg 
The  cut  of  Adam's  pbilibeg; 
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The  knife  that  nickit  AbeFg  crtig 

He'll  prove  you  fully. 

It  was  a  faulding  jocttkg, 

Or  lajig-kait  gullie. 

But  wad  ye  sec  him  in  his  glee, 
For  meikle  glee  and  fun  hat  he. 
Then  set  him  down,  and  twa  or  three 

Glide  fellows  wi'  him: 
And  port,  O  port !  shine  thou  a  wee, 

And  THEN  yell  see  him! 

Now,  by  the  Pow'rs  o'  verse  and  prose  1 
Thou  art  a  dainty  chield,  O  Grose  t — 
Whae'er  o'  thee  shall  ill  suppose. 

They  sair  misca'  thee; 
I'd  take  the  rascal  by  the  nose. 

Wad  say,  "  Shame  fa'  thca." 


»IGRAM  ON  FRANCIS  GROSE  THE  ANTIQUARY 

The  Devil  got  notice  that  Grose  was  a-dying 

So  whip  1  at  the  summons,  old  Satan  came  flying ; 

But  when  he  approached  where  poor  Francis  lay  moaning, 

And  saw  each  bed-post  with  its  burthen  a-gro&ning, 

Astonish'd,  confounded,  cries  Satan — "  By  G — , 

I'n  want  him  ere  take  such  a  damnable  load  I  " 


THE  KIRK  OF  SCOTLAND'S  ALARM 

A  Ballad. 

Tutit — **  Come  rouse.  Brother  Sportattian  T " 

OlTHODOx!  orthodox,  who  believe  in  John  Kncntt 
Let  me  sound  an  alarm  to  your  conscience: 

A  heretic  blast  has  been  blown  in  the  West, 
That  what  is  no  sense  must  be  nonsense, 

Orthodo.\  1    That  what  is  no  sense  tnuBt  b«  nonfcnse. 
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Doctor  Mac  I  Doctor  Mac,  you  should  streek  on  a  racl^ 

To  strike  evil-doers  wi'  terror ; 
To  join  Faith  and  Sense,  upon  any  pretence, 

Was  heretic,  damnable  error, 
Doctor  Mac  I  *    'Twas  heretic,  damnable  error. 

Town  of  Ayr  t  town  of  Ayr,  it  was  rash,  I  declare. 

To  meddle  wi'  mischief  a-brewing,' 
Provost  John*  is  still  deaf  to  the  Church's  relief. 

And  Orator  Bob*  is  its  ruin, 
Town  of  Ayr!    Yes,  Orator  Bob  is  its  ruin. 

D'rymple  mild  1  D'rymple  mild,  tho'  your  heart's  lOce  a  chHd'v 

And  your  life  like  the  new-driven  snaw, 
Yet  that  winna  save  you,  auld  Satan  must  have  you. 

For  preaching  that  three's  ane  an'  twa, 
D'rymple  mild  I'    For  preaching  that  three's  ane  an'  twa. 

Calvin's  sons!  Calvin's  sons,  seize  your  spirituat  gtms. 

Ammunition  you  never  can  need; 
Your  hearts  are  the  stuff  wil!  be  powder  enough. 

And  your  skulls  are  a  storehouse  o'  lead, 
Calvin's  sons  I    Your  skulls  are  a  storehouse  o'  lead. 

Humble  John !  rumble  John,  mount  the  steps  with  a  groan, 
Cry,  "  the  Book  is  with  heresy  cramm'd; " 

Then  out  wi'  your  ladle,  deal  brimstone  like  aidle, 
And  roar  ev'ry  note  of  the  D — 'd 

Rumble  John !'    And  roar  ev'ry  note  of  the  D — 'd. 

Simper  James !  simper  James,  leave  your  fair  Killie  damei. 

There's  a  holier  chase  in  your  view: 
I'll  lay  on  your  head,  that  the  pack  you'll  soon  lead. 

For  puppies  like  you  there's  but  few. 
Simper  James  I'    For  puppies  like  you  there's  but  few. 

1  Sin  get  Sawnte!  sin  get  Sawnie,  are  ye  hutrdin  the  penny, 

I  Unconscious  what  danger  awaits? 

I 


»Dr.  M'Cin.  Ayr.— R.  B.        'Sm  tbe  idTertisMnent— JT.  S, 
"Ipbn  BBllantine.— fi.  B.       '  Robtrt  Atken. — R.  B.  _ 

DalpwQTi:,  A]rr. — S.  B.       •John  Russell,  Kihaunock. — X.  Bt 
M«ciaDla7t  KLlmarnock. — R^  B. 
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With  a  jump,  yell,  and  howl,  alarm  fv'Ty  soul. 

For  Hannibal's  just  at  your  gates, 
Singet  Sawnie  I*    For  Hannibal's  just  at  your  gates. 

Poet  Willie  I  poet  Willie,  gie  the  Doctor  a  volley, 
Wi'  your  "  Liberty's  Chain  "  and  your  wit ; 

O'er  Pegasus'  side  ye  ne'er  laid  a  stride, 
Ye  but  smelt,  man,  the  place  where  he  sh-t, 

Ptwt  Willie  I*    Ye  but  smdt  man,  the  place  where  he  sh-t. 

Barr  Steenie!  Barr  Steenie,  what  mean  ye,  what  mean  ye? 

If  ye  meddle  nae  mair  wi'  the  matter. 
Ye  may  hae  some  pretence,  man,  to  havins  and  sense,  man, 

Wi*  people  that  ken  ye  nae  better, 
Barr  Steenie  t"    Wi'  people  that  ken  ye  nae  better. 

Jamie  Goose !  Jamie  Goose,  ye  made  but  toom  roose. 

In  hunting  the  wicked  Lieutenant; 
But  the  Doctor's  your  mark,  for  the  L— d's  holy  ark. 

He  has  coopcr'd  an'  ca'd  a  wrang  pin  in't, 
Jamie  Goose  1"  He  has  cooper'd  an'  ca'd  a  wrang  pin  in't 


Davie  Bluster  t  Davie  Bluster,  for  a  saint  if  ye  muster. 

The  core  is  no  nice  o'  recruits ; 
Yet  to  worth  let's  be  just,  royal  blood  ye  might  boast. 

If  the  Ass  were  the  king  o'  the  brutes, 
Davie  Bluster !"  If  the  Ass  were  the  king  o'  the  brutes. 

Cessnock-side !  Cessnock-side,  wi'  your  turkey-cock  pride 

Of  manhood  but  sraa'  is  your  share: 
Yc've  the  figure,  'tis  true,  ev'n  your  foes  maun  allow. 

And  your  friends  dare  na  say  ye  hae  mair, 
Cessnock-side  1"  And  your  friends  dare  na  say  ye  hae  mair. 

'  Alenodcr  Mocxlie  of  HJccarton.— ^^  fi. 

•William  PecbTM,  in  Ncwton-upon-AyrL  a  poetmrter^  ^^°i  ■™<"i^  many 
etbcr  Ihiiigs,  publitaed  an  ode  on  tbe  Centenary  of  the  RcTolution,"  in 
vhich  wai  Ibc  line: 

'*  And  bound  in  Liberty's  endearing  chain." — J7.  B. 

"Stephen  Young  of  Barr. — R.  B, 

■"  Jame*   Yoiing.    in    New    Cumnock,   who   had    lately   heen    foiled    In  in 

:l(»a*tlcal  prosecution  ogain^t  a  Lieuti.-nant  Mitch;!  —/{.   B. 

"  D>Tid  Gnnt,  Ocbiltrcc.— A.  B.  "  George   Smith,   Gitstoii.— A.  M, 
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Muirland  Jock  I  ainirland  Jock,  when  the  L— d  makes  a  rock, 

To  crush  common-seose  for  her  sins; 
If  ill-manners  were  wtt,  there's  no  martal  so  fit 

To  confound  the  poor  Doctor  at  ance, 
Muirland  Jock  1"  To  confound  the  poor  Doctor  at  ance. 

Andro  Gowk !  Andro  Gowk,  ye  may  fflander  the  Book, 
An'  the  Book  nought  the  waur,  let  me  tell  ye ; 

Tho'  ye'rc  rich,  an'  look  big,  yet,  lay  by  hat  an'  wig, 
An'  ye'U  hac  a  calf's-hcad  o'  sma'  value, 

Andro  Gowkl"  Ye'U  hae  a  calf's  head  o'  sma'  value. 

Daddy  Auld  1  daddy  Auld,  there's  a  tod  in  the  fauld, 

A  tod  meikle  waur  than  the  clerk; 
Tho*  ye  do  little  skaith,  ye'U  be  in  at  the  death, 

For  gif  ye  canna  bite,  ye  may  bark. 
Daddy  Auld  l"  Gif  ye  canna  bite,  ye  may  bark. 

Holy  Will  I  holy  Will,  there  was  wit  in  your  slntll, 

When  ye  pilfer'd  the  alms  o'  the  poor; 
The  tinuner  is  scant  when  yc're  taen  for  a  sauat, 

Wha  should  swing  in  a  rape  for  an  hour. 
Holy  Will  I"  Ye  should  swing  in  a  rape  for  an  hour. 

Poet  Bums  1  poet  Bums,  wi'  your  priest-skelpin  turns. 

Why  desert  ye  3'our  auld  native  shire? 
Your  muse  is  a  gipsy,  yet  were  she  e'en  tlpty, 

She  could  ca'  us  nae  waur  than  we  are, 
Poet  Bums !  She  could  ca'  us  nae  waur  than  we  are. 


FKEBEIfTATION  STANZAS  TO   CORRESPONDENTS 

Factor  John !  Factor  John,  whom  the  L — d  made  alone. 

And  ne'er  made  anither,  thy  peer, 
Thy  poor  servant,  the  Bard,  in  respectful  regard, 

He  presents  thee  this  token  sincere, 
Factor  John  t    He  presents  thee  this  token  sincere. 

"  Tohn  Shepherd  Muirkirk  — R.  B.    »  Dr.  Andrew  Mitthel.  Monkton.— ff.A 
MWjlUvn  Auld.  Maucbline;  for  the  dark,  >e«  "  U0I7  Willic'i  Prmrer." 


""«; 


dt  tbe  "  Pn^er  "  of  Uiii  ikOL—R,  B. 
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Fton's  Laird !  Alton's  Laird,  when  your  pen  can  be  spved, 

A  copy  of  this  I  bequeath, 

a  the  same  sicker  score  as  I  mention'd  before, 

To  that  trusty  auld  worthy,  Clackleith, 

Eton's  Laird  I    To  that  trusty  atild  worthy,  Ciackleith. 


SONNET  ON  RECEIVING  A  FAVOUR 

10  Aug,  1789. 
Addressed  to  Robert  Geabau,  Esq.  oi  Fintry. 

I  CALL  no  Goddess  to  inspire  my  stf^ias, 
A  fabled  Muse  may  suit  a  bard  rhzt  feigns : 
Friend  of  my  life!  my  ardent  epirit  bums. 
And  all  the  tribute  of  nty  heart  returns, 
For  boons  accorded,  goodness  ever  new. 
The  gifts  still  dearer,  as  the  giver  you. 
Thou  orb  of  day !  thou  other  paler  light  I 
And  all  ye  many  sparkling  stars  of  night! 
If  aught  that  giver  froni  my  mitid  efface. 
If  I  that  giver's  bounty  e'er  disgrace. 
Then  roll  to  me  along  your  wand'ring  spheres. 
Only  to  number  out  a  vUlain's  years  1 
I  lay  my  hand  upon  my  swelling  breast. 
And  grateful  would,  but  cannot  speak  the  rest. 


EXTEMPORANEOUS  EFFUSION 
On  being  appointed  to  an  Excise  division. 

Search  IN6  auld  wiv^es'  bafreta, 

Ochon  the  day ! 
That  clarty  barm  should  stain  my  laurels : 

But — what'll  ye  say? 
iThese  movin'  things  ca'd  wives  an'  weans, 
L^'ad  move  the  very  hearts  o'  stance  I 


ROBERT  BUKKS 


SONG— WILLIE  BREWD  A  PECK  O*  MAUT* 

O  WtLLiE  brew'd  a  peck  o'  rnaut. 
And  Rob  and  Allen  cam  to  see; 

Three  biyther  hearts,  that  Ice-lang  ni^it. 
Ye  wadna  found  in  ChristendJe. 

Chorus. — We  arc  na  fou,  we're  oae  that  fou. 
But  just  a  drappie  in  our  ee; 
The  cock  may  craw,  the  day  may  daw 
And  aye  we'll  taste  the  barJey  bree. 

Here  are  we  met,  three  merry  bojB, 
Three  merry  boys  I  trow  are  we; 

And  mony  a  night  we've  merry  beea. 
And  mony  mae  we  hope  to  be  I 
We  are  na  fou,  &c. 

It  is  the  moon,  I  ken  her  horn. 
That's  blinkin'  in  the  Hft  sae  hie; 

She  shines  sae  bright  to  wyle  us  hame. 
But,  by  my  sooth,  shell  wait  a  wee  I 
We  are  na  fou,  &c 

Wha  first  shall  rise  to  gang  awa, 
A  cuckold,  coward  loun  is  he  I 

Wha  first  beside  his  chair  shall  fa'. 
He  is  the  King  amang  us  three. 
We  are  na  fou,  &c 


CA'  THE  yOWES  TO  THE  KNOWES 

CfeorM*. — Ca*  the  yowes  to  the  knowes, 

Ca*  them  where  the  heather  grows. 
Ca'  them  where  the  burnie  rowes. 


My  bonie  dearie. 


lltt«  U  Kicol,  Allan  ji  Mastcrton  the  wriiing-ma«ter, 
tn  MofTit  and  the  fand  of  ibe  Locb  ol  tbe  Lcnrea. 
ber,  tjto, — Ltmf, 


Tbc  seoic  la 
Date,   AogMft- 
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As  I  gaed  down  the  water- side, 
There  I  met  my  shepherd  lad: 
Ht  row'd  me  sweetly  in  his  plaid. 
And  he  ca'd  me  his  dearie. 
Ca'  the  yowes,  &c 

Will  ye  gang  down  the  water-side. 
And  see  the  waves  sae  sweetly  glide 
Beneath  the  hazels  spreading  wide. 
The  moon  Jt  shines  fu'  clearly. 
Ca'  the  yowes,  &c 

Ye  sail  get  gowns  and  ribbons  meet, 
Cauf-Ieather  shoon  upon  your  feet, 
And  in  my  arms  ye'se  lie  and  sleep. 
An'  ye  sail  be  ray  dearie. 
Ca'  the  yowes,  &c. 

If  ye'U  but  stand  to  what  yeVe  said, 
I'se  gang  wi'  thee,  my  shepherd  lad, 
And  ye  may  row  tne  in  your  plaid, 
And  I  sail  be  your  dearie. 
Ca'  the  yowes,  &c. 

While  waters  wimple  to  the  sea. 
While  day  blinks  in  the  lift  sae  hie, 
Till  clay-cauld  death  sail  blin'  my  e'e. 
Ye  sail  be  my  dearie. 
Ca'  the  yowes,  Sec 


nn 


I  GAED  A  WAEFU*  GATE  YESTREEN 

1 OASO  a  waefu'  gate  yestreen, 
A  gate  I  fear  I'll  dearly  me; 

I  gat  my  death  frae  twa  sweet  eea, 
Twa  lovely  een  o'  bonie  blue. 

'Twas  not  her  golden  ringlets  brigfa^ 
Her  lips,  tike  roses  wat  wi'  dew. 
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Her  h^^ving  bosom,  Hly-whitc- 
It  wa£  her  een  sae  bonie  blue. 


She  talk'd,  she  smil'd,  my  heart  she  wyl'd; 

She  charm'd  my  soul  I  wist  na  how; 
And  aye  the  stound,  the  deadly  wound. 

Cam  frae  her  een  so  bonie  blue. 
But  "  spare  to  speak,   and  spare  to  speed;  " 

She'll  aibtins  listen  to  my  vow: 
Should  she  refuse,  I'll  lay  my  dead 

To  her  twm  oen  sae  bonie  blue. 


HIGHLAND  HARRY  BACK  AGAIN 

Mv  Harry  was  a  gallant  gay, 
Fu*  stately  strade  he  on  the  pl»in; 

But  now  he's  banish'd  far  away, 
I'll  never  see  him  back  a^hi. 

Chorus. — O  for  him  back  again  1 

0  {or  him  back  again! 

1  wad  gie  a'  Knockhaspie's  land 
For  Highland  Harry  back  again. 

When  a'  the  lave  gae  to  their  bed, 

I  wander  dowie  up  the  glen; 
I  set  me  down  and  greet  my  fill, 
And  aye  I  wish  him  back  again. 
O  for  him,  &c. 


O  were  some  villains  hangit  high. 
And  ilkj  body  had  their  ain  t 

Then  I  might  see  the  joyfu'  sight. 
My  Highland  Harry  back  a^in. 
O  for  him,  &c. 
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THE  BATTLE  OF   SHERRAMUIR 
r««#— "The  Cameron ian  Rant.'* 

P*  O  CAM  ye  here  the  fight  to  shun, 

Or  herd  the  sheep  wi'  me,  maaf 
Or  were  ye  at  the  Sherra-inoor, 

Or  did  the  battle  see,  man?" 
I  saw  the  battle,  sair  &nd  teugh, 
And  reelcin-red  ran  mony  a  sheugh ; 
My  heart,  for  fear,  gaed  aough  for  sough. 
To  hear  the  thuds,  and  see  the  duds 
O'  clans  frae  woods,  in  tartan  duds, 

Wha  glaum'd  at  kingdoms  three,  man. 
La,  la,  la,  la,  &c 

The  red-coat  lads,  wi'  black  cockauds, 
To  meet  them  were  na  slaw,  man; 

They  rush'd  and  push'd,  and  blude  outgusb'd 
And  mony  a  bouk  did  fa',  man: 

The  great  Argyle  led  on  his  files, 

I  wat  they  glanc'd  for  twenty  miles; 

They  bough'd  the  clans  like  nine-pin  kyles, 

They  hack 'd  and  hash 'd,  while  bratd-s words  clash'4 

And  thro'  they  dash'd,  and  hew'd  and  smash'd, 
Till  fey  men  died  awa,  man. 
La,  la,  la,  la,  &c. 


But  had  ye  seen  the  philibegs. 

And  skyrin  tartan  trews,  man; 
"When  in  the  teeth  they  dar'd  our  \VhIgS, 

And  covenant  True-blues,  man: 
In  lines  extended  lang  and  large. 
When  baiginets  o'erpower'd  the  tai^c. 
And  thousands  haste n'd  to  the  charge; 
Wi'  Highland  wrath  they  frae  the  sheath 
Drew  blades  o'  death,  till,  out  o'  breath. 
They  fled  like  frighted  dows,  inanl 
La,  la,  la,  la,  &c. 
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"  O  how  deil,  Tam,  can  that  be  true? 

The  chase  gaed  frae  the  north,  man; 
I  saw  tnysel,  they  did  pursue, 

The  horsemen  back  to  Forth,  man; 
And  at  Dunblane,  in  ray  ain  si^ht. 
They  took  the  brig  wi'  a'  their  might, 
And  straught  to  Stirling  wiog'd  their  Sight; 
But,  cursed  lot  I  the  gates  were  shut ; 
And  mony  a  huntit  poor  red-coat, 

For  fear  atnaist  did  swarf,  man  1" 
La,  la,  la,  la,  &c. 

My  sister  Kate  cam  up  the  gate 

Wi'  crowdie  unto  me,  man ; 
She  swoor  she  saw  some  rebels  run 

To  Perth  and  to  Dundee,  man ; 
Their  left-hand  general  had  nae  skill; 
The  Angus  lads  had  nae  gude  will 
That  day  their  neibors'  blude  to  spill ; 
For  fear,  for  foes,  that  they  should  lose 
Their  cogs  o'  brosc ;  they  scar'd  at  blows, 

And  hameward  &ist  did  flee,  man. 
La,  la,  la,  la,  &c. 

They've  lost  some  gallant  gentlemen, 
Amang  the  Highland  clans,  man  1 

I  fear  my  Lord  Pamnure  is  slain. 
Or  in  his  en'mies'  hands,  man. 

Now  wad  ye  sing  this  double  flight. 

Some  fell  for  wrang,  and  some  for  right; 

But  mony  bade  the  world  gu de-night; 

Say,  pell  and  mell,  wi'  muskets'  knell 

How  Tories  fell,  and  Whigs  to  hell 
Flew  off  in  frighted  bands,  manl 
La,  Ui,  la,  la,  &£. 


POEMS  AKD  SONGS 


THE  BRAES  0'  KILLIECRANKIE 

Where  hae  yc  been  sac  braw,  lad? 

Whare  hae  ye  been  sac  brankie,  O  ? 
Whare  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad? 

Cam  ye  by  KJIliecrankie,  O? 

^  Chorus. — An  ye  had  been  whare  I  hae  been. 
Ye  wad  na  been  sae  cantie,  O; 
An  ye  had  seen  what  I  hae  seen, 
r  the  Braes  o'  Killiecrankie,  O. 

I  faught  at  land,  I  faught  at  sea, 
At  hame  I  faught  my  Auntie,  O; 

But  I  met  the  devil  an'  Dundee, 
On  the  Braes  o'  Killiecrankie,  O. 
An  ye  had  been,  &c. 

The  bauld  Pitcur  fell  in  a  furr. 
An'  Oavers  gat  a  clanfcie,  Oj 

Or  I  had  fed  an  Athole  gled, 
On  the  Braes  o'  Kilhecrankie,  O. 
An  ye  had  been,  &c. 


AWA'   WHIGS,   AWA* 

Chorus. — Awa'  Whigs,  awa'  I 

Awa'  Whigs,  awa'  I 
Ye're  but  a  pack  o'  traitor  Icnuu, 
Ye'U  do  nae  gude  at  a'. 

OtJB  thrtssles  flourish'd  fresh  and  fair. 

And  bonie  bloom'd  our  roses ; 
But  Whigs  cam'  like  a  frost  in  JunCj 

An'  wither'd  a'  our  posies. 
Awa'  Whigs,  &C. 


ROBKBT   BUENS 

Oar  ancieni  crown's  fa'en  in  the  dust— 
Ocil  blin'  them  wi'  the  stonr  o't ! 

An'  write  their  names  in  his  black  b«iik, 
Wba  gae  the  Whigs  the  power  o't. 
Avrii'  Whigs,  &c 

Our  sad  decay  in  church  and  state 

Surpasses  my  descriving : 
.The  Whigs  cam'  o'er  us  for  a  curse^ 

An'  we  hae  done  wi'  thriving. 
Awa'  Wliigs,  &c. 

GriRi  vengeance  Ung  has  taen  a  nap, 
But  we  may  see  hitn  wauken ; 

Cude  help  the  day  when  Royal  I 
Are  bunted  like  a  maukin  I 
Aw»'  Whig»,  ax. 


'A  WAUKRIFE  MINNIE 

nVBAX£  are  you  gaun,  my  bonie  lass, 
Whare  are  you  gaun,  my  hinnic? 

She  answered  me  right  saucilie, 
"  An  errand  for  ray  minnie," 

O  whare  live  ye,  my  bonie  lass, 
*0  whare  live  ye,  roy  hiunie? 
"  By  yon  bumsidc,  gin  ye  tnaub  ken. 
In  a  wee  house  wi'  my  minnie." 

But  I  foor  up  the  glea  at  e'en. 

To  see  my  bonie  lassie ; 
And  laag  before  the  grey  mom  cam. 

She  was  na  hauf  sae  saucie. 


O  weary  fa'  tbc  waukrife  cock. 
And  the  foumart  lay  his  crswini 

He  wauken'd  the  auld  wife  frae  ber  sleep, 
A  wee  blink  or  the  da  win. 
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An  angry  wife  I  wat  she  raise, 
And  o'er  the  bed  she  brocht  her ; 

And  wi'  a  meikle  hazel  rung 
She  made  her  a  wcel-pay'd  dochter. 


O  fare  thee  weel,  my  botiie  lasa, 

0  fare  thee  well,  my  hinaie  I 
Thou  art  a  gay  an'  a  bonnie  lass, 
But  thou  has  a  waukrife  minute. 


THE  CAPTIVE  RIBBAND 
rwi#— "  Robaidh  dona  gora«h." 

Deak  Myra,  the  captive  ribband's  mine, 
'Twaa  all  my  faithful  love  could  gain; 

And  would  you  aak  me  to  resign 
The  sole  reward  that  crowns  my  pain  ? 

Go,  bid  the  bcro  who  has  run 
Thro'  fields  of  death  to  gather  fame. 

Go,  bid  him  lay  his  laurels  down. 
And  all  his  well-eam'd  praise  diaclaim. 

The  ribband  shall  tte  freedom  lose — 
Lose  all  the  bliss  it  had  with  you. 

And  share  the  fate  I  would  impose 
On  thee,  wert  thou  my  captive  too. 

It  shall  upon  my  bosom  live. 
Or  clasp  me  in  a  dose  embrace ; 

And  at  its  fortune  if  you  grieve. 
Retrieve  its  doom,  and  take  Its  place. 


dOv 
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MY  HEARrS  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS 

Farewell  to  the  Highlands,  farewell  to  the  nonh, 
The  birth-place  of  Valour,  the  country  of  Worth; 
Wherever  I  wander,  wherever  I  rove. 
The  hills  of  the  Highlands  for  ever  I  love. 

Chorus. — My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not  here, 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  a-chasing  the  de«; 
A-chasing  the  wild-dccr,  and  following  the  roe, 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go.         ^M 

Farewell  to  the  mountains,  high-covcr'd  with  snow. 
Farewell  to  the  straths  and  green  valHes  betow; 
Farewell  to  the  forests  and  wild-hanging  woods. 
Farewell  to  the  torrents  and  loud  pouring  floods. 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  &c 


THE  WHISTLE—A  BALLAD 

I  SING  of  a  Whistle,  a  Whistle  of  worth, 
I  sing  of  a  Whistle,  the  pride  of  the  North, 
Was  brought  to  the  court  of  our  good  Scottish  King, 
And  long  with  this  Whistle  all  Scotland  shall  ring. 

Old  Loda,  still  rueing  the  arm  of  Fingal, 
The  god  of  the  bottle  sends  down  from  his  hall — 
"  The  Whistle's  your  challenge,  to  Scotland  get  o'er. 
And  drink  them  to  hell.  Sir  I  or  ne'er  lee  me  more  1 " 


Old  poets  have  sung,  and  old  chronicles  t«ll, 
^at  champions  ventur'd,  what  champions  {ell: 
The  son  of  great  Loda  was  conqueror  still, 
And  blew  on  the  Whistle  their  requiem  shrUL 
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Till  Robert,  the  lord  of  the  Catrn  and  the  Scaur, 
Unmatch'd  at  the  bottle,  unconquer'd  in  war, 
He  drank  his  poor  god-ship  as  deep  as  the  sea; 
No  tide  of  the  Baltic  e'er  drunker  than  he. 

Thus  Robert,  victorious,  the  trophy  has  gain'd; 
Which  now  in  his  house  has  for  ages  remain'd ; 
Tilt  three  noble  chieftains,  and  all  of  his  blood. 
The  jovial  contest  again  have  renew'd. 

Three  joyous  good  fellows,  with  hearts  clear  of  flaw 
Craigdarroch,  so  famous  for  wit,  worth,  and  lawj 
And  trusty  Glenriddel,  so  skill'd  in  old  coins; 
And  gallant  Sir  Robert,  deep-read  in  old  wines, 

Craigdarroch  began,  with  a  tongue  smooth  as  oil, 
Desiring  Glenriddel  to  yield  up  the  spoil ; 
Or  else  he  would  muster  the  heads  of  the  clan. 
And  once  more,  in  claret,  try  which  was  the  man. 

*'  By  the  gods  of  the  ancients !  "  Glenriddel  replies, 
*  Before  I  surrender  so  glorious  a  prize, 
I'll  conjure  the  ghost  of  the  great  Rorie  More, 
And  bumper  his  horn  with  him  twenty  times  o'er." 

Sir  Robert,  a  soldier,  no  speech  would  pretend. 
But  he  ne'er  tum'd  his  back  on  his  foe,  or  his  friend ; 
Said,  "  Toss  down  the  Whistle,  the  prize  of  the  field." 
And,  knee-deep  in  darct,  he'd  die  ere  he'd  yield. 

To  the  board  of  Glenriddel  our  heroes  repair. 

So  noted  for  drowning  of  sorrow  and  care ; 

But,  for  wine  and  for  welcome,  not  more  known  to  fam^ 

Than  the  sense,  wit,  and  taste,  of  a  sweet  lovely  dame. 


A  bard  was  selected  to  witness  the  fray, 
And  tell  future  ages  the  feats  o£  tlie  day; 
A  Bard  who  detested  all  sadness  and  spleen. 
And  wish'd  that  Parnassus  a  vineyard  had  been, 
ic— vote 


I 
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The  dinner  being  over,  the  claret  they  ply, 
And  ev'ry  new  cork  Is  a  new  spring  of  joy; 
In  the  bands  of  old  friendship  and  kindred  so  set. 
And  the  bands  grew  the  tighter  the  more  they  werc<Rt- 

Gay  Pleasures  ran  riot  ss  bumpers  ran  o'er : 
Bright  Phoebus  ne'er  wjtness'd  so  joyous  a  core, 
And  vov/d  that  to  leave  them  he  was  quite  {orlom, 
Till  Cynthia  hinted  he'd  see  them  next  mom. 

Six  bottles  a-piece  had  well  wore  out  the  night. 
When  gallant  Sir  Robert,  to  finish  the  fight, 
Turn'd  o'er  in  one  bumper  a  bottle  of  red. 
And  swore  'twas  the  way  that  their  ancestor  did. 

Then  worthy  Glenriddel,  so  cautious  and  sage. 
No  longer  the  warfare  ungodly  would  wage; 
A  high  Ruling  Elder  to  wallow  in  wine ; 
He  left  the  foul  business  to  folks  less  divine. 

The  gallant  Sir  Robert  fought  hard  to  the  end ; 
But  who  can  with  Fate  and  quart  bumpers  contend  t 
Though  Fate  said,  a  hero  should  perish  in  light ; 
So  uprose  bright  Phoebus — and  down  fell  the  knighL 
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Next  uprose  our  Bard,  like  a  prophet  in  drink : — 
" Craigdarroch,  thou'Jt  soar  when  creation  shall  sink! 
But  if  thou  would  flourish  im mortal  in  rhyroe. 
Come— one  bottle  more — and  have  at  the  sublime  I 

"  Thy  line,  that  have  struggled  for  freedom  with  Bruce, 

Shall  heroes  and  patriots  ever  produce : 

So  thine  be  the  laurel,  and  mine  be  the  bay; 

The  field  thou  hast  won,  by  yon  bright  god  of  day  I ' 


TO  MARY  IN  HEAVEN 

Tbou  liog'rtng  star,  with  less'ning  ray, 
That  lov'st  to  greet  the  early  morn. 
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Again  thou  ushcr'st  in  the  Asy 

My  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
O  Mary  !  dear  departed  shade  1 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest? 
See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast? 

That  sacred  hour  can  I  forget, 

Can  I  forget  the  hallow'd  grove, 
Where,  by  the  winding  Ayr,  we  met, 

To  live  one  day  of  parting  love  I 
Eternity  can  not  efface 

Those  records  dear  of  transports  past. 
Thy  image  at  our  last  embrace, 

Ah !  little  thought  we  'twas  our  last  1 

'Ayr,  gurgling,  kiss'd  his  pebbled  shore, 

O'crhung  with  wild-woods,  thickening  greea; 
The  fragrant  birch  and  hawthorn  hoar, 

'Twin'd  amorous  round  the  raptur'd  scene: 
The  flowers  sprang  wanton  to  be  prest. 

The  birds  sang  love  on  every  spray; 
Till  too,  too  soon,  the  glowing  west, 

Froclaim'd  the  speed  of  winged  day. 

Still  o'er  these  scenes  my  mem'ry  wakes. 

And  fondly  broods  with  miser-care; 
Time  but  tb'  impression  stronger  makes. 

As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear. 
My  Mary  !  dear  departed  shade  ! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest? 
See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ? 


EPISTLE  TO  DR.  BLACKLOCK 

E1J.1SLAND,  2Jst  Oct.,  1789. 

Wow,  but  your  letter  made  me  vauntie  1 
And  are  ye  hale,  and  weel  and  cantie  ? 


SOBERT  BURNS 

I  ken'd  it  still,  your  wee  bit  j  auntie 
Wad  bring  ye  to: 

I<Ofxl  send  you  aye  as  weel's  I  want  ye  I 
And  then  ye'Il  do. 

The  ill-thief  blaw  the  Heron  south  t 
And  never  drink  be  near  his  drouth  I 
He  tauld  ayseU  by  word  o'  mouth. 

He'd  tak  my  letter; 
I  tippen'd  to  the  chiel  in  trouth, 

And  bade  nae  better. 

But  aiblins,  honest  Master  Heron 
Had,  at  the  time,  soine  dainty  fair  one 
To  ware  his  theologic  care  on. 

And  holy  study; 
And  tired  o'  sauls  to  waste  his  lear  on, 

E'en  tried  the  body. 

But  what  d'ye  think,  my  trusty  fere, 
I'm  turned  a  gauger — Peace  be  here  I 
Parnassian  queans,  I  fear,  I  fear, 

Ye'it  now  disdain  me  I 
And  then  my  fifty  pounds  a  year 

Will  little  gain  me. 

Ye  glalkit,  gleesorae,  dainty  damies, 
Wha,  by  Castalia's  wimpHn  streamies, 
Lowp,  sing,  and  lave  your  pretty  limbics* 

Ye  ken,  ye  ken. 
That  Strang  necessity  supreme  is 

'Mang  sons  o'  men. 


t  hae  a  wife  and  twa  wee  laddies; 

They  maun  hae  brose  and  brats  o'  duddies; 

Ye  ken  yoursels  my  heart  right  proud  is — 

I  need  na  vaunt — 
But  I'll  sned  besoms,  thraw  saugh  woodies. 

Before  they  want. 
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Lord  hdp  me  thro'  this  warld  o'  care  I 
I'm  weary  sick  o't  late  and  air  1 
Not  but  I  hae  a  richer  share 

Than  mony  ithers; 
But  why  should  ae  man  better  fare. 

And  a'  men  brithers? 

Come,  Firm  Resolve,  take  thou  the  van. 
Thou  stalk  o'  carl-hemp  in  man  I 
And  let  us  mind,  faint  heart  ne'er  wan 

A  lady  fair: 
Wba  does  the  utmost  that  he  can, 

Will  whiles  do  mair. 

But  to  conclude  my  silly  rhyme 

{I'm  scant  o'  verse  and  scant  o'  time). 

To  make  a  happy  fireside  clime 

To  weans  and  wife^ 
That's  the  true  pathos  and  sublime 

Of  human  life. 

My  compliments  to  sister  Beckie, 
And  eke  the  same  to  honest  Lucky; 
I  wat  she  is  a  daintie  chuckle, 

As  e'er  tread  clay ; 
!And  gratefully,  my  gude  auld  cockie, 

I'm  yours  for  aye. 

RoBEKT  Burns. 


THE  FIVE  CARLINS 

An  Election  Ballad. 

Tune—"  Chevy  Chaae." 

There  was  Gve  Carlins  in  the  South, 

They  fell  upon  a  scheme, 
To  send  a  lad  to  London  town, 
To  bring  them  tidings  hame. 
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Nor  only  bring  them  tidings  hatne, 

But  do  their  errands  there. 
And  aiblins  gowd  aiid  honor  Latth 

Might  be  that  laddie's  share. 

There  was  Maggy  by  the  hanks  o'  Nith, 

A  dame  wi'  pride  cneugh; 
And  Marjory  o'  t!ie  raony  Lochs, 

A  Carlin  auld  and  tctigh. 

And  blinfcin  Bess  of  Annandale, 
That  dwelt  near  Solway-side ; 

And  whisky  Jean,  that  took  her  ^U, 
In  Gailovvay  sae  wide. 

And  black  Joan,  frae  Crichtofi  Pe€l,* 

O'  gipsy  kith  an'  kin; 
Five  wighter  Carlins  were  na  found 

The  South  countrie  within. 

To  send  a  lad  to  London  town. 

They  tnet  upon  a  day ; 
And  mony  a  knight,  and  mony  a  ]aird^ 

This  errand  fain  wad  gae. 

O  mony  a  knight,  and  mony  a  laird. 

This  errand  fain  wad  gae; 
But  nac  ane  could  their  fancy  ple&se, 

O  ne'er  a  ane  but  twae. 

The  first  ane  was  a  belted  Knight, 

Bred  of  a  Border  band  ;* 
And  he  wad  gae  to  London  town. 

Might  nae  man  him  withstand. 

And  he  wad  do  their  errands  wcel, 

Ane  meikle  he  wad  say; 
And  ilka  ane  about  the  court 

Wad  bid  to  him  gude-day. 

i  Sanqnlur.  *  iMi  Junes  JobnMoti  of  Wcttei-hall. 
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The  neUt  cam  in  a  Soger  youth* 

Who  spak  wi'  modest  grace, 
And  he  wad  gae  to  London  town. 

If  sae  their  pleasure  was. 

He  wad  na  hecht  them  courtly  gifts. 

Nor  meikle  speech  pretend ; 
But  he  wad  hecht  an  honest  heart. 

Wad  ne'er  desert  his  friend. 

Then,  wham  to  chuse,  and  wham  fefusc, 

At  strife  thir  Carlins  fell; 
For  some  had  Gentlefolks  to  please. 

And  some  wad  please  themsel". 

Then  out  spak  mim-mou'd  Meg  o'  Nith, 

And  she  spak  up  wi'  pride. 
And  she  wad  send  the  Soger  youth. 

Whatever  might  hetide, 

For  the  auld  Gudenian  o*  London  cour^ 

She  didna  care  a  pin  ; 
But  she  wad  send  the  Soger  youth, 

To  greet  his  eldest  son.' 

Then  up  sprang  Bess  o'  Annandale, 

And  a  deadly  aith  she's  ta'en, 
That  she  wad  vote  the  Border  Knight, 

Though  she  should  vote  her  lane. 

*'  For  far*off  fowls  hae  feathers  fair. 

And  fools  o*  change  are  fain ; 
But  I  hae  tried  the  Border  Knight, 

And  I'll  try  him  yet  again." 

Says  hlack  Joan  frae  Crichton  Peel, 

A  Carhn  stoor  and  grim, 
"  The  auld  Gudenmn,  and  tlie  young  Gudeman, 

For  me  may  sink  or  swim; 

•  CapUin  Ptlrick  Miliar  of  Dtlsirinlon.        •  The  Kins, 
•  The  Prioee  of  W«l«. 
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For  fools  will  prate  o'  right  or  wrang. 
While  knaves  laugh  Ihetn  to  scorn ; 

But  the  Soger's  friends  hae  blawn  the  best. 
So  he  shall  bear  the  horn." 

Then  whisky  Jean  spak  owre  her  drinlc 

"  Ye  we  el  ken,  kimmers  a'. 
The  auld  gudeman  o'  London  court, 

His  back's  been  at  the  wa' ; 

"  And  mony  a  friend  that  kiss'd  his  caup 

Is  now  a  {remit  wight; 
But  it's  ne'er  be  said  o'  whisky  Jean — 

We'll  send  the  Border  Knight." 

Then  slow  raise  Marjory  o'  the  Lochs, 

And  wrinkled  was  her  brow, 
Her  ancient  weed  was  russet  gray, 

Her  auld  Scots  bluid  was  true; 

*'  There's  some  great  folk  set  light  by  mc^ 

I  set  as  light  by  them ; 
But  I  will  send  to  London  town 

Wham  I  hTte  best  at  hame." 

Sae  how  this  mighty  plea  may  end, 

Nae  mortal  wight  can  tell ; 
God  grant  the  King  and  iika  man 

May  look  weet  to  himsel. 


ELECTION  BALLAD  FOR  WESTERHA' 
ri«»i«— "  up  and  wanr  them  »',  WiUle." 

The  Laddies  by  the  banks  o'  Nith 
Wad  trust  his  Grace*  wi  a',  Jamie; 

But  he'll  sair  them,  as  he  sair'd  the  King- 
Turn  tail  and  rin  awa',  Jamie. 

•The  fonrth  DuVe  of  QuctnsI»rTy.  who  supported  the  propoul  tlut,  dttr. 
hu  George  Ill's  iUnrss,  the  PdoGe  of  Walt*  saoald  tsiune  the  GsTcmoMal 
wltll  faU  prerogative. 
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ChoniS. — Up  and  waur  them  a',  Jamie, 
Up  and  waur  them  a' ; 
The  John  stones  ha  e  the  guidin  o't. 
Ye  turncoat  Whigs  awa'  I 

The  day  he  studc  his  country's  friend. 
Or  gicd  her  faes  a  claw,  Jamie, 

Or  frae  puir  man  a  blessin  wan. 
That  day  the  Duke  ne'er  saw,  Jamie; 
Up  and  waur  them,  &c. 

But  wha  is  he,  his  country'' s  boast? 

Like  him  there  is  na  twa,  Jamie ; 
There's  no  a  callent  tents  the  kye. 

But  kens  o'  Wester  ha',  Jamie. 
Up  and  waur  them,  &c. 

To  end  the  wark,  here's  Whistlebirl^ 
Lang  may  his  whistle  blaw,  Jamie; 

And  Maxwell  true,  o'  sterling  blue; 
And  we'll  be  Johnstones  a',  Jamie. 
Up  and  waur  them,  &c. 
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PROLOGUE  SPOKEN  AT  THE  THEATRE  OF 
DUMFRIES 

On  New  Year's  Day  Eveningr,  1790. 

No  song  nor  dance  I  bring  from  yon  great  city. 
That  queens  it  o'er  our  taste — the  more's  the  pity : 
Tho'  by  the  bye,  abroad  why  will  you  roam? 
Good  sense  and  taste  are  natives  here  at  home : 
But  not  for  panegyric  I  appear, 
I  come  to  wish  you  all  a  good  New  Year ! 
Old  Father  Time  deputes  me  here  before  ye, 
Not  for  to  preach,  but  tell  his  simple  story : 
The  sage,  grave  Ancient  cough 'd,  and  bade  me  say, 
"'  You're  one  year  older  this  important  day," 
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If  wiser  too — he  hinted  some  suggestion. 

But  'twould  be  rude,  you  know,  to  ask  the  questioe^ 

And  with  a  would-bc-roguish  leer  ipd  wink. 

Said — "Sutherland,  in  one  word,  bid  them  thixk!' 

Ye  sprightly  youths,  quite  flush  with  hope  and  spirit. 
Who  think  to  atorm  the  world  hy  dint  of  merit. 
To  you  the  dotard  has  a  deal  to  say. 
In  his  sly,  dry,  Kcntentiou*  proverb  way! 
He  bids  you  mind,  amid  your  thoughtless  rattle. 
That  the  first  blow  is  ever  half  the  battle ; 
That  tho'  some  by  the  skirt  may  try  to  snat^  him. 
Yet  by  the  forelock  is  the  hold  to  catch  him ; 
That  whether  doing,  suffering,  or  forbearing. 
You  may  do  miracles  by  persevering. 

Last,  tho'  not  least  in  love,  ye  youthful  fair. 
Angelic  forms,  high  Heaven's  peculiar  care ! 
To  you  old  Bald-pate  smooths  his  wrinkled  brow. 
And  humbly  begs  you'll  mind  the  tmportmnt — now  I 
To  crown  yonr  happiness  he  asks  your  leave. 
And  offers,  bliss  to  give  and  to  receive. 

For  our  sincere,  tho"  haply  weak  endeavonrs. 
With  grateful  pride  we  own  your  many  favours ; 
'And  howsoe'er  our  tongues  may  ill  reveal  it. 
Believe  our  glowing  bosoms  truly  feel  it. 


SKETCH— NEW  YEARS'  DAY  [1790I 
To  Mrs.  Ehintop. 

This  day.  Time  winds  th'  exhausted  chata; 
To  run  the  twelvemonth's  length  a^n : 
I  see,  the  old  bald- pa  ted  fellow, 
With  ardent  eyes,  complexion  sallow, 
Adjust  the  unimpair'd  machine, 
To  wheel  the  i  jual,  dull  routine. 
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The  absent  lover,  minor  heir, 
In  vain  assail  hini  with  their  prayer; 
Deaf  as  my  friend,  he  sees  them  press^ 
Nor  makes  the  hour  one  moment  less. 
Will  you  (the  Major's  with  the  hounda, 
Th?  happy  tenants  share  his  rounds; 
Coila's  fair  Rachel's  care  to-day, 
■And  hlooming  Keith's  engaged  with  Gray) 
From  housewife  cares  a  minute  borrow, 
'(That  grandchild's  cap  will  do  to-morrow,) 
And  join  with  me  a-moralizing; 
Tbt!  day's  propitious  to  be  wise  in. 

First,  what  did  yesternight  deliver? 
"  Another  year  has  gone  for  ever." 
And  what  is  this  day's  strong  suggestion? 
"The  passing  moment's  all  we  rest  on ! " 
Best  oil — for  what?  what  do  we  here? 
Or  why  regard  the  passing  year? 
Will  Time,  amus'd  with  proverb'd  lore. 
Add  to  our  date  one  minute  more  ? 
A  few  days  may — a  few  years  must — 
Repose  us  in  the  silent  dust 
Then,  is  it  wise  to  damp  our  bliss? 
Yes — all  such  reasonings  are  amiss  1 
The  voice  of  Nature  loudly  cries, 
And  many  a  message  from  the  skies. 
That  something  in  us  never  dies: 
That  on  this  frail,  uncertain  state. 
Hang  matters  of  eternal  weight: 
That  future  life  in  worlds  unknown 
Must  take  its  hue  from  this  alone; 
Whether  as  heavenly  glory  bright, 
Or  dark  as  Misery's  woeful  night. 
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Since  then,  my  honour'd  first  of  friends. 
On  this  poor  being  all  depends, 
Let  us  th'  important  wow;  employ, 
i^d  Uve  4&  tiwse  who  pever  die. 
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Tho'  you,  with  days  and  honours  crofwn'c^] 
Witoess  diat  6!ial  circle  round, 
(A  sight  life's  sorrows  to  repulse, 
A  sight  pale  Envy  to  convulse). 
Others  now  claim  your  chief  regard; 
Yourself,  you  wait  your  bright  reward. 


SCOTS   PROLOGUE   FOR  MR.   SUTHERLAND, 
On  hii  Benefit-Night,  at  the  Theatre,  Ehimfries. 


What  needs  this  din  about  the  town  o'  Lon'oo, 
How  this  new  play  an'  that  new  sang  Is  cotnio? 
Why  is  outlandish  stuff  sae  meikte  eourted  ? 
Does  nonsense  mend,  like  brandy,  when  imported? 
Is  there  nae  poet,  burning  keen  for  fame. 
Will  try  to  gie  us  sangs  and  plays  at  hamc? 
For  Comedy  abroad  he  need  na  toil, 
A  fool  and  knave  are  plants  of  every  soil ; 
Nor  need  he  hunt  as  far  as  Rome  or  Greece, 
To  gather  matter  for  a  serious  piece; 
There's  themes  enow  in  Caledonian  story, 
Would  shew  the  Tragic  Muse  in  a'  her  glory.-^ 


Is  there  no  daring  Bard  will  rise  and  tell 
How  glorious  Wallace  stood,  how — ^hapless  fell 
Where  arc  the  Muses  fled  that  could  produce 
A  drama  worthy  o'  the  name  o'  Bruce? 
How  here,  even  here,  he  first  unsheath'd  the  sword 
'Gainst  mighty  England  and  her  guilty  Lord; 
And  after  many  a  bloody,  deathless  doing, 
Wrench'd  his  dear  country  from  the  jaws  of  Ruin 
O  for  a  Shakespeare,  or  an  Otway  scene. 
To  draw  the  lovely,  hapless  Scottish  Queen  1 
Vain  all  th'  omnipotence  of  female  charms 
'Gainst  headlong,  ruthless,  mad  Rebellion's  arms: 
She  fell,  but  fell  with  spirit  truly  Roman, 
To  glut  that  direst  foe — a  vengeful  woman; 


I 


4 


I 

I 

I 
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A  woman,  (tho'  the  phrase  may  seem  uncivil,) 
As  able  and  as  wicked  as  the  Devil ! 
One  Douglas  lives  in  Home's  immortal  page. 
But  Douglasses  were  heroes  every  age: 
And  tho'  your  fathers,  prodigal  of  life, 
A  Douglas  followed  to  the  martial  strife, 
Perhaps,  if  bowls  row  right,  and  Right  succeeds, 
Ye  yet  may  follow  where  a  Douglas  leads  1 

As  yc  hae  generous  done,  if  a'  the  land 
Would  take  the  Muses'  servants  by  the  hand; 
Not  only  hear,  but  patronize,  befriend  them. 
And  where  he  justly  can  commend,  commend  them; 
And  aiblins  when  they  winna  stand  the  test. 
Wink  hard,  and  say  "  The  folks  hae  done  their  best  I ' 
Would  a'  the  land  do  this,  then  I'll  be  caition, 
Ye'll  soon  hae  Poets  o'  the  Scottish  nation 
Will  gar  Faroe  blaw  until  her  trumpet  crack, 
And  warsle  Time,  an'  lay  him  on  his  back  i 

For  us  and  for  our  Stage,  should  ony  spier, 
"  Whase  aught  thae  chiels  maks  a'  this  bustle  here?  " 
My  best  leg  foremost,  I'll  set  up  my  brow — 
We  have  the  honour  to  belong  to  you  t 
We're  your  aia  bairns,  e'en  guide  us  as  ye  like. 
But  like  good  njithers  shore  before  ye  strike; 
And  gratefu'  still,  I  trust  ye'll  ever  find  us. 
For  gen'rous  patronage,  and  meikle  kindness 
We've  got  frae  a*  professions,  sorts  and  ranks : 
God  help  us  1  we're  but  poor — ^yc'se  get  but  thanlcs. 


LINES  TO  A  GENTLEMAN. 

bo  had  sent  the  Poet  a  Newspaper,  and  offered  to  continue 
it  free  of  Expense. 

Kind  Sir,  I've  read  your  paper  through, 
And  faith,  to  me,  'twas  really  new ! 
How  guessed  ye.  Sir,  what  maist  I  wanted? 
This  mony  a  day  I've  grain'd  and  gauntcd, 
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To  ken  what  French  mischief  was  brewiilS 

Or  what  the  dnimlie  Dutch  were  doin; 

That  vile  donp-skelper,  EJnperor  Joe«f^ 

If  Venus  yec  bad  got  his  nose  off; 

Or  how  the  coUieshangie  works 

Atween  the  Russians  and  the  Turks, 

Or  if  the  Swede,  before  he  halt. 

Would  play  anither  Charles  the  twalt ; 

If  Denmark,  any  body  spak  o't; 

Or  Poland,  wha  had  now  the  tack  o't: 

How  cut-throat  Prussian  blades  were  htafibl! 

How  Hbbet  Italy  was  singin; 

If  Spaniard,  Portuguese,  or  Swiss, 

Were  sayin  or  taktn  aught  atntss; 

Or  how  our  merry  lads  at  hame. 

In  Britain's  court  kept  up  the  game; 

How  royal  George,  the  Lord  leuk  o'er  hiial 

Was  managing  St.  Stephens'  quorum- 

If  sleekit  Chatham  Will  was  Uvin, 

Or  glaikit  Qiarlie  got  his  nieve  in; 

How  daddie  Burke  the  plea  wa»  cookit). 

If  Warren  Hastings'  neck  was  yeukin ; 

How  cesses,  stents,  and  fees  were  rajc'd. 

Or  if  bare  a yet  were  tax'd; 

The  news  a'  princes,  dukes,  and  earls. 
Pimps,  sharpers,  bawds,  and  opera -girls; 
If  that  daft  buckie,  Geordic  Wales, 
Was  threshing  still  at  hizzies'  tails ; 
Or  if  he  was  grown  oughthns  douser, 
And  no  a  perfect  kintra  cooser: 
A'  this  and  mair  I  never  heard  of; 
And,  but  for  you,  I  might  despair'd  of. 
So,  gratcfu'.  back  your  news  I  send  you. 
And  pray  a'  gude  things  may  attend  yoQ. 


B>U.t3LAND,  MsHday  Mermitig,  17901 
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ELEGY  ON  WILLIE  NICOL'S  MARE 

Pec  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 

As  ever  trod  on  airn  ; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 

And  past  the  mouth  o'  Cairn. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 
An'  rode  thro'  thick  and  thin ; 

But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 
And  wanting  even  the  skin. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 
And  ance  she  bore  a  priest; 

But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 
For  Solway  fish  a  feast. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare. 
An'  the  priest  he  rode  her  sair; 

And  much  oppress'd  and  bruis'd  she  was, 
As  priest-rid  cattle  are, — &c.  &c. 


THE  GOWDEN  LOCKS  OF  ANNA 

Yestreen  I  had  a  pint  o*  wine, 
A  place  where  body  saw  na ; 

Yestreen  lay  on  this  breast  o'  mine 
The  gowden  locks  of  Anna 

The  hungry  Jew  tn  wilderness. 

Rejoicing  o'er  his  manna. 
Was  naething  to  my  hinny  bliss 

Upon  the  lips  of  Anna. 

Ye  monarch s,  take  the  East  and  West 

Frae  Indus  to  Savannah; 
Gie  me,  within  my  straining  grasp, 

The  melting  form  of  Anna : 
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There  I'll  despise  Imperial  charms 

An  Empress  or  Sultana, 
While  dying  raptnres  in  her  arms 

I  give  and  take  wi'  Anna  I 

Awa,  thou  flaunting  God  of  Day  f 

Awa,  thou  pale  Diana  I 
Ilk  Star,  gae  hide  thy  twinkling  ray. 

When  I'm  to  meet  my  Anna ! 

CcHne,  in  thy  raven  plumage.  Night, 

(Stm,  Moon,  and  Stars,  withdrawn  a';) 

And  bring  an  angel-pen  to  write 
My  transports  with  my  Anna ! 

POSTSCRIPT 

The  Kirk  an'  State  may  join  an'  tell. 

To  do  sic  things  I  tnaunna : 
The  Kirk  an'  State  may  gae  to  hell, 

And  I'll  gae  to  my  Anna. 


She  is  the  sunshine  o'  my  e'e. 
To  live  but  her  I  canna; 

Had  I  on  earth  but  wishes  three. 
The  first  should  be  my  Anna. 


SONG— I   MURDER    HATE 

I  MURDER  hate  by  flood  or  field, 

Tho'  glory's  name  may  screen  us; 
In  wars  at  home  I'll  spend  my  blood — 

Life-giving  wars  of  Venus. 
The  deities  that  I  adore 

Are  social  Peace  and  Plenty ; 
I'm  better  pleas'd  to  make  one  more. 

Than  be  the  death  of  twenty. 
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I  would  not  die  like  Socrates, 

For  all  the  fuss  of  Plato ; 
Kor  would  I  with  Leonidas, 

Nor  yet  would  I  with  Cato: 
The  zealots  of  the  Church  and  State 

Shall  ne'er  my  mortal  foes  be; 
But  let  me  have  hold  Zimri's  fate, 

iWitbin  the  arms  of  Cozhi  1 
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Gane  is  the  day,  and  mirk's  the  night. 
But  we'll  ne'er  stray  for  faut  o'  light; 
Gude  ale  and  brandy's  stars  and  moon. 
And  blue-red  wine's  the  risin  sun. 

Chorus, — Then  gudcwife,  count  the  lawin. 
The  lawin,  the  lawin, 
Then  gudewife,  count  the  lawia. 
And  bring  a  coggie  mair. 

There's  wealth  and  ease  for  gentlemen, 
And  simple  folk  maun  fccht  and  fen'; 
But  here  we're  a'  in  ae  accord, 
For  ilka  man  that's  drunk's  a  lord. 
Then  gudewife,  &c. 


My  coggic  is  a  haly  pool 
That  heals  the  wounds  o'  care  and  dool; 
And  Pleasure  is  a  wanton  Irout, 
An  ye  drink  it  a',  ye'll  find  him  out. 
Then  gudewife,  &c. 
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ELECTION  BALLAD 

At  the  close  of  the  contest  for  representing  the  Dumfries 
Burghs,  1790. 

Addressed  io  R.  Gkahav,  Esq.  of  Fintiy. 

FiNTRY,  my  stay  in  worldly  strife. 
Friend  o'  my  muse,  friend  o'  my  life. 

Are  ye  as  idle's  I  am? 
Come  then,  wi'  uncouth  kintra  fleg. 
O'er  Pegasus  I'll  fling  my  leg, 

And  ye  shall  see  me  try  him. 

But  where  shall  I  go  rin  a  ride, 
That  I  may  splatter  rane  beside? 

I  wad  na  be  uncivil ; 
In  manhood's  various  paths  and  way> 
There's  aye  some  doytin  body  strays, 

And  /  ride  like  the  devil. 

Thus  I  break  aflf  wi'  »'  ray  birr, 
And  down  yon  dark,  deep  alley  spur. 

Where  Theologies  daunder: 
Alas  I  curst  wi'  eternal  fogs. 
And  damn'd  in  everlasting  bogs, 

As  sure's  the  creed  I'll  bltmder! 

I'll  stain  a  band,  or  jaup  a  gown. 
Or  rin  my  reckless,  guilty  crown 

Against  the  haly  door : 
Sair  do  I  rue  my  luckless  fate, 
When,  as  the  Muse  an'  Deil  wad  hae't, 

I  rade  that  road  before 

Suppose  I  take  a  spurt,  and  mix 

Araang  the  wilds  o'  Politics — 

Elector  and  elected. 
Where  dogs  at  Court  (sad  sons  of  bitches!) 
Septennially  a  madness  touches. 

Till  all  the  land's  infected. 
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All  haill  Drumlanrig's  haughty  Grace, 
Discarded  remnant  of  a  race 

Once  godlike— great  in  story; 
Thy  forbears'  virtues  all  contrasted. 
The  very  name  of  Douglas  blasted, 

Thine  that  inverted  glotyl 

Hate,  envy,  oft  the  Douglas  bore. 
But  thou  ha«t  superadded  more, 

And  sunk  them  in  contempt; 
Follies  and  crimes  have  stain'd  the  name, 
But,  Queen sbcrry,  thine  the  virgin  claim, 

From  aught  that's  good  exempt  I 

I'll  sing  the  zeal  Drumlanrig  bears, 
Who  left  the  all-important  cares 

Of  princes,  and  their  darlinga: 
And,  bent  on  winning  borough  touns. 
Came  shaking  hands  wi'  wabster- loons, 

And  kissing  ba refit  carlins. 

Combustion  thro*  our  boroughs  rode. 
Whistling  his  roaring  pack  abroad 

Of  mad  unmuizled  lions; 
As  Queensberry  blue  and  buff  unfurl'd, 
And  Weeterha'  and  Hopetoun  hurled 

To  every  Whig  defiasce: 

But  cautious  Queensberry  left  the  war, 

Th'  unmanner'd  dust  might  soil  his  star. 
Besides,  he  hated  bleeding; 

But  left  behind  him  heroes  bright, 

Heroes  in  Caeaarean  fight. 

Or  Ciceronian  pleading, 

O  for  a  throat  like  huge  Mons-Mcg, 
To  muster  o'er  each  ardent  Whig 

Beneath  Drumlanrig's  banners; 
Heroes  and  heroines  commix. 
All  in  the  field  of  politics. 

To  win  imtnortat  honours. 


403 


404  ROBERT  BURNS 

M'Murdo  and  his  lovely  spouse, 

(Th'  enamour'd  laurels  kiss  her  brows!) 

Led  on  the  Loves  and  Gracas] 
She  won  each  gaping  burgess*  heart. 
While  be,  sub  rosa,  played  his  part  _ 

Amang  their  «*ives  and  b8K& 

Craigdarroch  led  a  Ught-ami'd  core. 
Tropes,  metaphors,  and  figures  pour. 

Like  Kecla  streaming  thunder: 
Glenriddcl,  ski  11 'd  in  rusty  coins. 
Blew  up  each  Tory's  dark  designs. 

And  bared  the  treason  tinder. 


In  either  winsr  two  champions  fought; 
Redoubted  Staig,  who  set  at  nought 

The  wildest  savage  Tory; 
And  Welsh  who  ne'er  yet  flinch'd  his  ground, 
High-wav'd  his  niagnum-bonuni  round 

With  Cyclopeian  fury. 

Miller  brought  up  th*  artillery  ranks. 
The  many-pounders  of  the  Banks, 

Resistless  desolation ! 
While  Maxwelton,  that  baron  bold, 
'Mid  Lawson's  port  entrench'd  his  hold, 

And  threatened  worse  damnation. , 

To  these  what  Tory  hosts  oppos'd. 
With  these  what  Tory  warriors  clos'd. 

Surpasses  my  descriving; 
Squadrons,  extended  long  and  largte. 
With  furious  speed  rush  to  the  charge. 

Like  furious  devils  driving. 

What  verse  can  sing,  what  prose  narrate. 
The  butcher  deeds  of  bloody  Fate, 

Amid  this  mighty  tulyie! 
Grim  Horror  girn'd,  pale  Terror  roar'd. 
As  Murder  at  his  thrapple  shor'd. 

And  Hell  tnix'd  in  the  bnilyie. 
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As  HifWand  craigs  by  thunder  cleft, 
When  lightnings  fire  the  stormy  lift. 

Hurl  down  with  crashing  rattle; 
As  flames  among  a  hundred  woods. 
As  headlong  foam  from  a  hundred  floods. 

Such  is  the  rage  of  Battle. 

The  stubborn  Tories  dare  to  die ; 
As  soon  the  rooted  oaks  would  fly 

Before  th'  approaching  fellers : 
The  Whigs  come  on  like  Ocean's  roar, 
When  all  his  wintry  billows  pour 

Against  the  Bttchan  BuUers. 

I^,  from  the  shades  of  Death's  deep  night. 
Departed  Whigs  enjoy  the  fight, 

And  think  on  former  daring: 
The  muffled  murtherer  of  Charles 
The  Magna  Charter  flag  unfurls, 

All  deadly  gules  its  bearing. 

Nor  wanting  ghosts  of  Tory  fame ; 
Bold  Scrimgeour  follows  gallant  Graham; 

Auld  Covenanters  shiver — 
Forgive !  forgive  !  much-wronged  Montrose  I 
Now  Death  and  Hell  engulph  thy  foes, 

Thou  liv'st  on  high  for  ever. 

Still  o'er  the  field  the  combat  bums, 
The  Tories,  Whigs,  give  way  by  turns; 

But  Fate  the  word  has  spoken: 
For  woman's  wit  and  strength  o*  man, 
Alas  I  can  do  but  what  they  can ; 

The  Tory  ranks  are  broken. 

O  that  my  een  were  flowing  bums  I 
My  voice,  a  lioness  that  mourns 

Her  darling  cubs'  undoing  t 
That  I  might  greet,  that  I  might  cry, 
While  Tories  fall,  while  Tories  fly. 

And  furious  Whigs  pursuing  1 
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What  Whig  but  melts  for  good  Sir  Janwb 
Dear  to  bis  country,  by  tbe  nimes, 

Friend,  Patron,  Benefactor! 
Not  Pulteney's  wsaltb  can  Pulteney  sav«{ 
And  Hopetoun  falls,  the  generous,  brave; 

And  Stewart,  bold  as  Hector. 

Thou,  Pitt,  shall  rue  this  overthrow, 
And  Thurlow  growl  a  curse  of  woe, 

And  Melville  melt  in  waiUng: 
Now  Fox  and  Sheridan  rejoice. 
And  Burke  shall  sing,  O  Prince,  arise  I 

Thy  power  is  aU  prevailing  I 

For  your  poor  friend,  the  Bard,  afar 
He  only  hears  and  sees  the  war, 

A  cool  spectator  purely! 
So,  when  the  storm  the  forest  rends. 
The  robin  in  the  hedge  descends, 

And  »ober  chirps  securely. 

Now,  for  ray  friends*  and  brethren's  sake^ 
And  for  piy  dear-lov'd  Land  o'  Cakes, 

I  pray  with  hoty  fire: 
Lord,  send  a  rough -shod  troop  o'  Hell 
O'er  a'  wad  Scotland  buy  or  sell, 

To  grind  them  in  the  mire  I 


ELEGY  ON  CAPTAIN  MATTHEW  HENDERSON 

A  Gentleman  who  held  the  Patent  for  his  Honours 
Immediately  from  Almighty  God, 

*  Should  the  p«or  be  flattered  ?  "—SSaktt^Me*. 

O  Death!  thou  tj'rant  fell  and  bloody t 
The  meikle  devil  wi'  a  woodte 
Haurl  dice  hame  to  his  black  smiddi*. 
O'er  hurcheon  hides. 
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And  like  &tock-fish  come  o'er  his  studdie 
Wi'  thy  autd  sides  I 

He's  gane,  he's  gane  1  he's  frae  us  torn. 

The  ae  best  fellow  e'er  was  born ! 

Thee,  Matthew.  Nature's  sel'  shall  mourn. 

By  wood  and  wild. 
Where  haply,  Pity  strays  forlorn, 

Frae  man  exil'd. 

Ye  hills,  near  neighbours  o'  the  stams. 
That  proudly  cock  your  cresting  cairns  t 
Ye  cliffs,  the  haunts  of  filing  earns, 

Where  Echo  slumbers ! 
Come  join,  ye  Nature's  sturdiest  b^ims, 

My  wailing  numbers  1 

Mourn,  ilka  grove  the  cushat  kens  1 
Ye  haz'Iy  shaws  and  briery  dens  I 
Ye  burnies,  wimplin  down  your  glens, 

Wi*  toddlin  din, 
Or  foaming,  Strang,  wi'  hasty  stens, 

Frae  lin  to  lln. 

Mourn,  little  harebells  o'er  the  lea; 
Ye  stately  foxgloves,  fair  to  see; 
Ye  woodbines  hanging  bonilie, 

In  scented  bow're; 
Ye  roses  on  your  thorny  tree, 

The  first  o'  flow'rs. 
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'At  dawn,  when  ei/ry  grassy  blade 

'Droops  with  a  diamond  at  his  head, 

At  ev'n,  when  beans  their  fragrance  shed, 

r  th'  rustling  gale. 
Ye  maukins,  whiddin  thro'  the  glads. 

Come  join  my  wail. 

Mourn,  ye  wee  songsters  o'  the  wood; 
Ye  grouse  that  crap  the  heather  bud; 


BOBBRT  BURNS 

Ye  curlews,  calliTi^  thro'  a  clud ; 

Ye  whistling  plover; 
And  mourn,  we  whirring  paitrick  brood; 

He's  gane  for  ever ! 

Mourn,  sooty  coots,  and  speckled  teals; 
Ye  fisher  herons,  watching  eels; 
Ye  duck  and  drake,  wi'  airy  wheels 

Circling  the  lake; 
Ye  bitterns,  till  the  quagmire  reels, 

Rair  for  fats  sake. 

Mourn,  dam'ring  craiks  at  close  o'  day, 
"Mang  fields  o'  flow'ring  clover  gay; 
And  when  ye  wing  your  annual  way 

Frae  our  cauld  shore, 
Tell  thae  far  warlds  wha  lies  in  clay. 

Wham  we  deplore. 

Ye  houlets.  frae  your  ivy  bow'r 
In  some  auld  tree,  or  eldritch  tow'r. 
What  time  the  moon,  wi'  silent  glow'r. 

Sets  up  her  hom. 
Wail  thro'  the  dreary  midnight  hour. 

Till  waukrife  mora  1 

O  rivers,  forests,  hills,  and  plains  1 
Oft  have  ye  heard  my  canty  strains: 
But  now.  what  else  for  me  remains 

But  tales  of  woe ; 
And  frae  my  een  the  drapping  rains 

Maun  ever  flow. 

Mourn,  Spring,  thou  darling  of  the  ycarf 
Ilk  cowslip  cup  shall  kep  a  tear; 
Thou,  Simmer,  while  each  corny  spear 

Shoots  up  its  head, 
Thy  gay,  green,  flow'ry  tresses  shear. 

For  him  that's  dead  I 
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Thou,  Autumn,  wi'  thy  yellow  hair, 
In  gTJef  thy  salJow  mantle  tear! 
Thou,  Winter,  hurling  thro'  the  air 

The  roaring  blast. 
Wide  o'er  the  naked  world  declare 

The  worth  we've  lost  J 

Mourn  him,  thou  Sun,  great  source  of  light! 
Mourn,  Empress  of  the  silent  night  1 
And  you,  ye  twinkling  staroies  bright. 

My  Matthew  mourn ! 
For  through  your  orbs  he's  ta'en  his  flight, 

Ne'er  to  return, 

0  Henderson  I  the  man  !  the  brother  1 
And  art  thou  gone,  and  gone  for  ever  I 
And  hast  thou  crost  that  unknown  river. 

Life's  dreary  bound  1 
Like  thee,  where  shall  I  find  another, 
The  world  around  I 

Go  to  your  sculptur'd  tombs,  ye  Great, 
In  a'  the  tinsel  trash  o'  state! 
But  by  thy  honest  turf  I'll  wait. 

Thou  man  of  worth  I 
And  weep  the  ae  best  fellow's  fate 

E'er  lay  in  earth. 

THE   EPITAPH 

Stop,  passenger!  my  story's  brief. 
And  truth  I  shall  relate,  man ; 

1  tell  nae  common  tale  o'  grief. 
For  Matthew  was  a  great  man. 


If  thou  imcommon  merit  hast. 
Yet  spum'd  at  Fortmie's  door,  man; 

A  look  of  pity  hither  cast. 
For  Matthew  was  a  poor  man. 
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If  tbou  a  noble  sodger  art. 
That  passest  by  this  grave,  man ; 

There  moulders  here  a  gallant  heart. 
For  Matthew  was  a  brave  man. 

If  thou  on  men,  their  works  and  ways. 
Canst  throw  uncommon  light,  man ; 

Here  lies  wha  we  el  had  won  thy  prais^ 
For  Matthew  was  a  bright  man. 

If  thou,  at  Friendship's  sacred  ca'. 

Wad  life  itself  resign,  man: 
Thy  sj'mpathetic  tear  maun  fa*. 

For  Matthew  was  a  kind  man. 

If  thou  art  itaunch,  without  a  stain. 
Like  the  unchanging  blue,  man ; 

This  was  a  kinsman  o'  thy  ain. 
For  Matthew  was  a  true  tngn. 

If  thou  hast  wit,  and  fun.  and  fire. 
And  ne'er  guid  wine  did  fear,  man ; 

This  was  thy  blltie,  dam.  and  sire. 
For  Matthew  was  a  queer  mati. 

If  ony  whiggish,  whin^n  sot. 
To  blame  poor  Matthew  dare,  naa; 

May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  lot. 
For  Matthew  wat  a  rare  man. 


But  now,  his  radiant  course  is  run. 
For  Matthew's  was  a  bright  one  I 

His  soul  was  like  the  glorious  sun, 
A  matchless.  Heavenly  light,  man. 
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VERSES  ON  CAPTAIN  GROSE 
WritteB  on  an  Envelope,  enclosing  a  Letter  to  Him. 

Ken  yc  ought  o'  Captain  Grose? — Igo  and  ago. 

If  he's  amang  his  friends  or  foes? — Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  to  Abra'm's  bosom  gane  ? — tgo  and  ago. 

Or  haudin  Sarah  by  the  wame  ? — Jram,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  south  or  is  he  north  ? — Igo  and  ago. 

Or  drowtied  in  the  river  Forth  ? — Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  slain  by  Hi  el  an'  bodies? — Igo  and  ago. 
And  eaten  like  a  wether  haggis  ? — [rant,  coram,  dago. 

Where'er  he  be,  the  Lord  be  near  him ! — Igo  and  ago. 
As  for  the  deit,  he  daur  na  steer  him. — Iram,  coram,  dago. 

But  please  transmit  th'  enclosed  letter, — Igo  and  ago. 
Which  will  oblige  your  humble  debtor. — Iram,  coram,  dago. 

So  may  ye  hae  auld  stanes  in  store,— /g^  and  ago. 
The  very  stanes  that  Adam  bore. — Iram,  coram,  dago. 

So  may  ye  get  in  glad  possession, — Igo  and  ago. 
The  coins  o'  Satan's  coronattoQ  t — Iram  coram  dago. 


TAM  O'  SHANTER 
A  Tale. 

'  Of  Brownn's  and  of  Bogillis  full  is  thi«  Bolie." 

Gawin  Dougcas. 

When  chapman  billies  leave  the  street. 
And  drouthy  neibors,  neibors  meet; 
As  market  days  are  wearing  late. 
And  folk  begin  to  tak  the  gate. 
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While  we  sit  bousing  at  the  nappy. 
An'  getting  fou  and  unco  happy, 
We  think  na  on  the  lang  Scots  miles. 
The  mosses,  waters,  slaps  and  stiles. 
That  lie  between  us  and  our  hame. 

Where  sits  our  sulky,  sutlcn  dame,  

Gathering  her  brows  tike  gathering  storm. 
Nursing  her  wrath  to  keep  it  warm. 

This  troth  fand  honest  Tam  o'  Sbantks, 
As  he  f  rae  Ayr  ae  night  did  canter : 
(Auld  Ayr,  wham  ne'er  a  town  surpasses. 
For  honest  men  and  bonie  lasses), 

O  Tam !  had'st  thou  but  been  sac  wtse^ 
As  taen  thy  ain  wife  Kate's  advice  I 
She  tauid  thee  weel  thou  was  a  skellum, 
A  blethering,  blustering,  drunken  bldlum; 
That  frae  November  till  October, 
Ae  market-day  thou  was  na  sober ; 
That  ilka  mdder  wi*  the  Miller, 
Thou  sat  as  lang  as  thou  had  siller; 
That  ev'ry  naig  was  ca'd  a  shoe  on 
The  Smith  and  thee  gat  roarin  fou  on ; 
That  at  the  L — d's  house,  ev'n  on  Sunday, 
Thou  drank  wi'  Kirkton  Jean  till  Monday, 
She  prophesied  that  late  or  soon, 
Thou  wad  be  found,  deep  drown'd  in  Oooa,  | 
Or  catch'd  wi'  warlocks  in  the  mirk. 
By  AUoway's  auld,  haunted  kirk 

Ah,  gentle  dames  I  it  gars  me  greet. 
To  think  how  mony  counsels  sweet, 
How  mony  lengthened,  sage  advices. 
The  husband  frae  the  wife  despises! 

But  to  our  tale :— Ae  market  nigh^ 
Tam  had  got  planted  unco  right, 
Fast  by  an  ingle,  bleezing  finely, 
Wi  reaming  swats  that  drank  divinely; 
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And  at  his  elbow,  Souter  Jobnie, 

His  ancient,  trusty,  drouthy  crony; 
Tarn  lo'ed  him  like  a  very  brither; 
They  had  been  fou  for  weeks  thegither. 
The  night  drave  on  wi"  sangs  an'  clatter; 
And  aye  the  ale  was  growing  better: 
The  Landlady  and  Tam  grew  gracious, 
Wi'  favours  secret,  sweet  and  precious: 
The  Souter  tauld  his  queerest  stories ; 
The  Landlord's  laugh  was  ready  chorus: 
The  storm  without  might  rair  and  rustle, 
Tam  did  na  mind  the  storm  a  whistle. 

Care,  mad  to  see  a  man  sae  happy. 
E'en  drown'd  hiinsel  amang  the  nappy. 
As  bees  flee  hatne  wi'  lades  o'  treasure. 
The  minutes  wing'd  their  way  wi'  pleasure: 
Kings  may  be  blest,  but  Tam  was  glorious. 
O'er  a'  the  ills  o'  life  victorious  ! 

But  pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread, 
You  seize  the  flow'r,  its  bloom  is  shed; 
Or  like  the  snow  falls  in  the  river, 
A  moment  white — then  melts  for  everjf 
Or  like  the  Borealis  race. 
That  flit  ere  you  can  point  their  place;; 
Or  like  the  Rainbow's  lovely  form 
Evanishing  amid  the  storm.— 
Nae  man  can  tether  Time  nor  Tide, 
The  hour  approaches  Tam  maun  ride; 
That  hour,  o'  night's  black  arch  the  key-stane^ 
That  dreary  hour  he  mounts  his  beast  in; 
And  sic  a  night  he  taks  the  road  in. 
As  ne'er  poor  sinner  was  abroad  in. 


The  wind  blew  as  'twad  blawn  its  last; 
The  rattling  showers  rose  on  the  blast; 
The  speedy  gleams  the  darkness  swaIlow*d; 
Loud,  deep,  and  'ang  the  thunder  b«llow'd: 
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That  night,  a  child  might  understand. 
The  deil  had  business  on  his  hand. 


Weel-mounted  on  his  grey  mare  Me^ 
A  better  never  lifted  leg, 
Tarn  skelpit  on  thro'  dub  and  mire. 
Despising  wind,  and  rain,  and  fire; 
Whiles  holding  fast  his  gude  blue  bonnet. 
Whiles  crooning  o'er  some  au!d  Scots 
Whiles  glow'rin  round  wi'  prudent  car^ 
Lest  bogles  catch  him  unawares; 
Kirk-Alloway  was  drawing  oigh. 
Where  ghaists  and  houlets  nightly  cry. 


By  this  time  he  was  cross  the  ford. 
Where  in  the  snaw  the  chapman  smoor'd; 
And  past  the  birks  and  meikle  stane, 
Where  drunken  Charlie  brak  's  neck-bane; 
And  thro'  the  whins,  and  by  the  cairn. 
Where  hunters  fand  the  niurder'd  bairn ; 
And  near  the  thorn,  aboon  the  well. 
Where  Mungo's  niither  hang'd  hersel'. 
Before  him  Doon  pours  all  his  floods. 
The  doubling  storm  roars  thro'  the  woods, 
The  lightings  flash  from  pole  to  pole, 
Near  and  more  near  the  thunders  roll. 
When,  glimmering  thro'  the  groaning  trees, 
Kirk-Alloway  seem'd  in  a  bleeie, 
Thro'  ilka  bore  the  beams  were  glancing. 
And  loud  resounded  mirth  and  dandng^. 


Inspiring  bold  John  Barleycorn  I 
What  dangers  thou  canst  make  us  scorn  1 
Wi*  tipiienny,  we  fear  nae  evil ; 
Wi*  usquabae,  we'll  face  die  devil  f 
The  swats  sac  ream'd  in  Tammie's  noddl^ 
Fair  ptay.  he  car'd  na  detls  a  boddle. 
But  Maggie  stood,  right  sair  astonish'd. 
Till,  by  the  heel  and  hand  admonish'd. 
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She  ventur'd  forward  on  the  light ; 
And,  wow  I  Tarn  saw  an  unco  sight  I 

Warlocks  and  witches  In  a  dance: 
Nae  cotilion,  brent  new  frac  France, 
But  hornpipes,  jigs,  strathspeys,  and  reell^ 
Put  life  and  mettle  in  their  heels. 
A  winnoclc-bunker  tn  the  east. 
There  sat  auld  Nick,  in  shape  o*  beast; 
A  towzie  tyke,  black,  grim,  and  large, 
To  gie  them  music  was  his  charge: 
He  screw'd  the  pipes  and  gart  them  skirl. 
Till  roof  and  rafters  a'  did  dirl. — 
CoRtns  stood  round,  like  open  presses. 
That  shaw'd  the  Dead  in  their  last  dresses; 
And  (by  some  devilish  cantraip  sleight) 
Each  in  its  cauld  hand  held  a  light. 
By  which  heroic  Tarn  was  able 
To  note  upon  the  haly  table, 
A  murderer's  banes,  in  gibbet-aims; 
Twa  span-lang,  wee,  unchristened  bairns; 
A  thief,  new-cutted  frae  a  rape, 
Wi'  his  last  gasp  his  gab  did  gape; 
Five  tomahawks,  wi'  blude  red-rustcd: 
Five  scimitars,  wi'  murder  crusted ; 
A  garter  which  a  babe  had  strangled: 
A  knife,  a  father's  throat  had  mangled. 
Whom  his  ain  son  of  life  bereft. 
The  grey-hairs  yet  stack  to  the  heft; 
Wi'  mair  of  horrible  and  awfu'. 
Which  even  to  name  wad  be  unlawfu'. 
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As  Tamroie  glowr'd,  amaz'd,  and  curious. 
The  mirth  and  fun  grew  fast  and  furious; 
The  Piper  loud  and  louder  blew, 
The  dancers  quick  and  quicker  flew. 
They  reel'd,  they  set,  they  cross'd,  they  cleeMt^ 
Till  ilka  carlin  swat  and  reekit, 
And  coost  her  duddies  to  the  wark, 
And  linkit  at  it  in  her  sark  t 
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Now  Tarn,  O  Tam  I  had  they  been  queans, 
A*  plump  and  strapping  in  their  teens  I 
Thdr  sarks,  instead  o'  creeshie  flainen. 
Been  snaw-white  seventeen  bunder  linen  I— 
Thir  breeks  o'  mine,  my  only  pair, 
That  ancc  were  plush  o'  guid  blue  hair, 
I  wad  hae  gicn  them  off  my  hurdles. 
For  ae  blink  o'  the  bonie  burdies  i 
But  witber'd  beldams,  auld  and  droll, 
Rigwoodie  hags  wad  spean  a  foal. 
Louping  an'  flin^ng  on  a  crummock, 
I  wonder  did  na  turn  thy  stomach. 

But  Tam  kent  what  was  what  fu*  brawlie: 
There  was  ae  winsome  wench  and  waulie 
That  night  enlisted  in  the  core, 
Lang  after  ken'd  on  Carrick  shore; 
( For  mony  a  beast  to  dead  she  shot. 
And  perish'd  mony  a  bonie  boat. 
And  shook  baith  meikle  corn  and  bear, 
And  kept  the  counti^-side  in  fear) ; 
Her  cutty  sark,  o'  Paisley  ham. 
That  while  a  lassie  she  had  worn. 
In  longitude  tho'  sorely  scanty. 
It  was  her  best,  and  she  was  v auntie. 
Ah !  little  ken'd  thy  reverend  grannie. 
That  sark  she  coft  for  her  wee  Nannie, 
Wi'  twa  pund  Scots  ('twas  a'  her  riches), 
Wad  ever  grac'd  a  dance  of  witches ! 


But  here  my  Muse  her  wing  maun  coer. 
Sic  flights  are  far  beyond  her  power; 
To  sing  how  Nannie  lap  and  flaag, 
(A  souple  jade  she  was  and  Strang), 
And  how  Tam  stood,  like  ane  bewitch'd, 
And  thought  his  very  een  enrich*d: 
Even  Satan  glowr'd,  and  fidg'd  fu'  fain. 
And  hotch'd  and  blew  wi'  might  and  main: 
Till  first  ae  caper,  syne  anither, 
Tam  tint  his  reason  a'  thegither. 
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And  roars  out,  "  Weel  done,  Cutty-sark  I  ** 

And  in  an  instant  all  was  dark: 
And  scarcely  had  he  Maggie  rallied. 
When  out  the  hellish  legion  sallied. 

As  bees  bizz  out  wi'  angfiy  fyke, 
When  plundering  herds  assail  their  byke ; 
As  open  pussie's  mortal  foes. 
When,  pop!  she  starts  before  their  nose; 
As  eager  runs  the  market -crowd. 
When  "  Catch  the  thief !  "  resounds  aloud ; 
So  Maggie  runs,  the  witches  follow, 
Wi'  mony  an  eldritch  skreich  and  hollow. 
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Ah,  Taml  Ah,  Tarn  I  thou'U  get  thy  fairin! 
In  hell,  they'll  roast  thee  like  a  herrin ! 
In  vain  thy  Kate  awaits  thy  comin  1 
Kate  soon  will  be  a  woefu'  woman  I 
Now,  do  thy  speedy-utmost,  Meg, 
And  win  the  key-stone  o'  the  brig;:* 
There,  at  them  thou  thy  tail  may  toss, 
A  running  stream  they  dare  na  cross. 
But  ere  the  keystane  she  could  make. 
The  fient  a  tail  she  had  to  shake  1 
For  Nannie,  far  before  the  rest, 
Hard  upon  noble  Maggie  prest, 
And  flew  at  Tam  wi'  furious  ettle; 
But  little  wist  she  Maggie's  mettle  I 
Ae  spring  brought  off  her  master  hale, 
But  left  behind  her  ain  grey  tail : 
The  carlin  claught  hei  by  the  rtunp. 
And  left  poor  Maggie  scarce  a  stutnpt. 

Now,  wha  this  talc  o'  truth  shall  read, 
'     Ilk  man,  and  mother's  son,  take  heed; 

h  »  well-known  f»ct  that  witches,  or  ooy  evil  ^Irits,  hnvt  no  (•►o-ACr 
IW  4  poor  wi^bc  Any  fxrthrr  (ban  the  middle  of  the  next  runnin;; 
I  It  may  be  pTopsi  likewise  to  mentioii  to  the  beaigbted  travellrf, 
ben  he  falls  in  with  bc^tes^  whatever  dlinget'  may  M  in  hii  loinv 
I;,  there  i>  mueh  niorc  hazard  in  rurning  ba^k. — R,  B. 
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Whene'er  to  Drink  you  are  incUn'd, 
Or  Cutty-sarks  rin  in  your  mind, 
Think  ye  may  buy  the  joys  o'er  dear  J 
Remember  Tarn  o'  Shaater's  mare. 


ON  THE  BIRTH  OF  A  POSTHUMOUS  CHILDMB 
Bom  In  peculiar  circumstances  of  iamily  distress. 

Sweet  flow'ret,  pledge  tf  meOde  love. 

And  ward  o*  mony  a  prayer. 
What  heart  o'  stane  wad  thou  na  mov^ 

Sae  helpless,  sweet,  and  fair, 

November  hirples  o'er  the  lea, 

Chill,  on  thy  lovely  form: 
And  gane,  alas  1  the  ^elt'ring  tree, 

Should  shield  thee  frae  the  storm. 

May  He  who  gives  the  rain  to  poor. 

And  wings  the  blast  to  blaw. 
Protect  thee  frae  the  driving  sbow'r. 

The  bitter  frost  and  snaw. 

May  He,  the  friend  o'  Woe  and  Want, 
Who  heals  life's  various  stounds. 

Protect  and  guard  the  mother  plant. 
And  heal  her  cruel  wounds. 

But  late  she  flourish'd,  rooted  fast. 

Fair  on  the  summer  mom. 
Now,  feebly  bends  she,  in  the  blast, 

Unshelter'd  and  forlorn. 


Blest  be  thy  bloom,  thou  lovely  geav 
Unscath'd  by  ruffian  hand  I 

And  from  thee  many  a  parent  Stan 
Arise  to  deck  our  land  I 
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ELEGY  ON  THE  LATE  MISS  BUIUJET  OF 
MONBODDO 

Life  ne'er  exulted  in  so  rich  a  prize. 

As  Burnet,  lovely  from  her  native  skies; 

Nor  envious  death  so  triumph'd  in  a  blow. 

As  that  which  laid  th'  accomplish'd  Burnet  low. 

Thy  form  and  mind,  sweet  maid,  can  I  forget? 

In  richest  ore  the  brightest  jewel  set ! 
In  thee,  high  Heaven  above  was  truest  shown. 

As  by  His  noblest  work  the  Godhead  best  is  Icnown. 

lo  vain  ye  flaunt  in  summer's  pride,  ye  groves ; 

Thou  crystal  streamlet  with  thy  flowery  shore. 
Ye  woodland  choir  that  chaunt  your  idle  loves. 

Ye  cease  to  charm ;  Eliza  is  no  more. 

Ye  heathy  wastes,  immix'd  with  reedy  fens; 

Ye  mossy  streams,  with  sedge  and  rushes  stor'd: 
Ye  rugged  cliffs,  o'erhanging  dreary  glens, 

To  you  I  fly — ye  with  my  soul  accord. 

Princes,  whose  cumh'rous  pride  was  all  their  worth. 
Shall  venal  lays  their  pompous  exit  hail. 

And  thou,  sweet  Excellence  1  forsake  our  earth, 
And  not  a  Muse  with  honest  grief  bewail  ? 

We  saw  thee  shine  in  youth  and  beauty's  pride. 
And  Virtue's  light,  that  beams  beyond  the  spheres; 

But,  like  the  sun  eclips'd  at  morning  tide. 
Thou  left  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears. 

The  parent's  heart  that  nestled  fond  in  thee, 
That  heart  how  sunk,  a  prey  to  grief  and  care ; 

So  dcckt  the  woodbine  sweet  yon  aged  tree; 
So.  from  it  ravish'd,  leaves  it  Ueak  and  bar«^ 
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LAMENT  OF  MARY,  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS;, 
On  the  approach  of  Spring- 

Now  Nature  hangs  her  mantle  preen 

On  every  blooming  tree, 
And  spreads  her  sheets  o'  daisies  white 

Out  o'er  the  grassy  lea: 
Now  Phoebus  cheers  the  crystal  streams, 

And  glads  the  azure  skies; 
But  naught  can  glad  the  weary  wight 

That  fast  in  durance  lies. 


Now  laverocks  wake  the  merry  mora 

Aloft  on  dewy  wing; 
The  merle,  in  his  noontide  bow'r. 

Makes  woodland  echoes  ring; 
The  mavis  wild  wi'  mony  a  note. 

Sings  drowsy  day  to  rest : 
In  love  and  freedom  they  rejoice, 

Wi'  care  nor  thrall  opprest. 

Now  blooms  the  lily  by  the  bank. 

The  primrose  down  the  brae ; 
The  hawthorn's  budding  in  the  glen. 

And  milk-white  is  the  slae: 
The  meanest  hind  in  fair  Scotland 

May  rove  their  sweets  amang; 
But  I,  the  Queen  of  a'  Scotland, 

Maun  He  in  prison  Strang. 

I  was  the  Queen  o'  bonie  France, 

Where  happy  I  hac  been; 
Fu'  lightly  raise  I  in  the  mom. 

As  blythe  lay  down  at  e'en; 
And  I'm  the  sov'reigTi  of  Scotland. 

And  mony  a  traitor  there ; 
lYet  here  I  lie  in  foreign  bands. 

And  never-ending  care. 
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But  as  for  thee,  thou  false  woman. 

My  sister  and  my  fae. 
Grim  Vengeance  yet  shall  whet  a  sword 

That  thro'  thy  soul  shall  gae; 
The  weeping  blood  in  woman's  breast 

Was  never  known  to  thee ; 
Nor  th'  balm  that  draps  on  wounds  of  woe 

Frae  woman's  pitying  e'c. 

My  son  I  my  son  I  may  kinder  stars 

Upon  thy  fortune  shine; 
And  may  those  pleasures  gild  thy  reign. 

That  ne'er  wad  blink  on  mine! 
God  keep  thee  frae  thy  mother's  faes, 

Or  turn  their  hearts  to  thee : 
And  where  thou  meet'st  thy  mother's  friend. 

Remember  him  for  mc  I 

O !  soon,  to  me,  may  Summer  suns 

Nae  mair  light  up  the  morn ! 
Nae  mair  to  me  the  Autumn  winds 

Wave  o'er  the  yellow  com  ? 
And,  in  the  narrow  house  of  death, 
(  Let  Winter  round  me  rave ; 

And  the  next  flow'rs  that  deck  the  Sprmg, 

^^„„_, 

I'LL  NEVER  BE  PEACE  TILL  JAMIE  COMES 

HAME 

V  yon  Castle  wa*,  at  the  close  of  the  day, 
il  heard  a  man  sing,  tho'  his  head  it  was  grey : 
lAnd  as  he  was  singing,  the  tears  doon  came, — 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 

The  Church  is  in  ruins,  the  State  is  in  ]ar4. 
Delusions,  oppressions,  and  murderous  wars. 
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We  dare  na  wed  aay't,  but  wo  ken  wha's  to  blame. — 
There'U  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 

Mj  seven  braw  sons  for  Jamie  drew  aword. 
But  now  I  gfeet  round  their  green  beda  in  the  yerd; 
It  brak  the  sweet  heart  o'  my  faithful  auld  dame, — 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hatnc 

Now  life  is  a  burden  that  bows  me  down. 

Sin'  I  tint  mj  bairns,  and  he  tint  bis  crown; 

But  till  my  last  moments  my  words  are  the  same, — 

Therft'il  acYer  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hamc 


SONG— OUT  OVER  THE  FORTH 

Onr  over  the  Forth,  I  look  to  the  North ; 

But  what  is  the  north  and  its  Highlands  to  me? 
The  south  nor  the  east  gie  ease  to  my  breast. 

The  far  foreign  land,  or  the  wide  rolling  sea. 

But  I  look  to  the  west  when  I  gae  to  rest. 

That  happy  my  dreams  and  my  slumbers  may  be ; 
For  far  in  the  west  lives  he  I  loe  best. 

The  man  that  is  dear  to  m;  batne  and  me. 


THE  BANKS  O'  DOON 

FIXST  VEASION 

SwxET  are  the  banks — the  banks  o'  Doon^ 

The  spreading  ilowers  are  fair. 
And  everything  is  blythe  and  glad, 

But  I  am  fu'  o'  care. 
Thou'll  break  my  heart,  thou  honie  bird^ 

That  sings  upon  the  bough ; 
Thou  minds  me  o'  the  happy  days 

When  my  fause  Luve  was  tnte: 
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Thou'll  break  my  heart,  thou  bonic  btfd. 
That  sings  beside  thy  mate; 

For  sae  I  sat,  and  sae  I  sang. 
And  witt  na  o*  my  fate. 

Aft  hae  I  rov'd  by  bonie  Doon,* 

To  see  the  woodbine  twine; 
And  ilka  birds  sang  o'  its  Luve, 

And  sae  did  I  o'  mine : 
Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose. 

Upon  its  thorny  tree ; 
But  my  fause  Luver  staw  my  rose. 

And  left  the  thorn  wi'  me ; 
Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose. 

Upon  a  mom  in  June ; 
And  sae  I  flourished  on  the  mom, 

And  sae  was  pu'd  or  noon  t 


413 


THE  BANKS  O'  DOON 


SBOOND  VERSION 

Ye  flowery  banks  o'  boaie  Doon, 

How  can  ye  blume  sae  fair  ? 
How  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds. 

And  I  sae  fu'  o'  care  I 
Thou'll  break  my  heart,  thou  bonie  bird, 

That  sings  upon  the  bough ! 
Tbou  minds  roe  o'  the  happy  days 

When  my  fause  Luve  was  ttwc. 
Thou'll  break  my  heart,  thou  bonie  bird. 

That  sings  beside  thy  mate; 
For  sae  I  sat,  and  sae  I  sang. 

And  wist  na  o'  my  fate. 

Aft  hae  I  rov'd  by  bonie  Doon, 

To  see  the  woodbine  twine ; 
And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  Luvt, 

And  sae  did  I  o'  mine. 
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Wj'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  ros^ 

Upon  its  thorny  tree; 
But  my  fause  Luver  staw  my  rose. 

And  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 
Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose. 

Upon  a  mom  in  June; 
And  sae  I  flourished  on  the  morn. 

And  sae  was  pu'd  or  ooon. 


THE  BANKS  O'  DOON 

THIXD  VBXStOM 

Ye  banks  and  braes  o'  bonie  Doon, 

How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fresh  and  fair? 
How  can  ye  chant  ye  little  birds. 

And  I  sae  weary  fu'  o'  care  I 
Thou'il  break  my  heart,  thou  warbling  bird. 

That  wantons  thro*  the  flowering  thorn : 
Thou  minds  me  o'  departed  joys. 

Departed  never  to  return. 

Aft  hae  I  rov'd  by  Bonie  Doon, 

To  sec  the  rose  and  woodbine  twine : 
And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  Luve, 

And  fondly  sae  did  I  o'  mine ; 
Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose, 

Fu*  sweet  upon  its  thorny  tree  I 
And  my  fause  Luver  staw  my  rose. 

But  ah  I  he  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 


LAMENT  FOR  JAMES,  EARL  OF  GLENCAIRK 

The  wind  blew  hollow  frae  the  hills, 
By  fits  the  sun's  departing  beam 

Look'd  on  the  fading  yellow  woods. 

That  wav'd  o'er  Lugar's  winding  stream : 
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Beneath  a  crajgy  steep,  a  Bard, 

Laden  with  years  aiid  meikle  pain. 
In  loud  lament  bewail'd  his  lord. 

Whom  Death  had  all  untimely  ta'en. 

He  lean'd  him  to  an  ancient  aik. 

Whose  trunlc  was  mould' ring  down  with  years; 
His  locks  were  bleached  white  with  time. 

His  hoary  cheek  was  wet  wi'  tears! 
And  as  he  touch'd  his  trembling  harp. 

And  as  he  tun'd  his  doleful  sang, 
The  winds,  lamenting  thro'  their  caves, 

To  £kho  bore  the  notes  alang. 

"Ye  scatter'd  birds  that  faintly  sing. 

The  reUques  o'  the  verna!  queir ! 
Ye  woods  that  shed  on  a'  the  winds 

The  honours  of  tlie  aged  year ! 
'A  few  short  months,  and  glad  and  gay, 

Again  ye'll  charm  the  ear  and  e'e ; 
But  nocht  in  all-revolving  time 

Can  gladness  bring  again  to  me. 

"  I  am  a  bending  aged  tree. 

That  long  has  stood  the  wind  and  raio ; 
But  now  has  come  a  cruel  blast. 

And  my  last  hald  of  earth  is  gane; 
Nae  leaf  o'  mine  shall  greet  the  spring, 

Nae  simmer  sun  exalt  my  bloom; 
But  I  maun  lie  before  the  storm. 

And  ithers  plant  them  in  my  room. 

*  I've  seen  sae  mocy  changefu'  years, 

On  earth  I  am  a  stranger  grown ; 
I  wander  in  the  ways  of  men. 

Alike  unknowing,  and  unknown: 
Unheard,  onpitied.  unreliev'd, 

I  bear  alane  my  lade  o'  care. 
For  tiknt,  few,  on  beds  of  dust. 

Lie  a'  that  would  my  sorrow*  tbare. 
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"And  last,  (the  sum  of  a'  my  ^e(st) 

My  noble  master  lies  in  clay ; 
The  liow'r  amang  our  barons  bold. 

His  country's  pride,  his  country's  sl^y: 
In  weary  being  now  I  pine. 

For  a'  the  life  of  life  is  dead, 
Aad  hope  has  left  my  aged  keo, 

On  forward  wing  for  ever  flcA 

**  Awake  thy  last  sad  voice,  my  harp ! 

The  voice  of  woe  and  wild  dcGfiair! 
G^wake,  resound  thy  latest  lay, 

Then  sleep  in  silence  evennairl 
And  thou,  my  last,  best,  only  friend, 

Tbat  fiUest  an  untimely  tomb, 
Accept  this  tribute  from  the  Bard 

Thou  brought  from  Fortune's  mirkest  gloom. 

"In  Poverty's  low  barren  vale, 

Thick  mists  obscure  involv'd  me  roundj 
Though  oft  1  tum'd  the  wistful  eye, 

Nae  ray  ol  lame  was  to  be  found : 
Thou  found'st  me,  like  the  morning  sun 

That  tnelts  the  fogs  in  limpid  air. 
The  friendless  bard  and  rastic  sosg 

Became  a)il^e  tl^y  fostering  care. 

*'  O I  why  has  worth  so  short  a  date. 

While  villains  ripen  grey  v^ith  time? 
Must  thou,  the  noble,  gen'rous,  great, 

F^Il  in  bold  manhood's  hardy  prim 
Why  did  I  live  to  see  that  day — 

A  day  to  me  so  full  of  woe? 
O I  had  I  met  the  mortal  shaft 

That  laid  my  benefactor  lowt 

"  The  bridegroom  may  forget  the  bride 
Was  made  his  wedded  wife  yestreen; 

The  monarch  may  forget  the  crown 
That  on  his  head  an  hour  has  been ; 
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The  mother  may  forget  the  child 

That  smiles  sae  sweetly  on  her  knee; 

But  I'll  remember  thee,  Glencaim, 
And  a'  that  thoti  hast  done  for  me  I " 


UNES  TO  SIR  JOHN  WHITEFOORD,  BAST 

Thou,  who  thy  honor  as  thy  God  rever'st. 

Who,  save  thy  mind's  reproach,  nought  earthly  fear'st, 

To  thee  this  votive  offering  I  trnpart. 

The  tearful  tribute  of  a  broken  heart. 

The  Friend  thou  valucd'st.  I,  the  Patron  lov'd; 

His  worth,  his  honour,  all  the  world  approved: 

We'll  mourn  till  we  too  go  as  he  has  gone, 

And  tread  the  shadowy  path  to  that  dark  world  uoknowii. 


CRAIGIEBURN  WOOD 

Swzrr  closes  the  ev'ning  on  Craigjeburn  Wood, 

And  biythely  awaukens  the  morrow ; 
But  the  pride  o'  the  spring  in  the  Craigiebum  Wood 

Can  yiekl  me  nought  but  sorrow. 

CAffrM.^Beyond  thee,  dearie,  beyond  thee,  dearie, 
And  O  to  be  lying  beyond  thee  I 
O  sweetly,  soundly,  weel  may  he  sleep 
That's  laid  in  the  bed  beyond  thee  I 

I  see  the  spreading  leaves  and  flowers, 

I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing; 
But  pleasure  they  hae  nane  for  me. 

While  care  my  heart  ts  wringing. 
Beyond  thee,  &c. 


I  ctn  na  tell,  I  maun  na  tell, 
I  daur  na  for  your  anger; 
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But  secret  love  will  break  my  heart. 
If  I  conceal  it  langer. 
Beyond  thee,  &c. 

I  see  thee  graccfu',  straight  and  taQ, 
I  iee  thee  sweet  and  bonie; 

But  oh,  what  will  my  torment  be. 
If  thou  refuse  thy  Johnie  I 
Beyond  thee.  &c. 

To  sec  thee  in  another's  arms. 
In  love  to  lie  and  languish, 

'Twad  be  my  dead,  that  will  be  seen. 
My  heart  wad  burst  wi'  anguish. 
Beyond  thee,  &c. 

But  Jcanie,  say  thou  wilt  be  mine, 
Say  thou  lo'es  nane  before  me; 

And  a'  my  days  o'  life  to  come 

I'll  gratefully  adore  thee. 

Beyond  thee,  &c 


THE  BONIE  WEE  THING 

Chorus, — Bonie  wee  thing,  cannte  wee  thing-. 
Lovely  wee  thing,  wcrt  thou  mlne^ 
I  wad  wear  thee  in  my  bosom. 
Lest  my  jewel  it  should  tine. 

Wishfully  I  look  and  languish 

In  that  bonie  face  o'  thine, 
And  my  heart  it  stounds  wi'  anguish, 

Lest  my  wee  thing  be  na  mine. 

Bonie  wee  thing,  &c 

Wit  and  Grace,  and  Love,  and  Beauty, 
lo  ae  constellation  shine; 
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To  adore  thee  is  my  duty. 
Goddess  o'  this  soul  o'  mine ! 

Bonie  wee  thing,  &c. 


EPIGRAM  ON  MISS  DAVIES 

On  being  asked  why  she  had  been  formed  so  little, 
and  Mrs.  A so  big. 

Ask  why  God  made  the  gem  so  small  ? 

And  why  so  huge  the  granite  ? — 
Because  God  meant  mankind  should  set 

That  higher  value  on  it 


THE  CHARMS  OF  LOVELY  DAVIES 

Tune—"  Mils  Muir." 

O  HOW  shall  I,  unskilfu',  try 

The  poet's  occupation  ? 
The  tunefu'  powers,  in  happy  hours. 

That  whisper  inspiration ; 
Even  they  maun  dare  an  effort  mair 

Than  aught  they  ever  gave  us, 
iEre  they  rehearse,  in  equal  verse, 

The  charms  o'  lovely  Da  vies. 

Each  eye,  it  cheers  when  she  appears. 

Like  Phcebus  in  the  morning, 
When  past  the  shower,  and  every  flower 

The  garden  is  adorning: 
As  the  wretch  looks  o'er  Siberia's  shore, 

When  winter-bound  the  wave  is ; 
Sae  droops  our  heart,  when  we  maun  part 

Frae  channing,  lovely  Da  vies. 

Her  smile's  a  gift  frae  'boon  the  lift. 
That  maks  us  mair  than  princes; 
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A  sceptred  hand,  a  king's  ccnmnand. 

Is  in  her  dutinfr  glzxicts ; 
The  nun  in  arms  'gainst  female  charms 

Even  he  her  willing  slave  if. 
He  hugs  his  chain,  and  owns  the  reign 

Of  conquering,  lovely  Oavies. 

My  Muse  to  dream  of  such  a  (hcm^ 

Her  feeble  powers  surrender: 
The  eagle's  gaze  alone  surveys 

The  sun's  meridian  splendour, 
I  wad  in  vain  essay  the  strain. 

The  deed  too  daring  brave  is; 
I'U  drap  the  lyre,  and  mute  admire 

The  charms  o'  lovely  Davies, 


WHAT  CAN  A  YOUNG  LASSIE  DO  WT  AN 
AULD  MAN 

What  can  a  young  lassie,  what  shall  a  young  lassie. 
What  can  a  young  lassie  do  wi'  an  auld  man  ? 

Bad  luck  on  the  penny  that  tempted  my  mianie 
To  sell  her  puir  Jenny  for  siller  an'  Ian'  i 

Bad  luck  on  the  penny  that  tempted  my  mituue 
To  sell  her  puir  Jenny  for  siller  an'  lao*. 

He's  always  cotnpleenin  frae  momin  to  eenia. 
He  hoasts  and  he  hirples  the  weary  day  lan^; 

He's  doylt  and  he's  dotin,  his  blude  it  is  frocen, — 
O  dreary's  the  night  wi'  a  crazy  auld  man  t 

He's  doylt  and  he's  dozin,  his  blude  it  is  frozen, 

0  dreary's  the  night  wi'  a  crazy  auld  roan. 

He  hums  and  he  hankers,  he  frets  and  he  cankers, 

1  never  can  please  htm  do  a'  that  I  can  ; 

He's  peevish  an'  jealous  o'  a'  the  young  fellows^— 
O  dool  on  the  day  I  met  wi'  an  auld  man  I 

He's  peevish  an'  jealous  o'  a'  the  young  fellows, 
O  dool  on  the  day  I  met  wi'  an  auld  man. 
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My  auld  suotie  Katie  upon  me  taki  pity, 
I'll  do  my  endeavour  to  follow  her  plan ; 

I'll  cross  him  an*  wrack  him,  until  1  heartbreak  him 
And  then  his  auld  brass  will  buy  me  &  new  pan, 

I'll  cross  hitn  an'  wrack  him,  until  I  heartbreak  him. 
And  then  his  auld  brass  will  buy  me  a  new  pan. 


N 


O  LOTS  Will  venture  In  where  it  daur  na  wee!  be  seen, 
O  luve  will  venture  in  where  wisdom  ance  has  been ; 
Bat  I  will  doun  yon  river  rove,  amang  the  wood  sac  green. 
And  a'  to  pa'  a  Posic  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  primrose  I  will  pu',  the  firstling  o*  the  year. 
And  I  will  pu'  the  pink,  the  emblem  o'  my  dear; 
For  she's  the  pink  o'  womankind,  and  blooms  without  a  peer, 
And  a'  to  be  a  Posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

I'll  pu'  the  budding  rose,  when  Phcebus  peeps  in  view. 
For  it's  like  a  baumy  kiss  o'  her  sweet,  bonie  mou ; 
The  hyacinth's  for  constancy  wt'  its  unchanging  blue. 
And  a'  to  be  a  Posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

Tbe  lily  it  is  pure,  and  the  lily  it  is  fair, 

And  in  her  lovely  bosom  I'll  place  the  lily  there; 

The  daisy's  for  simplicity  and  unaffected  air. 

And  a'  to  be  a  Posic  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  hawthorn  I  will  pu',  wi'  its  locks  o'  siller  gray. 
Where,  like  an  aged  man,  it  stands  at  break  o'  day ; 
But  the  songster's  nest  within  the  bush  I  winna  tak  away 
And  a'  to  be  a  Posie  to  ray  ain  dear  May. 

The  woodbine  I  will  pu',  when  the  e'ening  star  is  near. 
And  the  diamond  draps  o'  dew  shall  be  her  een  sae  clear; 
The  violet's  for  modesty,  which  weel  she  fa's  to  wear. 
And  a'  to  be  »  Posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 
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I'll  tic  tic  Posie  round  wi'  the  silken  band  o'  luve. 
And  I'll  place  h  in  her  breast,  and  I'll  swear  by  a'  abor^ 
That  to  my  latest  draught  o'  life  the  band  shall  ne'er 
And  this  will  be  a  Posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 


ON  GLENRIDDELUS  FOX  BREAKING 
HIS   CHAIN 

A  Fragment,  iTQr. 

Thou,  Liberty,  thou  art  my  theme; 
Not  such  as  idle  poets  dream. 
Who  trick  thee  up  a  heathen  goddess 
That  a  fantastic  cap  and  rod  has; 
Such  stale  conceits  are  poor  and  silly ; 
I  paint  thee  out,  a  Highland  filly, 
A  sturdy,  stubborn,  handsome  dapple. 
As  sleek's  a  mouse,  as  round's  an  apple. 
That  when  thou  pleasest  canst  do  wonders ; 
But  when  thy  luckless  rider  blunders, 
Or  if  thy  fancy  should  demur  there, 
Wilt  break  thy  neck  ere  thou  go  further. 

These  things  premised,  I  sing  a  Fox, 
Was  caught  among  his  native  rocks. 
And  to  a  dirty  kennel  chained. 
How  he  his  liberty  regained. 

Glenriddell !  a  Whig  without  a  stain, 
A  Whig  in  principle  and  grain, 
Could 'st  thou  enslave  a  free-born  creature, 
A  native  denizen  of  Nature? 
How  could'st  thou,  with  a  heart  so  good, 
(A  better  ne'er  was  sluiced  with  blood). 
Nail  a  poor  devil  to  a  tree. 
That  ne'er  did  harm  to  thine  or  thee? 

The  staunchcst  Whig  Glenriddell  was, 
Qnite  frantic  in  his  country's  cause; 
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And  oft  was  Reynard's  prison  parsing, 
And  with  his  brother- Whigs  canvassing 
The  Rights  of  Men,  the  Powers  of  Women, 
With  all  the  dignity  of  Freemen. 

Sir  Reynard  daily  heard  debates 
Of  Princes',  Kings',  and  Nations'  fates. 
With  many  rueful,  bloody  stories 
Of  Tyrants,  Jacobites,  and  Tories ; 
From  liberty  how  angels  fell. 
That  now  are  galley-slaves  in  hell ; 
How  Nimrod  first  the  trade  began 
Of  binding  Slavery's  chains  on  Man ; 
How  fell  Semiramis — G — d  d-mn  her  I 
Did  first,  with  sacrilegious  hammer, 
(AH  ills  till  then  were  trivial  matters) 
For  Man  dethron'd  forge  hen-peck  fetters; 

How  Xerxes,  that  abandoned  Tory, 
Thought  cutting  throats  was  reaping  glory, 
Until  the  stubborn  Whigs  of  Sparta 
Taught  him  great  Nature's  Magna  Charta; 
How  mighty  Rome  her  fiat  hurl'd 
Resistless  o'er  a  bowing  world, 
And,  kinder  than  they  did  desire, 
Polish'd  mankind  with  sword  and  fire ; 
With  much,  too  tedious  to  relate, 
Of  ancient  and  of  modem  date. 
But  ending  still,  how  Billy  Pitt 
(Unlucky  boyt)  with  wicked  wit, 
Has  gagg'd  old  Britain,  drain'd  her  coffer. 
As  butchers  bind  and  bleed  a  heifer. 

Thus  wily  Reynard  by  degrees, 
In  kennel  listening  at  his  ease, 
Suck'd  in  a  mighty  stodc  of  knowledge, 
A»  much  as  some  folks  at  a  College ; 
Knew  Britain's  rights  and  constitution. 
Her  aggrandisement,  diminution. 
How  fortune  wrought  us  good  from  evil; 
Let  no  man,  then,  despise  the  Devil, 
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Ai  who  should  ssy, '  I  never  csn  need  him,* 
Since  we  to  scoundrels  owe  our  freedom. 

«  «  «  «  *  * 


POEM  ON  PASTORAL  POETRY 

Hail,  Poesie !  thou  Nymph  resenr'd  I 

In  chase  o'  thee,  what  crowds  hae  swerv'd 

Frae  common  sense,  or  sunlc  enerv'd 

'Mang  heaps  o'  clavers : 
And  och !  o'er  aft  thy  joe*  hae  starv'd, 

'Mid  a.'  thy  favours  I 

Say,  Lassie,  why  thy  train  amang. 
While  loud  the  trump's  heroic  clang. 
And  sock  or  buskin  skelp  alangf 

To  death  or  tnarriage; 
Scarce  anc  has  tried  the  shepherd-sang 

But  wi'  miscarriage? 

In  Homer's  craft  Jock  Milton  thrives ; 
Eschylus'  pen  Will  Shakespeare  drives ; 
Wee  Pope,  the  knurlin,  till  him  rives 

Horatian  fame; 
In  thy  sweet  sang,  Barbauld,  survives 

Even  Sappho's  flame. 

But  thee,  Theocritus,  wha  matches  ? 
They're  no  herd's  ballats,  Maro's  catches; 
Squire  Pope  but  busks  his  skinklin  patches 

O'  heathen  tatters: 
I  pass  by  hundcrs,  nameless  wretches. 

That  ape  their  betters. 

In  this  braw  age  o'  wit  and  lear, 
Will  nane  the  Shepherd's  whistle  mair 
Blaw  sweetly  in  its  native  air. 

And  rural  grace; 
And,  wi'  the  far-fam'd  Grecian,  share 

A  rival  place? 
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Yu  1  there  is  ane ;  z  Scottish  callan  I 
There's  ane ;  come  forrit,  honest  Allan ! 
Thou  need  na  jouk  behint  die  hallan, 

A  chie)  sae  clever ; 
The  teeth  o'  time  may  gnaw  Tantallan, 

But  thou's  for  ever. 

Thou  paints  auld  Nature  to  the  nines. 

In  thy  sweet  Caledonian  lines ; 

Nae  gowden  stream  thro'  myrtle  twines, 

Where  Philomel, 
While  nightly  breezes  sweep  the  vines. 

Her  griefs  will  tell! 

In  gowany  glens  thy  burnic  strays, 
Where  bonie  lasses  bleacli  their  claes, 
Or  trots  by  hazelly  shaws  and  bract, 

Wi'  hawthorns  gray. 
Where  blackbirds  join  the  shepherd's  lays. 

At  close  o'  day. 

Thy  rural  loves  are  Nature's  sel'; 
Nae  bombast  spates  o'  nonsense  swell; 
Nae  snap  conceits,  but  that  sweet  spell 

O'  witch  in  love. 
That  charm  that  can  the  strongest  quell. 

The  sternest  move. 


VERSES  ON  THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  THE  WOODS 
NEAR  DRUMLANRIG 

As  on  the  banks  of  winding  Nith, 

Ac  smiling  simmer  mom  I  stray'd, 
And  traced  its  bonie  holms  and  haughs, 

Where  Unties  sang  and  lammies  play'd, 
I  sat  me  down  upon  a  craig. 

And  drank  my  fill  o'  fancy's  dream. 
When  from  the  eddying  deep  below. 

Up  rose  the  genius  of  the  stream. 
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Dark,  like  the  frowning  rock,  his  brow. 

And  troubled,  like  his  wintry  wave. 
And  deep,  as  sughs  the  boding  wind 

Amang  his  caves,  the  sigh  he  gave — 
"  And  come  ye  here,  my  son,"  he  cried, 

"  To  wander  in  my  birken  shade  ? 
To  muse  some  favourite  Scottish  theme. 

Or  sing  some  favourite  Scottish  maid  ^ 

"  There  was  a  time,  it's  nae  lang  syne, 

Ye  might  hae  seen  me  in  my  pride, 
When  a'  my  banks  sae  bravely  saw 

Their  woody  pictures  in  my  tide ; 
When  hanging  beech  and  spreading  elm 

Shaded  my  stream  sae  clear  and  cool : 
And  stately  oaks  their  twisted  arms 

Threw  broad  and  dark  across  the  pool ; 

"  When,  glinting  thro'  the  trees,  appear'd 

The  wee  white  cot  aboon  the  rnill. 
And  pcaccfu'  rose  its  ingle  reek, 

That,  slowly  curling,  ctamb  the  hilL 
But  now  the  cot  is  hare  and  cautd, 

Its  leafy  bield  for  ever  gane, 
And  scarce  a  stinted  birk  is  left 

To  shiver  in  the  blast  its  lane." 


"  Alas !  "  quoth  I,  "  what  ruefu'  chance 

Has  twin'd  ye  o'  your  stately  trees  ? 
Has  laid  your  rocky  bosom  bare — 

Has  stripped  the  deeding  aff  your  hraes? 
Was  it  the  bitter  eastern  blast, 

That  scatters  blight  in  early  spring? 
Or  was  't  the  wil'fire  scorch 'd  their  boughs. 

Or  canker-worm  wi'  secret  sting?  " 

•*  Nae  eastlin  blast,"  the  sprite  replied ; 

"  It  blaws  na  here  sae  fierce  and  fell, 
Aod  on  my  dry  and  halcsome  banks 

Nae  canker-worms  get  leave  to  dwell : 
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Man!  cruel  man  I  "  the  genius  sighed — 
As  through  the  cliffs  he  sank  him  down— 

*  The  worm  that  goaw'd  my  bonie  tre«s, 
That  reptile  wears  a  Ducal  crown."^ 
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THE  GALLANT  WEAVER 

Whb«  Cart  rins  row  in  to  the  sea, 
By  tnony  a  flower  and  spreading  tre^ 
There  livea  a  lad.  tlie  lad  for  me. 

He  is  a  gallant  Weaver. 
O,  I  had  wooers  aught  or  nine, 
They  gied  me  rings  and  ribhons  fine; 
And  I  was  fear'd  my  heart  wad  tine. 

And  I  gicd  it  to  the  Weaver. 


My  daddie  sign'd  my  tocher -band. 
To  gie  the  lad  that  has  the  land, 
But  to  my  heart  I'll  add  my  hand, 

And  give  it  to  the  Weaver, 
While  birds  rejoice  in  leafy  bowers. 
While  bees  delight  in  opening  flowers. 
While  corn  grows  green  in  summer  showers, 

I  love  my  galJant  Weaver. 


EHGBAM  AT  BROWNHILL  INN* 

At  Brownhill  we  always  get  dainty  good  cheer, 
And  plenty  of  bacon  each  day  in  the  year ; 
We've  a'  thing  that's  nice,  and  mostly  in  season. 
Bat  why  always  Bacon — come  tell  roe  the  reasoa? 


•  Tie  DaVi  of  Queensbenr. 

*  Bacon   wii  the  Bime   of  »  prejumably  intrndTC 
a>id  le  luTe  "  kfforded  mucb  unuiunenL" — Lotw. 


bMt    Use  UiKt  ara 
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YOITRE  WELCOME.  WILLIE 


Ckonu, — You'rt  welcome,  Willie  Stswart, 
You're  welcoine,  WiUic  Stewart, 
There's  ne'er  a  flower  that  blooms  in  May, 
That's  half  sae  welcome's  tboti  art  I 


Chorus. 


CouK,  bumpers  high,  express  your  joy. 

The  bowl  we  maun  renew  it. 
The  uppet  hen,  gae  bring  her  bca, 

To  welcome  Willie  Stewart. 
You're  welcome,  Willie  Stewmrt,  Ac 

May  foes  he  Strang,  and  friends  he  aUck 

Ilk  action,  may  he  me  it. 
May  woman  on  him  turn  her  back 

That  wrangs  thee,  Willie  Stewart. 
You're  welcome,  WiUic  Stewart,  fte. 


LOVELY  POLLY  STEWART 


lovely  Polly  Stewart, 
O  channing  Polly  Stewart. 
There's  ne'er  a  flower  that  blooms  in  11^', 
That's  half  so  fair  as  thou  art  1 


The  flower  it  blaws,  it  fades,  it  fa's, 

And  art  can  ne'er  renew  it ; 
But  worth  and  truth,  eternal  youth 

Will  gje  to  Polly  Stewart, 
0  lovely  Polly  Stewart,  Ac- 
May  he  whase  arms  shall  fauld  thy  charms 

Possess  a  leal  and  true  heart  I 
To  him  be  given  to  ken  the  heaven 

He  grasps  in  Polly  Stewart! 
O  lovely  FoUjr  Stewart,  &c 


Om 
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FEAGMENT.— DAMON  AND  SYLVIA 
Timt—"  The  Tither  Mom." 

iifoN  wandering  rill  that  marks  the  hiU, 

And  ^[lances  o'er  the  brae,  Sir, 
Slides  by  a  bower,  where  mony  a  flower 

Sheds  fra^ance  on  the  day,  Sir; 
There  Damon  lay  with  Sylvia  gay. 

To  love  they  thought  no  crime,  Sir, 
The  wild  birds  sang,  the  echoes  rang, 

While  Damon's  heart  beat  time,  Sir. 


I 


I 


JOHNIE   LAD,    COCK   UP   YOUR   BEAVER 

Whek  first  my  brave  Johnie  lad  came  to  the  town. 

He  had  a  blue  bonnet  that  wanted  the  crown; 
Bat  now  he  has  gotten  a  hat  and  a  feather. 
Hey,  brave  Johnie  lad,  cock  up  your  beaver  f 

Cock  up  your  beaver,  and  cocfc  it  fu'  spnish, 
We'll  over  the  border,  and  gie  them  a  brush ; 
There's  somebody  there  we'll  teach  better  behaviour, 
Hey,  brave  Johnie  lad,  cock  up  your  beaver  I 


MY  EPPIE  MACNAB 

O  SAW  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macnab  ? 
O  saw  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macnab? 

She's  down  in  the  yard,  she's  kissin  the  laird, 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  ain  Jock  Rah. 

O  come  thy  ways  to  me,  ray  Eppie  Macnab; 
O  come  thy  ways  to  me,  my  Eppie  Macnab; 

Whate'er  thou  hast  dune,  be  it  late,  be  it  suse, 
Tbou's  welcQKC  again  to  thy  ain  Jock  Rab. 
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What  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macnab? 
What  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macoab? 
She  let's  thee  to  wit  that  she  has  thee  forgot. 
And  for  ever  disowns  thee,  her  ain  Jock  Rab. 

O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Eppie  Macnab ! 
O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Eppie  Macnab  1 

As  light  as  the  air,  and  as  fausc  as  tbou's  fair, 
Thou's  broken  the  heart  o'  thy  ain  Jock  Rab. 


ALTHO'  HE  HAS  LEFT  ME 

AiTHo'  he  has  left  me  for  greed  o*  the  siller, 
I  dinna  envy  him  the  gains  he  can  win ; 

I  rather  wad  bear  a'  the  lade  o'  my  sorrow. 
Than  ever  hae  acted  sae  faithless  to  him. 


MY  TOCHER'S  THE  JEWEL 

O  UEiKtE  thinks  my  lure  o'  my  beauty. 

And  meikle  thinks  my  luve  o'  my  kin ; 
But  little  thinks  my  luve  I  ken  brawlie 

My  tocher's  the  jewel  has  charms  for  him. 
It's  a*  for  the  apple  he'll  nourish  the  tree. 

It's  a*  for  the  hinny  he'll  cherish  the  bee, 
My  laddie's  sac  meikle  in  luve  wi'  the  siller. 

He  canna  hac  luve  to  spare  for  me. 

Your  proffer  o*  luve's  an  airle-penny. 

My  tocher's  the  bargain  ye  wad  buy ; 
But  an  ye  be  crafty,  I  am  cunnin, 

Sae  ye  wi  anither  your  fortune  may  try. 
Ye're  like  to  the  timmer  o'  yon  rotten  wood, 

Ye're  like  to  the  bark  o'  yon  rotten  irc^ 
Ye'll  slip  frae  me  like  a  knotless  thread. 

And  ye'll  crack  your  credit  ,wi'  mae  nor 
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O  FOR  ANE  AN*  TWENTY,  TAM 

Chorus. — ^An'  O  for  anc  an'  twenty,  Tam  I 

And  hey,  sweet  ane  an'  twenty,  Taml 
I'll  leam  my  kin  a  rattltn  sang, 
An'  I  saw  ane  an'  twenty,  Tam. 

They  snool  me  sair,  and  hand  me  down. 
An'  gar  mc  look  like  bluntie,  Tatn ; 

But  three  short  years  will  soon  wheel  roun'. 
An'  then  comes  ane  an'  twenty,  Tam. 
An'  0  for,  &c. 

A  glieb  o'  Ian',  a  claut  o'  gear. 
Was  left  me  by  my  auntie,  Tam; 

At  kith  or  kin  I  need  na  spier, 
An  I  saw  ane  an'  twenty,  Tam. 
An'  O  for.  &c. 


They'll  hae  me  wed  a  wealthy  coof, 
Tho'  I  rayscl'  hae  plenty,  Tam; 

But,  hear'st  thou  laddie  1  there's  my  loof, 
I'm  thine  at  ane  an'  ^enty,  Tam. 
An'  O  for,  &c. 


THOU  FAIR  ELIZA 

TUKN  again,  thou  fair  Eliza  t 

Ae  kind  blink  before  we  part; 
Rue  on  thy  despairing  lover. 

Can'st  thoti  break  his  faithfu'  heart? 
Turn  again,  thou  fair  Eliza  I 

If  to  love  thy  heart  denies, 
Oh,  in  pity  hide  the  sentence 

Under  friendship's  kind  disguise! 
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Thee,  sweet  maid,  hae  I  offended? 

My  offence  ti  loving  thee; 
Can'st  thou  wreck  his  peace  for  ever, 

Wha  for  thine  would  gladiy  die? 
While  the  life  beats  in  my  bosom. 

Thou  shalt  mix  in  ilka  throe; 
Turn  again,  thou  lovely  maiden, 

Ae  sweet  smile  on  me  bestow 


Not  the  bee  upon  the  blossom, 

In  the  pride  o'  sinny  noon; 
N»t  the  little  sporting  fairy, 

All  beneath  the  simmer  moon; 
Not  the  Minstrel,  in  the  moment 

Fancy  lightens  in  his  e'e, 
Kens  the  pleasure,  feels  the  rapture. 

That  thy  presence  gies  to  me. 


MY  BONIE  BELi; 

The  smiling  Spring  comes  in  rejoicing. 

And  surly  Winter  grimly  flies; 
Now  crj'stal  cleat  are  the  falling  waters. 

And  bonie  blue  are  the  suntiy  skies. 
Fresh  o'er  the  mountains  breaks  forth  the  morning', 

The  ev'ning  gilds  the  ocean's  swell; 
All  creatures  joy  in  the  sun's  returning. 

And  I  rejoice  in  my  bonie  Bell. 


The  flowery  Spring  leads  sunny  Summer, 

The  yellow  Autumn  presses  near ; 
Then  in  his  turn  comes  gloomy  Winter, 

Till  smiting  Spring  again  appear : 
llius  seasons  dancing,  life  advancing. 

Old  Time  and  Nature  their  changes  tell; 
But  never  ranging,  still  unchan^Qg, 

I  adore  my  bonie  Bell. 
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SWEET   AFTON 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton !  among  thy  green  braes. 
Flow  gently,  I'll  sing  thee  a  song  in  thy  praise ; 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 

Thou  stock  dove  whose  echo  resounds  thro'  the  glen. 
Ye  wild  whistling  blackbirds,  in  yon  thorny  den, 
Thou  green  crested  lapwing  thy  screaming  forbear, 
I  charge  you,  disturb  not  my  slumbering  Fair. 

How  lofty,  sweet  Afton,  thy  neighbouring  hills. 
Far  mark'd  with  the  courses  of  clear,  winding  rills; 
There  daily  I  wander  as  noon  rises  high. 
My  flocks  and  my  Mary's  sweet  cot  in  my  eye. 

How  pleasant  thy  banks  and  green  valleys  below. 
Where,  wild  in  the  woodlands,  the  primroses  blow; 
There  oft,  as  mild  Ev'ning  weeps  over  the  lea, 
The  sweet-scented  birk  shades  my  Mary  and  me. 

Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton.  how  lovely  it  glides. 

And  winds  by  the  cot  where  my  Mary  resides; 

How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave. 

As,  gathering  swtet  flowerets,  she  stems  thy  clear  wave. 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  amang  thy  green  braes. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  river,  the  theme  of  my  lays; 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dreaou 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  SHADE  OF  THOMSON 

On  Crowniiig  His  Bust  at  Ednam.  Roxburghshire, 
with  a  Wreath  of  Bays. 

While  Tirgin  Spring  by  Eden's  flood. 
Unfolds  her  tender  mantle  green. 
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Or  prstnlcs  the  sod  io  frolic  mood. 
Or  tunes  Eolian  strains  between. 


While  Summer,  with  a.  matron  grace. 
Retreats  to  Dry  burgh's  cooling  shad^ 

Yet  oft,  delighted,  stops  to  trace 
The  progress  of  the  spiky  blade. 

While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind. 
By  Tweed  erects  his  aged  head, 

And  sees,  with  self-approving  mind. 
Each  creature  on  his  bounty  fed. 

While  maniac  Winter  rages  o'er 
The  hills  whence  classic  Yarrow  flows. 

Rousing  the  turbid  torrent's  roar. 
Or  sweeping,  wild,  a  waste  of  snows. 

So  long,  sweet  Poet  of  the  year  1 

Shall  bloom  that  wreath  thou  well  hast 

While  Scotia,  with  exulting  tear. 
Proclaims  that  Thomson  was  her  son. 


NITHSDALE'S    WELCOME    HAME 

The  noble  Maxwells  and  their  powers 

Are  coming  o'er  the  border, 
And  they'll  gae  big  Terreagles'  towers 

And  set  them  a'  in  order. 
And  they  declare  Terreagles  fair. 

For  their  abode  they  choose  it ; 
There's  no  a  heart  in  a'  the  land 

But's  lighter  at  the  news  o't. 

Tho'  stars  in  skies  may  disappeai", 

And  angry  tempests  gather; 
The  happy  hour  may  soon  be  near 

That  brings  us  pleasant  weather : 
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The  .weary  night  o'  care  and  grief 
May  hae  a  joyfu'  morrow ; 

So  dawning  day  has  brought  relief, 
Farcweel  our  night  o'  sorrow. 


FRAE  THE  FRIENDS  AND  LAND  I  LOVE 
Tufit—"  CaiTOD  Side." 

Frae  the  friends  and  land  I  love, 

Driv'n  by  Fortune's  felly  spite; 
Frae  my  best  bdov'd  I  rove. 

Never  mair  to  taste  delight: 
Never  mair  maun  hope  to  find 

Ease  frae  toil,  relief  frae  care; 
When  Remembrance  wracks  the  mind, 

Pleasures  but  unveil  despair. 

Brightest  climes  shall  mirk  appear, 

Desert  ilka  blooming  shore, 
Till  the  Fates,  nae  mair  severe. 

Friendship,  love,  and  peace  restore. 
Till  Revenge,  wi'  laurel'd  head. 

Bring  our  banished  haroe  again; 
And  ilk  loyal,  faonie  lad 

Cross  the  seas,  and  win  his  aiti. 


SUCH  A  PARCEL  OF  ROGUES  IN  A  NATION 

Farbweel  to  a'  our  Scottish  fame, 

Farcweel  our  ancient  giory ; 
Fareweel  ev'n  to  the  Scottish  name, 

Sae  fam'd  in  martial  story. 
Now  Sark  rins  over  Solway  sands. 

An'  Tweed  rins  to  the  ocean. 
To  mark  where  England's  province  standi— 

Sudi  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  aatioal 
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What  force  or  guile  could  not  subdue;, 

Thro'  many  warlike  ages. 
Is  wrought  now  by  a  cowsrd  few. 

For  hireling  traitor's  wages. 
The  English  steel  we  could  disdaia. 

Secure  in  valour's  station  ; 
But  English  gold  has  been  our  bane — 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  natioal 

O  would,  or  I  had  seen  the  day 
That  Treason  thus  could  sell  us. 

My  auld  grey  head  had  lien  in  day, 
Wi'  Bruce  and  loyal  Wallace  t 

But  pith  and  power,  till  my  last  hour, 
I'll  mak  this  declaration; 

We're  bought  and  sold  for  English  gold- 
Such  a  parcel  of  r<^^es  in  a  nation  I 


YE  JACOBITES  BY  NAM£ 

Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  ear,  give  an  ear. 
Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  car. 

Ye  Jacobites  by  name, 

Your  fauts  I  will  praclaim. 
Your  doctrines  I  tnaun  blame,  you  sliall  bear. 

What  is  Right,  and  What  is  Wrang.  by  the  law,  by 

the  law? 
What  is  Right,  and  what  !s  Wrang,  by  the  law  ? 

What  is  Right,  and  what  is  Wrang? 

A  short  sword,  and  a  lang, 
A  weak  arm  and  a  Strang,  for  to  draw. 

What  makes  heroic  strife,  famed  afar,  famed  afar? 
What  makes  heroic  strife,  famed  afar? 

What  makes  heroic  strife? 

To  whet  th'  assassin's  knife. 
Or  bunt  a  Parent's  life,  wi'  bluidy  yrar? 
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Tbcn  let  your  schemes  alone,  in  the  state,  In  the  state, 
Then  let  your  schemes  alone,  in  the  state. 

Then  let  you  ichemes  alone, 

Adore  the  rising  sun, 
And  leave  a  man  undone,  to  his  fate. 


I  HAE  BEEN  AT  CROOKIEDEN 

I  HA£  been  at  Crookieden, 

My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie, 
iViewing  Willie  and  his  men, 

My  bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie. 
There  our  foes  that  burnt  and  slew. 

My  bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie. 
There,  at  last,  they  gat  their  due. 

My  bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie, 

Satan  sits  in  his  black  neuk. 

My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie, 
Breaking  sticks  to  roast  the  Duke, 

My  bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie. 
The  bloody  monster  gae  a  yell, 

My  bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie. 
And  loud  the  laugh  gied  round  a'  hell 

My  bonie  laddie,  Hig^and  laddie. 


O  KENMURE'S  ON  AND  AW  A,  WILLIE 

O  Kenmiire's  on  and  awa,  Willie, 

O  Kenmure's  on  and  awa : 
An'  Kenmure's  lord's  the  bravest  lord 

That  ever  Galloway  saw- 
Success  to  Kenmure's  band,  Willie  I 

Success  to  Kenmure's  band  I 
There's  no  a  heart  that  fears  a  Whig, 

That  rides  by  Kenmure's  band. 
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Here's  Kenmure's  health  in  wine,  WilKe  t 
Here's  Kenmure's  health  in  wine  I 

There's  ne'er  a  coward  o'  Kenmure's  blude. 
Nor  yet  o'  Gordon's  line. 

O  Kenmure's  lads  are  men,  Willie, 

O  Kenmure's  lads  are  men; 
Their  hearts  and  swords  are  metal  true. 

And  that  their  foes  shall  ken. 

They'll  live  or  die  wi'  fame,  Willie; 

They'll  live  or  die  wi'  fame ; 
But  sune,  wi'  sounding  victorie, 

May  Kenmure's  lord  come  hamet 

Here's  him  that's  far  awa,  Willie  1 

Here's  him  that's  far  awal 
And  here's  the  flower  that  I  loe  best. 

The  rose  that's  like  the  snaw. 


EPISTLE    TO 


JOHN    MAXWELL,    ESQ.,    OI 
TERRAUGHTY 

On  His  Birthday. 


Health  to  the  Maxwell's  veteran  Chief! 
Health,  aye  unsour'd  by  care  or  grief: 
Insptr'd,  I  turn'd  Fate's  sibyl  leaf, 

This  natal  morn, 
I  see  thy  life  is  stuiT  o'  prief. 

Scarce  quite  half-wom. 

This  day  thou  metes  threescore  eleven. 
And  I  can  tell  that  bounteous  Heaven 
(The  second-sight,  ye  ken,  is  given 

To  ilka  Poet) 
On  thee  a  tack  o'  seven  times  seven 

WilJ  yet  bestow  it. 
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If  envious  buckies  view  wi'  sorrow 

Thy  lengthen'd  days  on  this  blest  morrow. 

May  Desolation's  lang-teeth'd  harrow. 

Nine  miles  an  hour, 
Eakc  them,  like  Sodom  and  Gomorrah, 

In  bninstane  stour. 

But  for  thy  friends,  and  they  are  raony, 
Baith  honest  men,  and  lassies  bonie, 
May  couthie  Fortune,  kind  and  cannie, 

In  social  glee, 
.Wi'  mornings  blythe,  and  c'enings  funny. 

Bless  them  and  thee! 

Fareweel,  auld  birlde !  Lord  be  near  ye. 
And  then  the  deil,  he  dauma  steer  ye: 
.Your  friends  aye  love,  your  faes  aye  fear  ye; 

For  mc,  shame  fa'  me. 
If  neist  my  heart  I  dinna  wear  ye, 

While  BtmNs  they  ca'  me. 
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SECOND   EPISTLE   TO    ROBERT   GRAHAM,   ESQ, 
OF  FINTRY 

Sth  October  1.791. 

Late  crippl'd  of  an  arm,  and  now  a  leg, 
About  to  beg  a  pass  for  leave  to  beg ; 
Dull,  listless,  teas'd,  dejected,  and  deprest 
(Nature  is  adverse  to  a  cripple's  rest)  ; 
Will  generous  Graham  list  to  his  Poet's  wail  ? 
(It  soothes  poor  Misery,  hearkening  to  her  tale) 
And  hear  him  curse  the  light  he  first  survey "d. 
And  doubly  curse  the  luckless  rhyming  trade  F 

Thou,  Nature!  partial  Nature,  I  arraign; 
Of  thy  caprice  maternal  1  complain; 
The  lion  and  the  bull  thy  care  have  found. 
One  shakes  the  forests,  and  one  spurns  the  ground; 
HC— Voi.  e  o 
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Thou  g:iv'st  the  ass  his  hide,  the  snail  his  sbdl ; 
Th'  envenom  d  wasp,  victorious,  guards  his  cdJj 
Thy  minions  kings  defend,  control,  devour. 
Id  all  th'  omnipotence  of  rule  and  power ; 
Foxes  and  statesmen  subtile  wiles  ensure ; 
The  cit  and  polecat  stink,  and  are  secure; 
Toads  with  their  poison,  doctors  with  their  dm^ 
The  priest  and  hedgehog  in  their  robes,  are  snog; 
Ev'n  silly  woman  has  her  warlike  arts. 
Her  tongue  and  cyea — her  dreaded  spear  and  dartt. 

But  Oh !  thou  hitter  step-mother  and  hard. 
To  thy  poor,  fenceless,  naked  child — the  Bard  I 
A  thing  unteachable  in  world's  skill. 
And  half  an  idiot  too,  more  helpless  still ; 
No  heels  to  bear  him  from  the  op'ning  dun; 
No  claws  to  dig.  his  hated  sight  to  »hun ; 
No  horns,  but  those  by  luckless  Hymen  won|. 
And  those,  alas !  not,  Amalthea's  horn : 
No  nerves  olfact'ry,  Mammon's  trusty  cur. 
Clad  in  rich  Dulness*  comfortable  fur; 
In  naked  feeling,  and  in  aching  pride. 
He  bears  th*  unbroken  blast  from  ev'ry  side: 
Vainpyre  booksellers  drain  him  to  the  heart. 
And  scorpion  critics  cureless  venom  dart. 

Critics — appall'd,  I  venture  on  the  name; 
Those  cut-throat  bandits  in  the  paths  of  fame: 
Bloody  dissectors,  worse  than  ten  Munroes; 
He  backs  to  teach,  they  man^e  to  expose: 

His  heart  by  causeless  wanton  malice  wrung. 
By  blockheads'  daring  into  madness  stung; 
His  well-won  bays,  than  life  itself  more  dear. 
By  miscreants  torn,  who  ne'er  one  sprig  must  wearj^ 
Foil'd,  bleeding,  tortur'd  in  th'  unequal  strife. 
The  hapless  Poet  flounders  on  thro'  life: 
Till,  fled  each  hope  that  once  his  bosom  fii^d. 
And  fled  each  muse  that  glorious  once  insplr'il 
Low  sunk  in  squalid,  unprotected  age. 
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Dead  e%'en  resentment  for  his  Injur'd  pige, 
He  beeds  or  feels  no  more  the  ruthleBs  critic's  rage  I 
So,  by  some  hedge,  the  gen'rous  steed  deceas'd, 
For  half-starv'd  snarling  curs  a  dainty  feast ; 
By  toil  and  famine  wore  to  skin  and  bone, 
lies,  senseless  of  each  tugging  bitch's  son. 

0  Dulness  t  portion  of  the  truly  blest  I 
Calm  shelter'd  haven  of  eternal  rest  1 

Thy  sons  ne'er  madden  in  the  fierce  extremes 
Of  Fortune's  polar  frost,  or  torrid  beams. 
If  tiiantling  high  she  fills  the  golden  cup. 
With  sober  selfish  ease  they  sip  it  up; 
Conscious  the  boqnteous  meed  they  well  deserve, 
They  only  wonder  "  sonie  folks  "  do  not  starve. 
The  grave  sage  hem  thus  easy  picks  his  frog. 
And  thinks  the  mallard  a  sad  worthless  dog. 
When  disappointment  snaps  the  clue  of  hope. 
And  thro*  disastrous  night  they  darkling  grope. 
With  deaf  endurance  sluggishly  they  bear, 
And  just  conclude  "that  fools  are  fortune's  care," 
So,  heavy,  passive  to  the  tempest's  shocks, 
Strong  on  the  sign-post  stands  the  stupid  ox. 

Not  so  the  idle  Muses'  mad-c«p  train. 
Not  such  the  workings  of  their  nioon-struck  bri^; 
In  equanimity  they  never  dwell. 
By  turns  in  soaring  heav'p,  or  vaulted  Hell. 

1  dread  thee.  Fate,  relentless  and  severe. 
With  all  a  poet's,  husband's,  father's  fear  I 
Already  on©  strong  hold  of  hope  is  lost — 
Glencairn,  the  truly  noble,  lies  in  dust 
(Fled,  like  the  sun  eclips'd  as  noon  appears. 
And  left  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears) ; 
O!  hear  my  ardent,  grateful,  selfish  pray'rt 
Fiotry.  my  other  stay,  long  bless  and  spare  I 
Thro'  a  long  life  his  hopes  and  wishes  crown. 
And  bright  in  cloudless  skies  liis  sun  go  downl 
May  bliss  domestic  smooth  his  private  path; 
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Give  energy  to  life;  and  soothe  his  latest  brcaffi. 
With  many  a  filial  tear  circling  the  bed  of  death t 


THE   SONG     OF  DEATH 
rH>t#— "  Ortn  an  aotg." 

Seettt — A   PleM   of  B«ttl«— Time  of  the    day, 
wounded  and  dying  of  the  victorious  array  are  suppoaed  tp  ioin  ia 

the  following  song. 

Fakewell,  thou  fair  day,  thou  green  eatth  and  ye  sides. 

Now  gay  with  the  broad  setting  sun ; 
Farewell,  loves  and  friendships,  ye  dear  tender  ties, 

Our  race  of  existence  is  run  1 
Thou  grim  King  of  Terrors;  thou  Life's  gloomy  foci 

Go,  frighten  the  coward  and  slave; 
Go,  teach  them  to  tremble,  fell  tyrant !  but  know 

No  terrors  hast  thou  to  the  brave  I 

Thou  strik'st  the  dull  peasant — he  sinks  in  the  dailc, 

Nor  saves  e'en  the  wreck  of  a  name ; 
Thou  strik'st  the  young  hero— a  glorious  mark; 

He  falls  in  the  blaze  of  his  famel 
In  the  field  of  proud  honour — our  swords  in  our  hands, 

Our  King  and  our  country  to  save ; 
While  victory  shines  on  Life's  last  ebbing  sands^^ 

O  who  would  not  die  with  the  brave  t! 


POEM  ON  SENSIBILITY 

Sensibility,  how  charming, 
Dearest  Nancy,  thou  canst  tell; 

But  distress,  with  horrors  arming. 
Thou  alas  I  hast  known  too  welit 

Fairest  flower,  behold  the  lily 
Blooming  in  the  sunny  rajr; 
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Let  the  blast  sweep  o'er  the  valley, 
See  it  prostrate  in  the  clay. 

Hear  the  woodlark  charm  the  forest 

Telling  o'er  his  Hrtle  joys; 
But  alas !  a  prey  the  surest 

To  each  pirate  of  the  skies. 

Dearly  bought  the  hidden  treasure 

Finer  feelings  can  bestow: 
Chords  that  vibrate  sweetest  pleasure 

Thrill  the  deepest  notes  of  woe. 


THE  TOADEATER 

Of  Lordly  acquaintance  you  boast. 
And  the  Dukes  that  you  dined  wi'  yestreen. 

Yet  an  insect's  an  insect  at  most, 
Tho'  it  crawl  on  the  curl  of  a  Queen  t 


DIVINE  SERVICE  IN  THE  KIRK  OF  LAMINGTON 

As  cauld  a  wind  as  ever  blew, 
A  cauld  kirk,  an  in't  but  few: 
As  cauld  a  minister's  ever  spak; 
Ye'se  a'  be  het  or  I  come  back. 


THE  KEEKIN-GLASS 

How  daur  ye  ca'  me  "Howlet-face"? 

Ye  blear-e'ed,  withered  spectre! 
Ye  only  spied  the  keekin-glass, 

An'  there  ye  saw  your  picture. 
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A  GRACE  BEFORE  DINNER.  EXTEMPORE 


O  THOO  who  kindly  dost  provide 

For  every  creature's  want  I 
We  bless  Thee,  God  of  Nature  wide. 

For  all  Thy  goodness  lent: 
And  if  it  please  Thee,  heavenly  Guide, 

May  never  worse  be  sent ; 
But,  whether  granted  or  dented. 

Lord,  bless  us  with  content    Ameal 


A  GRACE  AFTER  DINNER,  EXTEMPORE 

O  THOU,  In  whom  we  live  and  mov^— 

Who  made  the  sea  and  shore ; 
Thy  goodness  constantly  we  prove. 

And  grateful  would  adore ; 
And,  if  it  please  Thee,  Power  above! 

Still  grant  us,  with  such  store, 
The  friend  we  trust,  the  fair  we  love^ 

And  we  desire  no  more.    Amen  I 


O  MAY,  TTIY  MORN 

O  MAY,  thy  morn  was  ne'er  so  street 

As  the  mirk  night  o*  December  1 
For  sparkling  was  the  rosy  wine, 

And  private  was  the  chamber: 
And  dear  was  she  I  dare  na  name. 

But  I  will  ay 9  remetpber: 
And  dear  was  she  I  dare  na  name. 

But  I  will  aye  roroember. 

And  bere*s  to  them  that,  like  oursel. 
Can  push  about  the  jorum  1 
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And  here's  to  them  that  wish  us  weel, 
May  a'  tlut'a  guid  watch  o'er  eml 

And  here's  to  them,  we  dare  na  tell. 
The  dearest  o'  the  quorum! 

And  her«*g  to  them,  we  dare  na  tdl. 
The  dearest  o'  the  quorum. 


'AE  FOND  KISS,  AND  THEN  WE  SEVER 
T«ii«— "  Roiy  Dall*»  Port* 

Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever; 
Ae  fareweel,  and  then  forever ! 
Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  I'll  pledge  thee, 
WBiring  sighs  and  groans  111  wage  ihet 
Who  shall  say  tliat  Fortune  grieves  him. 
While  the  star  of  hope  she  leaves  htm? 
Me,  nae  cheerful  twinkle  lights  me; 
Dark  despair  around  benigfats  me. 

Ill  ne'er  blame  my  partial  iaacy, 
Kaething  could  resist  my  Nancy; 
But  to  Bee  her  was  to  love  heri 
Love  but  her,  and  love  for  ever. 
Had  w«  sever  lov'd  sae  kindly. 
Had  wt  never  lov'd  eae  blini^, 
Never  met —or  never  parted. 
We  bad  ne'er  been  broleen-hearted 


Fare-tbee^weel,  thou  first  anil  taireatt 
Far e-tbce- weel,  tliou  best  and  dearest  t 
Thine  be  iUca  joy  and  treasure. 
Peace,  Enjoyment,  Love  and  Pleasiirel 
Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  aeverl 
Ae  fareweel,  alas,  for  ever ! 
Deep  in  heart- wrung  tears  I'll  pledge  thee; 
Warring  sighs  and  groans  I'll  wage  tliee. 


BEHOLD  THE  HOUR.  THE  BOAT.  ARRFVl 

Behold  the  hour,  the  boat,  arriTcl 
My  dearest  Nancy,  O  fareweel  t 

Severed  frae  thee,  can  I  survive, 
Frae  thee  whom  I  hae  lov'd  sae  weel? 

Endless  and  d«ep  shall  be  my  grief; 

Nae  ray  of  comfort  shall  I  see. 
But  this  inost  precious,  dear  belief. 

That  thou  wilt  still  remember  me  I 

Alan^  the  soliuiy  shore 

Where  Bitting  sea-fowl  round  me  cry. 
Across  the  rolling,  dashing  roar, 

I'll  westward  turn  my  wishful  eye, 

*  Happy  thoH  Indian  grove,"  I'll  say, 
"  Where  now  my  Nancy's  path  shall  bet 
■While  thro'  your  sweets  she  holds  her  waf* 
O  lell  me;,  does  she  mnse  on  me?* 


THOU  GLOOMY  DECEMBER 

Kkce  mair  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December  I 
Ancc  mair  I  hail  thee  wi'  sorrow  and  care ; 

Sad  was  the  parting  thon  makes  me  remembei^^ 
Parting  wi'  Kancy,  oh,  ne'er  to  meet  malrl 

Fond  lovers'  parting  is  sweet,  painful  pleasure, 
Hope  beaming  mild  on  the  soft  parting  boiu*; 

But  the  dire  feeling,  O  farewell  for  ever  I 
Anguish  tmmingled,  aod  agony  pure  I 

Wild  as  the  winter  now  tearing  the  forest. 
Till  the  last  leaf  o'  the  summer  is  flown; 

Such  is  the  tempesl  has  shaken  my  bosom. 
Till  my  last  hope  and  last  comfort  is  gone. 
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StiU  as  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December, 
Still  shall  I  hail  thee  wi'  sorrow  and  care; 

For  sad  was  the  parting  thou  makes  me  remember, 
Futing  wi*  Nancy,  oh,  ne'er  to  meet  mair. 


MY  NATIVE  LAND  SAE  FAR  AWA 

O  SAD  and  heavy,  should  I  part. 
But  for  her  sake,  sae  far  awa; 

Unknowing  what  my  way  may  thwart, 
My  native  land  sae  far  awa. 

Thou  that  of  a'  things  Maker  art. 
That  formed  this  Fair  sae  far  awa, 

Gie  body  strength,  then  I'll  ne'er  start 
At  this  ray  way  sae  far  awa. 

How  true  is  love  to  ptire  desert  I 
Like  mine  for  her  sae  far  awa; 

And  nocht  can  heal  my  bosom's  smarts 
While,  oh,  she  is  sae  far  awa  1 

Nane  other  love,  nane  other  dart, 
I  feel  but  her's  sae  far  awa; 

Bnt  fairer  never  touch'd  a  heart 
Than  her's,  the  Fair,  sac  far  awa. 


I  DO  CONFESS  THOU  ART  SAE  FAUB 
Alteration  of  an  Old  Poem. 

I  DO  confess  thou  art  sae  fair. 

I  wad  been  o'er  the  lugs  in  luve. 
Had  1  na  found  the  slightest  prayer 

That  lips  could  speak  th^r  heart  could  muve. 


4ftt  ROBERT  BUHNS 

I  do  confess  tlice  sweet,  but  find 
Ttiou  art  »o  thriftless  o'  ihy  sweets, 

Thy  favours  arc  the  silly  wind 
That  kisses  ilka  thingr  it  meets. 

Sec  yonder  rosebud,  rich  in  dew, 

Amang  its  native  briers  sac  coy; 
How  sune  it  tines  its  scent  and  hue. 
When  pu'd  and  worn  a  common  toy. 

Sic  fate  ere  lang  shall  thee  betide, 
Tho*  thou  may  gaily  bloom  awhile; 

lAnd  sunc  thou  shalt  be  thrown  aside. 
Like  ony  common  weed  and  vile. 


LINES  ON  FERGUSSON,  THE   POET 

Ili.-fated  genius  I    Heaven-taught  Fergusson  ! 

What  heart  that  fccb  and  will  not  yield  a  teat. 
To  think  Life's  sun  did  set  e'er  well  begun 

To  shed  its  influence  on  thy  bright  career. 

O  why  should  truest  Worth  and  Genius  pine 
Beneath  the  iron  grasp  of  Want  and  Woe, 

While  titled  knaves  and  idiot-Greatness  shine 
In  all  the  splendour  Fortune  can  bestow  ? 


THE  WEARY  FUND  0'  TOW 

Chorni. — The  weary  pund,  tlie  weary  piind, 

The  weary  pund  o*  tow; 
I  think  my  wife  will  end  her  life. 
Before  she  spin  her  tow. 

I  BOUGHT  my  wife  a  stane  o*  lint. 
As  gude  as  e'er  did  grow, 
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And  a*  that  she  has  made  o*  that 
li  ae  puir  pund  o'  tow, 
The  weary  pund,  &c 

There  sat  a  bottle  in  a  bolci 

Beyont  the  ingle  low; 
And  aye  she  took  the  tither  sovSk, 

To  drouk  the  stouric  tow. 
The  weary  pund,  &c 

Quoth  I,  for  shame,  ye  dirty  dame, 
Gae  spin  your  tap  o'  tow ! 

She  took  the  rock,  and  wi'  a  knock) 
She  brak  it  o'er  my  pow. 
The  weary  pund,  &c. 

At  last  her  feet — ^I  sang  to  seet"' 
Gaed  foremost  o'er  the  knowe. 

And  or  I  wad  anither  jad, 
ni  wallop  in  a  tow. 
Tbe  weaiy  pund,  &c. 


«W 


WHEN  SHE  CAW  BEM  SHE  BOBBED 

O  WHEN  she  cam*  ben  she  bobbed  fu'  law, 
O  when  she  cam'  ben  she  bobbed  fu*  law. 
And  when  she  cam'  ben,  she  kiss'd  Cockpeo, 
And  syne  denied  she  did  it  at  a'. 

And  was  na  Cockpen  right  saucy  witha*  P 
And  was  na  Cockpen  right  saucy  witha' 7 
In  leaving  the  daughter  of  a  lord. 
And  kissitt  a  collier  lassie  an'  a'f 

O  never  look  down,  my  lasde,  at  ^, 
O  never  look  down,  my  lassie,  at  a*, 
Thy  lips  arc  as  sweet,  and  tliy  figure  complete 
Aa  tte  finest  dame  ia  castle  or  ha'. 


BOBERT  BURNS 

Tho'  thou  has  oae  silk,  and  hot  I  and  sac  sma', 
Tho'  thou  has  oae  silk,  and  holland  sac  sma'. 
Thy  coat  and  thy  sark  are  thy  sin  handlwaric, 
And  lady  Jean  was  never  sac  braw. 


SCROGGAM,  MY  DEARIE 

TaE&£  was  a  wife  wonn'd  in  Cockpen, 

Scrog'gam ; 
She  brew'd  gudc  ale  for  gentlemen; 
Sing  auld  Cowl  lay  ye  down  by  me, 
ScrOKam,  my  dearie,  ruflfum. 

The  gudcwife's  dochter  fell  in  a  fever, 

Scroggam ; 
The  priest  o'  the  parish  he  fell  in  anither; 
Sing  auld  Cowl  lay  ye  down  by  me, 
Scroggam,  my  dearie,  ruffum. 

They  laid  them  side  by  side  thegither, 

Scroggam ; 

That  the  heat  o"  the  tane  might  cool  the  tithcr; 
Sing  auld  Cowl,  lay  ye  down  by  mc, 
Scroggam,  my  dearie,  ruSmn. 


MY  COLLIER  LADDIB 

Whakk  live  ye,  my  bonis  lass? 

And  tell  me  what  they  ca'  ye; 
My  name,  she  says,  is  mistress  Jean, 

And  I  follow  the  Collier  laddie. 

My  name,  she  says,  &C. 

See  you  not  yon  hills  and  dales 
The  sun  shines  on  sae  brawlie; 
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They  a'  are  mine,  and  they  shall  be  tbin^ 
Gin  yc'll  leave  your  Collier  laddie. 

They  a*  are  mine,  &c. 

Ye  shall  gang  in  gay  attire, 

Weel  buskit  up  sae  gaudy; 
And  anc  to  wait  on  every  hand. 

Gin  ye'U  leave  your  Collier  laddie. 

And  an«  to  wait,  &c 

Tho'  yc  had  a'  the  sun  shines  on, 

And  the  earth  conceals  sae  lowly, 
I  wad  turn  my  back  on  you  and  it  a', 

And  embrace  my  Collier  laddie. 

I  wad  turn  my  back,  &c. 

I  can  win  my  five  pennies  in  a  day, 

An'  spen't  at  night  fu'  brawlie : 
And  make  my  bed  in  the  collier's  neuk. 

And  lie  down  wi'  my  Collier  laddie. 
And  make  my  bed.  Sic, 

Ix»ve  for  love  is  the  bargain  for  me, 

Tho'  the  wee  cot-house  should  baud  me; 

And  the  warld  before  me  to  win  my  bread. 
And  fair  fa'  my  Collier  laddie! 

And  the  warld  before  me,  &c. 


SIC  A  WIFE  AS  WILLIE  HAD 

WniiE  Wastle  dwalt  on  Tweed, 

The  spot  they  ca'd  it  Linkumdoddie; 
Willie  was  a  wabster  gude, 

Could  stown  a  clue  wi'  ony  body : 
He  bad  a  wife  was  dour  and  din, 

O  Tinkler  Maidgie  was  her  mithcf; 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

i  wad  na  gie  a  btitton  for  her. 
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She  has  an  e'e,  she  has  but  unc. 

The  cat  hartwa  the  very  colour  | 
Five  rusty  teeth  forbye  a  stump, 

A  clapper  tongue  wad  deave  a  miller; 
A  whiskin  beard  about  her  mou*. 

Her  no*t  and  chiti  they  threaten  ithcr; 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had. 

1  wadna  gie  a  button  for  her. 

Slie's  bow-hough'd,  she's  hcin-shin'd, 

Ae  limpin  leg  a  liand-breed  shorter  j 
She's  twisted  rtpht,  she's  twisted  left. 

To  balance  fair  in  ilka  quarter : 
She  has  a  lump  upon  her  breast. 

The  tmn  o'  that  uf>on  her  shoather; 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had. 

I  wadna  gie  a  button  for  her. 

Auld  baudrons  by  the  ingle  iits, 

An'  wi'  her  loof  her  face  a-washin ; 
But  Willie's  wife  is  nae  sae  trig, 

She  dights  her  grunzic  wi'  a  hushioo ; 
Her  walie  nieves  like  inidden-creels. 

Her  face  wad  fyle  the  Logati  Waierj, 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wadna  gie  a  button  for  her. 


LADY  MARY  ANN 

O  LADY  Marj'  Ann  looks  o'er  the  Castle  wa'. 
She  saw  three  bonie  boys  playing  at  the  bA\ 
The  youngest  he  was  the  flower  amang  them  a'. 
My  bonie  laddie's  yt>ung,  but  he's  growin*  yet 

O  father,  O  father,  an  ye  think  it  fit, 
We'll  send  him  a  year  to  the  college  yet. 
We'll  sew  a  green  ribbon  round  about  hi*  hat. 
And  that  will  let  them  ken  he's  to  marry  yet 
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Lady  Mary  Ann  was  a  flower  in  the  dew, 
Sweet  was  its  taitl]  and  bonte  was  its  hue. 
And  the  longer  it  blossom 'd  the  sweeter  it  grew. 
For  the  lily  in  the  bud  will  be  bonier  yet. 

Young  Charlie  Cochran  was  the  fiprnut  of  an  aikj 
Bonie  and  bloomin'  and  straught  was  its  make, 
The  sun  took  delight  to  shine  for  its  sake, 
And  it  will  be  the  brag  o'  the  forest  y«t. 

The  simmer  is  gane  when  the  leaves  they  were  green. 
And  the  days  are  awa'  that  we  hae  seen, 
But  far  better  days  I  trust  will  come  again; 

For  my  bonie  laddie's  young,  but  he's  growin'  yet. 


KELLY  BURN  BRAES 

There  lived  a  carl  in  Kelly  Burn  Braes, 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme; 

And  he  had  a  wife  was  the  plague  of  his  days. 
And  the  thyme  it  ia  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime, 

Ae  day  as  the  carl  gaed  up  the  lang  glen. 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyrae; 

He  met  with  the  Devil,  says,  "  How  do  you  fen  ?  " 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

I've  got  a  bad  Wife,  sir,  that's  a'  my  complaint, 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme; 

"  For,  savin  your  presence,  to  her  yc'rc  a  saint," 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  tue  is  in  prime. 

It's  neither  your  stot  nor  your  staig  I  shall  cra¥e. 
Hey.  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyrae ; 

"  But  gie  me  your  wife,  man,  for  her  I  must  have," 
And  the  thyme  k  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

"  O  welcome  mo«t  kindly  !  "  the  hi ythe  carl  said, 
Hey.  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme; 
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"  But  if  ye  can  match  her  ye're  waur  than  yeVe  ca'd," 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

The  Devil  has  got  the  auld  wife  on  his  back. 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme ; 

And  like  a  pcwr  pedlar  he's  carried  his  pack. 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime; 

He's  carried  her  hame  to  his  atn  hat  Ian  door. 

Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme: 
Syne  bade  her  gae  in  for  a  b — ,  and  a  w — , 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime- 
Then  straight  he  makes  fifty,  the  pick  o'  his  hand) 

Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme: 
Turn  out  on  her  guard  in  the  clap  o'  a  hand. 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

The  carlin  gaed  thro*  them  like  ony  wud  bear. 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme; 

Whae'er  she  gat  hands  on  cam  near  her  nae  mair, 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime, 

A  reekit  wee  deevil  looks  over  the  wa', 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme ; 

"  0  help,  maister,  help,  or  she'll  ruin  us  a*  1 " 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime; 

The  Devil  he  swore  by  the  edge  o'  his  knife. 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme ; 

He  pitied  the  man  that  was  tied  to  a  wife. 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

The  Devil  he  swore  by  the  kirk  and  the  bell, 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme ; 

He  was  not  in  wedlock,  thank  Heav'n,  but  in  hell, 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

Then  Satan  has  travell'd  again  wi'  his  pack. 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme; 
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And  to  her  auld  husband  he's  carried  her  back. 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wtther'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

I  hae  been  a  Deevil  the  feck  o*  my  life. 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme ; 

"  But  ne'er  was  in  hell  till  I  met  wi'  a  wife," 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 


THE  SLAVE'S  LAMENT 

■  was  in  sweet  Senega!  that  my  foes  did  me  enthral. 

For  the  lands  of  Virginia.-ginia,  O : 
forn  from  that  lovely  shore,  and  must  never  see  it  more; 

And  alas  !  I  am  weary,  weary  O : 
pom  from  that  lovely  shore,  and  roust  never  see  it  more ; 

And  alas !  I  am  weary,  weary  O. 

Jl  on  that  charming  coast  is  no  bitter  snow  and  frost. 

Like  the  lands  of  Virginia, -ginia,  O: 
bere  streams  for  ever  flow,  and  there  flowers  for  ever  blow, 

And  alas !  I  am  weary,  weary  O : 
bere  streams  for  ever  flow,  and  there  flowers  for  ever  blow. 

And  alas !  I  am  weary,  weary  O. 

le  burden  I  must  bear,  while  the  cruel  scourge  I  fear. 

In  the  lands  of  Virgin) a, -ginia,  O ; 
nd  I  think  on  friends  most  dear,  with  the  bitter,  bitter  tear, 

Artd  alas !  I  am  weary,  weary  O : 
nd  I  think  on  friends  most  dear,  with  the  bitter,  bitter  tear. 

And  alas  1 1  am  weary,  weary  O. 


O  CAN  YE  LABOUR  LEA? 

Chorus — O  can  ye  labour  lea,  young  man, 
O  can  ye  labour  lea  ? 
It  fee  nor  bountJth  shall  us  twtne 
Gin  ye  can  labour  lea. 
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I  Ttt'o  a  man  at  Michaelng^ 

Wf  airl<i  peanks  thr«« : 
But  a'  the  faut  I  had  to  him. 

He  coutd  n«  labour  lea, 

O  can  ye  labour  lea,  Ac 

O  dappln't  gude  in  Fcbarwsr, 
Aq"  kissin's  sweet  in  May ; 

But  my  delight's  the  ploughman  lad. 
That  wecl  can  labour  lea, 
O  can  ye  labour  lea,  Ac. 

O  kissin  i$  the  key  o*  luve, 

And  cUppin  is  the  lock; 
An'  makin  o's  the  best  thing  yet. 
That  e'er  a  young  thing  gat. 
O  can  ye  labour  lefl,  &c. 


THE  DEUKS  DANG  O'ER  MY  DADDIE 

Tbb  bairns  gat  out  wi'  an  unco  ihout. 

The  deuks  dang  o'er  my  daddie.  O I 
The  6cn-ma-care,  quo'  the  feirrie  auld  wife, 

He  was  but  a  paldliti  body,  O I 
He  paidies  out,  and  he  paidles  in. 

An'  he  paidles  late  and  early,  O ! 
This  seven  lang  years  I  hae  lien  by  his  side!, 

An'  he  is  but  a  fusionJess  carlle,  O. 

O  hand  your  tongue,  my  feirrie  auld  wife, 

O  haud  your  tongue,  now  Nansie,  O : 
I've  seen  the  day,  and  sac  hae  ye, 

Ye  wad  na  ben  sae  donsie,  O. 
I've  seen  the  day  ye  butter'd  ray  brose. 

And  cuddl'd  me  late  and  early,  O ; 
But  downa-do's  come  o'er  me  now. 

And  oh,  I  find  it  sairly,  0 1 
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THE  DEIL'S  AWA  WI'  THE  EXCISEMAN 

The  deil  cam  fiddlin  thro'  the  town, 

And  lianc'd  awa  wi'  Lh'  Exciseman, 
And  ilka  wife  cries,  "  Auld  Mahouti, 
I  wish  you  luck  o'  the  prize,  man." 

Chonts — The  deii's  awa,  the  ddl's  aWa, 

The  del  I 's  awa  wi'  the  Exciseman. 
He's  danc'd  awa,  he's  danc'd  awa. 
He's  danc'd  awa  wJ'  the  Exciseman. 

We'll  mak  our  itiaut,  and  we'll  brew  our  drink. 

We'll  laugh,  sing,  and  rejoice,  man. 
And  raony  braw  thanks  to  the  meikle  blade  deil. 

That  danc'd  awa  wi'  th'  Exciseman. 

The  deil's  awa,  &c. 

There's  threesome  reels,  there's  foarBome  reels, 
There's  hornpipes  and  strathspeys,  man, 

But  the  ae  best  dance  ere  came  to  the  land 
Was  the  deil's  awa  wi'  the  Exciseman. 
The  dtil'e  awa,  &c 


THE  COUNTRY  LASS 

In  simmer,  when  the  hay  was  mawn, 

And  corn  wav'd  green  in  ilka  Aeld, 
While  claver  blooms  white  o'er  the  lea 

And  roses  blaw  in  ilka  beild  I 
BIythe  Bessie  in  the  milking  shiel, 

Says — "  I'll  be  wed,  come  o't  what  will ' 
Out  spake  a  dame  in  wrinkled  eild; 

"  O'  gude  advisement  comes  nae  ill. 

"It's  ye  hae  wooers  niony  ane, 
And  lassie,  yc're  but  young  ye  keit ; 
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Then  wait  a  wee,  and  catuiie  wale 

A  routhie  butt,  a  routhie  ben ; 
There's  Johnie  o'  the  Buskie-glen, 

Fu'  is  his  barn,  fu'  is  his  byre; 
Take  this  frae  me,  my  booie  hen. 

It's  plenty  beets  the  luver's  fire." 

"For  Johnie  o'  the  Buskie-glen, 

I  dinna  care  a  single  flie ; 
He  lo'es  sae  weel  his  craps  and  kye. 

He  has  nae  love  to  spare  for  ine; 
But  biythe's  the  btirk  o"  Robie's  e'e. 

And  weel  I  wat  he  lo'es  me  dear : 
Ae  blink  o'  htm  I  wad  na  gie 

For  Buskie-glen  and  a'  his  gear." 

"  0  thoughtless  lassie,  life's  a  taught; 

The  canniest  gate,  the  strife  is  sair; 
But  aye  fu'-ban't  is  fechtin  best, 

A  hungry  care's  an  unco  care : 
But  some  will  spend  and  some  will  spare^ 

An'  wilfu'  folk  maun  hae  their  will; 
Syne  as  ye  brew,  my  maiden  fair. 

Keep  mind  that  ye  maun  drink  the  yill.** 

"  O  gear  will  buy  me  rigs  o'  land. 

And  gear  will  buy  me  sheep  and  kye ; 
But  the  tender  heart  o'  leesome  love. 

The  gowd  and  siller  canna  buy; 
We  may  be  poor — Robie  and  I — 

Light  is  the  burden  love  lays  on ; 
Content  and  love  brings  peace  and  joy — 

What  mair  hae  Queens  upon  a  throne  ? ' 


BESSY  AND  HER  SPINNIN  WHEEL 

O  LEEZE  me  on  my  spinnin-wheet. 
And  lecze  me  on  my  rock  and  reel ; 
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Frae  tap  to  tae  that  deeds  me  bleu, 
And  haps  me  biel  and  warm  at  e'en ; 
I'll  set  me  down  and  sing  and  spin. 
While  laigh  descends  the  simmer  sun. 
Blest  wi'  content,  and  milk  and  meal, 
O  leeze  rac  on  my  spinnin-wheeL 

On  ilka  hand  the  bumies  trot. 
And  meet  below  my  thcekit  cot ; 
The  scented  birk  and  hawthorn  white, 
Across  the  pool  their  arms  unite, 
Alike  to  screen  the  birdie's  nest. 
And  little  fishes'  caller  rest; 
The  sun  blinks  kindly  in  the  beil'. 
Where  blythe  I  turn  my  spinnin-wheeL 

On  lofty  aiks  the  cushats  wail. 
And  Echo  cons  the  doolfu'  tale; 
The  Hntwhites  in  the  hazel  braes. 
Delighted,  rival  ither's  lays; 
The  craik  amang  the  claver  hay. 
The  pairtrick  whirring  o'er  the  ley. 
The  swallow  jinkin  round  my  shiel. 
Amuse  roe  at  my  spinnin- wheel. 

Wi*  sma'  to  sell  and  less  to  haj, 
Aboon  distress,  below  envy, 
O  wha  wad  leave  this  humble  state. 
For  a'  the  pride  of  a'  the  great? 
Amid  their  fiairing,  idle  toys. 
Amid  their  cumbrous,  dinsome  Joys. 
Can  they  the  peace  and  pleasure  feel 
Of  Bessie  at  her  spinnin- wheel? 


LOVE  FOR  LOVE 

Ithers  seek  they  ken  na  what, 
Features,  carriage,  and  a'  that; 
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Gie  me  love  in  her  I  court, 
Love  to  love  tnaks  a"  the  sport 

Let  love  sparkle  in  her  e'e ; 

Let  her  lo'e  nae  man  but  me ; 
That's  the  tocher-gude  I  prize. 
There  the  luver's  treasure  lies. 


SAW  YE  BONTE  LESLEY 

O  SAW  ye  bonie  Lesley, 
As  she  gacd  o'er  the  Border? 

She's  ^ne,  like  Alexander, 
To  spread  her  conquests  farther. 

To  see  her  is  to  love  her, 
And  love  but  her  for  ever; 

For  Nature  made  her  what  she  is. 
And  never  made  anither! 

Thou  art  a  queen,  fair  Lesley, 
Thy  subjects,  we  before  thee ; 

Thou  art  divine,  fair  Lesley, 
The  hearts  o'  men  adore  thee. 

The  deil  he  could  no  scafth  thee, 
Or  aught  that  wad  belangf  thee; 

He'd  look  into  thy  bonte  face, 
And  say^"  I  catina  wrang  thee  I  ** 

The  Powers  abodn  will  tetit  thee. 
Misfortune  shA'Htt  steer  thee; 

Thou'rt  like  themselves  sae  lovely. 
That  ill  they'll  ne'er  let  near  thee. 

Return  again,  fair  Lesley, 

Return  to  Caledonie ! 
That  we  may  brag  we  hae  a  laSl 
There's  nane  again  aae  bonie. 
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io  cold  approach,  no  altcfed  mien, 
Just  what  would  make  suspicion  start; 

i>ause  the  dire  extremes  between, 
lie  made  me  blest — and  broke  my  heart. 


MEET   THEE    ON    THE   LEA   RIG 

When  o'er  the  hilt  the  e'ening  star 

Tells  bughtin  time  is  near,  my  jo. 
And  owscn  frae  the  furrow'd  field 

Return  sae  dowf  and  weary  O  j 
Down  by  the  burn,  where  blrken  buds 

Wi'  dew  are  hangin  clear,  my  jOk 
I'll  meet  thee  on  the  tea-rig. 

My  ain  kind  Dearie  O. 

U  midnight  hour,  in  mirkest  glen, 
I'd  rove,  and  ne'er  be  eerie  O, 
thro*  that  glen  I  gaed  to  thee. 
My  ain  kind  Dearie  O; 

Altho'  the  night  were  ne'er  sac  wild. 
And  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary  O, 

I'll  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig, 
My  ain  kind  Dearie  O. 

The  hunter  lo'es  the  morning  sun ; 
To  rouse  the  mountain  deer,  my  jo} 
A  noon  the  fisher  takes  the  glen 
Adown  the  burn  to  steer,  my  jo: 
"Gie  me  the  hour  o'  gloamin  grey. 
It  maks  my  heart  sae  cheery  O, 
To  meet  thee  on  the  lea- rig. 
My  ain  kind  Dearie  O. 


472 


BOBERT  BURNS 


MY  WIFE'S  A  WINSOME  WEE  THING 

Atr—"  Ur  Wife's  »  Wanton  Wee  Thiag,"' 

Chorw. — She  is  a  winsome  wee  thing. 
She  is  a,  handsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  lo'esomc  wee  thing. 
This  dear  wee  wife  o'  mine. 

I  NE^'ER  saw  a  fairer, 
I  never  lo'ed  a  dearer. 
And  neist  my  heart  I'll  wear  her. 
For  fear  my  jewel  tine. 
She  is  a  winsome,  &c. 

The  warld's  wrack  we  share  o't; 
The  warstle  and  the  care  o't; 
Wi'  her  I'll  blythely  bear  it. 
And  think  my  lot  divine. 
She  is  a  winsome,  &c. 


HIGHLAND  MARY 
Tune—"  Katherinc  Ogie.** 

Ye  banks  and  braes  and  streams  arotmd 

The  castle  o'  Montgomery  1 
Green  be  your  woods,  and  fair  your  flowtfs, 

Your  waters  never  drumlie : 
There  Simmer  first  unfald  her  robe». 

And  there  the  langest  tarry; 
For  there  I  took  the  last  Farewell 

O'  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 

How  sweetly  bloom'd  the  gay.  gre^n  bir]^ 
How  rich  tlie  hawthorn's  blossom. 

As  underneath  their  fragrant  shade, 
I  clasp 'd  her  to  my  bosom  I 
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The  golden  Hours  or  angel  wings, 
Flew  o'er  me  and  my  Dearie ; 

For  dear  to  me,  as  light  and  life. 
Was  my  sweet  Highland  Maiy, 

Wi'  mony  a  vow.  and  lock'd  embrace 

Our  parting  was  fu'  tender; 
And,  pledging  aft  to  meet  again. 

We  tore  oursels  asunder; 
But  oh  1  fell  Death's  untimely  frost. 

That  nipt  my  Flower  sae  early  1 
Now  green's  the  sod,  and  cauld's  the  clay 

That  wraps  my  Highland  Mary  t 

O  pale,  pale  now,  those  rosy  lips, 

I  aft  hae  kiss'd  sac  fondly  1 
And  clos'd  for  aye,  the  sparkling  glance 

That  dwalt  on  me  sae  kindly ! 
And  mouldering  now  in  silent  dust, 

That  heart  that  lo'ed  roe  dearly  I 
But  still  within  my  bosom's  core 

Shall  live  my  Highland  Maiy. 


AULD   ROB   MORRIS 

There's  Auld  Rob  Morris  that  wons  in  yon  gten, 
He's  the  King  o'  gude  fellows,  and  wale  o'  auld  men; 
He  has  gowd  in  his  coffers,  he  has  owsen  and  kine. 
And  ae  bonie  lass,  his  dautie  and  mine. 

She's  fresh  as  the  morning,  the  fairest  in  May ; 
She's  sweet  as  the  evening  amang  the  new  hay; 
As  blythe  and  as  artless  as  the  lambs  on  the  lea. 
And  dear  to  my  heart  as  the  light  to  my  e*e. 

But  oh !  she's  an  Heiress,  auld  Robin's  a  laird, 
And  my  daddie  has  nought  but  a  cot-house  and  yard; 
A  wooer  like  tne  maunna  hope  to  come  speed, 
The  wounds  I  must  hide  that  will  soon  be  my  dead. 
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The  day  comes  to  me,  but  delight  brinp  me  nane; 
The  night  comes  to  tne,  but  my  rest  it  15  gane; 
I  wander  my  lane  like  a  ntfht-troublcd  ghaist. 
And  I  sigh  as  my  heart  it  wad  burst  in  my  breast 

0  had  she  but  been  of  a  lower  degree, 

1  then  might  hae  hop'd  she  wad  sinil'd  upon  me  I 
O  how  past  descriving  had  then  been  my  bliss. 
As  DOW  my  distraction  nae  wards  can  express. 


THE  RIGHTS    OF  WOMAN 

An  Occasional  Address. 

Spoken  lif  Mtis  Fonttnelle  gn  bar  benefit  night,  November 
96,   1793. 

While  Europe's  eye  is  fijc'd  on  tnighty  things. 
The  fate  of  empires  and  the  fall  of  kings; 
While  quacks  of  State  must  each  produce  bis  plan. 
And  even  children  lisp  the  Rights  of  Man; 
Amid  this  mighty  fuss  Just  let  me  mention. 
The  Rights  of  Woman  merit  some  attention. 

First,  in  the  sexes'  intermix'd  connection, 
Ons  sacred  Right  of  Woman  is  frot(ctieH.~~ 
The  tender  flower  that  lifts  its  head,  elate. 
Helpless,  must  fall  before  the  blasts  of  fate, 
Sunk  on  the  earth,  defac'd  its  lovely  form. 
Unless  your  shelter  ward  th'  impending  storm. 

Our  second  Right— but  needless  here  is  caution, 
To  keep  that  right  inviolaic's  the  fashion  : 
Each  man  of  sense  has  it  so  full  before  him. 
He'd  die  before  he'd  wrong  it — 'tis  decorum. — 
There  was,  indeed,  in  far  less  polish'd  day*. 
A  time,  when  rough  rude  man  had  natighiy  ways. 
Would  swagger,  swear,  get  drunk,  kick  up  a  rtoi. 
Nay  even  thus  invade  a  lady's  quiet. 
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Noyf,  tbqnlt  our  stari!  these  Gothic  tiincB  are  fled; 
Now,  well-bred  men — and  you  are  all  well-bred — 
Most  justly  think  (and  we  are  much  the  gainers) 
Such  conduct  neither  spirit,  wit^  nor  manners. 

For  Right  the  third,  our  last,  our  best,  our  dearest. 
That  right  to  fluttering  female  hearts  the  nearest; 
Which  even  the  Rights  of  Kings,  in  low  prostration. 
Most  humbly  own — 'tis  dear,  dear  admiration  t 
In  that  blest  sphere  alone  we  live  and  move; 
There  taste  that  life  of  life — immortal  love. 
Smiles,  glances,  sighs,  tears,  fits,  flirtations,  airs; 
'Gainst  such  an  host  what  flinty  savage  dares. 
When  awful  Beauty  joins  with  all  her  charms — 
"Who  is  so  rash  as  rise  in  rebel  arms  ? 

But  truce  with  kings,  and  truce  with  constitutions. 
With  bloody  armaments  and  revolutions; 
Let  Majesty  your  first  attention  summon, 
Aht  ia  irat  the  majesty  of  woman  ! 


EPIGRAM  ON  SEEING  MISS  FONTENELLE  IN  A 
FAVOURITE  CHARACTER 

Sweet  naivet*  of  feature, 

Simple,  wild,  enchanting  elf. 
Not  to  thee,  but  thanks  to  Nature, 

Thou  art  acting  but  thyself. 

Wert  thou  awkward,  stiff,  affected, 
Spurning  Nature,  torturing  art; 

Loves  and  Graces  all  rejected. 
Then  indeed  tliou'd'st  act  a  part 


EXTEMPORE   ON    SOME    COMMEMORATIONS 
OF  THOMSON 

Dost  thou  not  rise,  indignant  shade, 
Aad  smile  wi'  spurning  scorn, 
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When  they  wha  wad  hae  starved  thy  life. 
Thy  senseless  turf  adorn? 

Helpless,  alane,  thoB  clamb  the  brae, 

Wi'  meikle  honest  toil, 
And  daught  th'  unfading  garland  there— 

Thy  sair-worn,  ri^tful  spoil. 

And  wear  it  there !  and  call  aloud 

This  axiom  undoubted — 
Wouid  thou  hae  Nobles'  patronage? 

First  learn  to  live  without  it  1 

To  whom  hae  much,  more  shall  be  given. 
Is  every  Great  man's  faith ; 

But  he,  the  helpless,  needful  wretch. 
Shall  lose  the  mite  he  hath. 


DUNCAN   GRAY 

Duncan  Gray  cam'  here  to  woo. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't, 
On  blythe  Yule-night  when  wc  were  ioo. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't, 
Maggie  coost  her  head  fu'  heigh, 
Look'd  asklent  and  unco  skeigh, 
Gart  poor  Duncan  stand  abeigh; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't: 

Duncan  fleech'd  and  Duncan  pray'd; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't, 
Meg  was  deaf  as  AiUa  craig. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't: 
Dtuican  sigh'd  baith  out  and  in, 
Grat  his  e'en  baith  blear 't  an'  bliif, 
Spak  o'  lowpin  o'er  a  linn; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o'L 
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Tune  and  Chance  are  but  a  tide, 

Ha.  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 
Slighted  love  is  sair  to  bide, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't: 
Shall  I  like  a  fool,  quoth  he, 
For  a  haughty  hizzie  die  ? 
She  may  gae  to — France  for  me  I 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

How  it  coracs  let  doctors  tell. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't ; 
Meg  grew  sick,  as  he  grew  bale, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 
Something  in  her  bosom  wrings, 
For  relief  a  sigh  she  brings: 
And  oh  1  her  een  they  spak  sic  things  I 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

Duncan  was  a  lad  o'  grace, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't; 
Maggie's  was  a  piteous  case. 

Ha,  ha.  the  wooing  o't: 
Duncan  could  na  be  her  death, 
Swelling  Pity  smoor'd  his  wrath; 
Now  they're  crouse  and  canty  baith, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  ot: 
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HERE'S  A  HEALTH  TO  THEM   THAT'S  AWA 

Here's  a  health  to  them  tha's  awa, 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa; 
And  wha  winna  wish  gude  luck  to  our  cause. 
May  never  gude  luck  be  their  fa'  I 
It's  gude  to  be  merry  and  wise. 
It's  gude  to  be  honest  and  true; 
It's  gude  to  support  Caledonia's  cause. 
And  bide  by  the  buflf  and  the  blue. 


BOBBRT  BUENS 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 
Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa, 
Here's  a  health  to  Charlie'  the  chief  o'  the  clan, 
Altho'  that  his  band  be  but  sma'  t 
May  Liberty  meet  wi'  aucceas  ! 

May  Prudence  protect  her  £rae  zvUl 
May  lyranla  and  tyranny  tine  i'  the  mist. 
And  wander  their  way  to  the  devil  I 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa; 
Here's  a  health  to  Tammte,'  the  Norlan'  laddie. 
That  lives  at  the  lug  o'  the  lawl 
Here's  freedom  to  thera  that  wad  read, 
Here's  freedom  to  them  that  wad  write. 
There's  nanc  ever  fear'd  that  the  truth  should  be 
heard. 
But  they  ,whom  the  truth  would  indite. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 
An'  here's  to  them  that's  awa  I 
Here's  to  Maitland  and  Wycombe,  let  wba  doesna 
like  'em 
Be  built  in  a  hole  in  the  wa'; 
Here's  timrjier  tKat's  red  at  the  heart 

Here's  fruit  that  is  sound  at  the  core; 
And  may  he  be  that  wad  turn  the  buff  and  blue  coat 
Be  turn'd  to  the  back  o'  the  door. 


Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa; 
Here's  chieftain  M'Leod,  a  chieftain  worth  gowd, 
Tbo'  bred  amang:  mountains  o'  snaw; 
Her*'s  friends  on  baith  sides  o'  the  firth. 

And  friends  on  hajth  sides  o'  the  Tweed; 
And  wha  wad  betray  old  Albion's  right. 
May  they  never  eat  of  her  bread  t 

^Cturles  J«mei  Fo3c      ■Han.  Tboi.  Erskiiic.  ■ftenrMds  Lonl 
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the  Duke  of  Brunswick's  Breaking  up  his  Camp,  and  the 
defeat  of  the  Austrians,  by  Dumourier,  November  1792. 

When  Princes  and  Prelates, 

And  hot-heatJeJ  zealots, 
A'  Europe  had  set  in  a  low,  a  low. 

The  poor  man  lies  down. 

Nor  envies  a  crown. 
And  comforts  himself  as  he  dow,  as  he  dow, 
And  comforts  himself  as  he  dow. 

The  black -headed  eagle. 

As  keen  as  a  beagle, 
He  hunted  o'er  height  and  o'er  howe. 

In  the  braes  o'  Getnappe, 

He  fell  in  a  trap, 
E'en  let  him  come  out  as  he  dow,  dow,  dow, 
H'en  let  him  come  out  as  he  dow. 
*  *  *  *  «  «  « 

But  truce  with  commotions. 

And  new-fangled  notions, 
A  bumper,  I  trust  you'll  allow ; 

Here's  George  our  good  king, 

And  Charlotte  his  queen. 
And  lang  may  they  ring  as  they  dow,  dow,  dow. 
And  lang  may  they  ring  as  they  dow< 


POORTITH    CAULD    AND    RESTLESS    LOVE 
-••  DmiW  Kul  in  Aberdeen." 


O  POOKTITH  cauld,  and  restless  love. 
Ye  wrack  my  peace  between  ye ; 

Yet  poortith  a'  I  could  forgive. 
An  'twere  na  for  my  Jeanie. 


Idi 


OK  POLITICS 

Jm  Politics  if  tioa  woaUCat  m^ 
And  mean  thy  foctoBSbe; 

Bear  dns  in  inind.be  deaf  and  bU^ 
Let  great  foOc  hear  and 
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BRAW  LADS   0'   GALLA   WATER 

Bkaw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow-braes, 
They  rove  amang  the  blooming  heather; 

But  Yarrow  braes,  nor  Ettrick  shaws 
Can  match  the  lads  o'  Galla  Water. 

But  there  is  ane,  a  secret  ane, 
Abooo  them  a'  I  loe  him  better; 

And  I'll  be  his,  and  he'll  be  mine, 
The  borne  lad  o'  Galla  Water. 

AJtho'  his  daddie  was  nae  laird, 
And  tho'  I  hae  nae  met|de  tocher. 

Yet  rich  in  kindest,  truest  love. 
We'll  tent  our  flocks  by  Galla  Water. 

It  ne'er  was  wealth,  it  ne'er  was  wealth. 
That  coft  contentment,  peace,  or  pleasure; 

The  bands  and  bliss  o'  mutual  love, 
O  that's  the  chiefest  warld's  treasure. 


SONNET  WRITTEN  ON  THE  AUTHOR'S 
BIRTHDAY, 

Od  bearing  a  Thrush  sing  in  his  Morning  Walk. 

Sing  on,  sweet  thrush,  upon  the  leafless  bough, 
Sing  on,  sweet  bird,  I  listen  to  thy  strain, 
See  aged  Winter,  'raid  his  surly  reign. 

At  thy  blythe  carol,  clears  his  turrowed  brow. 

So  in  lone  Poverty's  dominion  drear, 
Sits  meek  Content  with  light,  unanxious  heart; 
Welcomes  the  rapid  moments,  bids  them  part, 
^ot  asks  if  they  bring  ought  to  hope  or  fear, 

thank  thee.  Author  of  this  opening  day  I 
Thou  whose  bright  sun  now  gikls  yon  orient  skies  t 
Hc— Vol.  e  p 
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Riches  denied,  thy  boon  was  purer  joys — 
What  wealth  could  never  give  not  take  awuy  I 

Yet  come,  thou  child  of  poverty  and  care, 
The  mite  high  heav'n  bestow'd,  that  mite  with  thee  TH 
share. 


WANDERING  WILLIE 
First  Version 

Heke  awa,  there  awa,  wandering  Willie, 

Now  tired  with  wandering,  baud  awa  hame; 
Come  to  my  bosom,  my  ae  only  dearie. 

And  tell  me  thou  bring'st  me  my  WilHe  the  same. 
Loud  blew  the  cauld  winter  winds  at  our  parting: 

It  was  na  the  blast  brought  the  tear  in  my  €*e: 
Now  welcome  the  Simmer,  and  welcome  my  Willie. 

The  Simmer  to  Nature,  my  Willie  to  me. 

Ye  hurricanes  rest  in  the  cave  o'  your  slumbers, 

O  how  your  wild  horrors  a  lover  alarms ! 
Awaken  ye  breezes,  row  gently  ye  billows, 

And  waft  my  dear  laddie  ance  niair  to  my  arms. 
But  if  he's  forgotten  his  fsithfuUest  Nannie, 

0  still  flow  between  us,  thou  wide  roaring  tnain ; 
May  I  never  see  it,  may  I  never  trow  it. 

But,  dying,  believe  that  my  Willie's  my  aio  1 


WANDERING  WILLIE 
Revised  Version 

Hui£  swa,  there  awa,  wandering  WHUe, 
Here  awa,  there  awa,  baud  awa  hame; 

Come  to  my  bosom,  my  ain  only  dearie, 
Tell  me  thou  bring'st  me  my  Willie  the  same. 

Winter  winds  blew  loud  and  cauld  at  our  parting;, 
Fears  for  my  Willie  brought  tears  in  oiy  e'e, 
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Welcome  now  Simmer,  and  wekofne  my  Willie, 
The  Simmer  to  Nature,  my  Willie  to  tne. 

Rest,  ye  wild  storms,  in  the  cave  of  your  slumbers, 
How  your  dread  howling  a  lover  alarms  I 

Wauken  ye  breezes,  row  gently  ye  billows, 
And  waft  my  dear  laddie  ance  mair  to  my  arms. 

But  oh,  if  he's  faithless,  and  rninds  na  his  Nannie, 
Flow  still  between  us,  thou  wide  roaring  main  I 

May  I  never  see  it,  may  I  never  trow  it, 

But,  dying,  believe  that  my  Willie's  my  ain. 


LORD  GREGORY 

O  MfRK,  mirk  is  this  midnight  hour, 

And  loud  the  tempest's  roar ; 
A  waelu'  wanderer  seeks  thy  tower, 

Lord  Gregory,  ope  thy  door. 
An  exile  frae  her  father's  ha'. 

And  a'  for  sake  o'  thee ; 
At  least  some  pity  on  me  sbaw. 

If  love  it  may  na  be. 

Lord  Gregory,  raind'st  thou  not  the  grove 

By  bonie  Irwine  side. 
Where  first  I  ovm'd  that  virgin  lovt 

I  lang,  lang  had  denied. 
How  afteo  didst  thou  pledge  and  vow 

Thou  wad  for  aye  be  mine  I 
And  my  fond  heart,  itsel'  sae  tftie. 

It  ne'er  mistrnsted  thine. 

Hard  ii  thy  heart,  Lord  Gregofy, 

And  flinty  is  thy  breast: 
Thou  bolt  of  Heaven  that  ^shest  bjr, 

O,  wilt  thou  bring  me  rest! 
Ye  mustering  thunders  from  above, 

Your  willing  victim  see ; 
£ut  spare  and  pardon  my  fause  Lome; 

His  wrangs  to  Heaven  and  me. 


ROBERT  BUKNS 


OPEN  THE  DOOR  TO  ME,  OH 

Oa,  open  the  door,  some  pity  ta  shew, 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  mc,  oh, 
Tho'  thou  hast  been  false,  I'll  ever  prove  twc 

Ob,  open  the  door  to  roe,  oh. 

Cauld  is  the  blast  upon  my  pale  cheek. 

But  caulder  thy  love  for  roe.  oh : 
The  frost  that  freezes  the  life  at  my  heart. 

Is  nought  to  my  pains  frae  thee,  oh. 

The  wan  Moon  is  setting  behind  the  white  waye, 

And  Time  is  setting  with  me,  oh : 
False  friends,  false  love,  farewell  1  for  inair 

I'll  ne'er  trouble  them,  nor  thee,  oh. 


ITC, 


She  has  open'd  the  door,  she  has  open'd  it  wide^ 
She  sees  the  pale  corse  on  the  plain,  oh: 

"  My  true  love  1 "  she  cried,  and  sank  down  hy  his 
side, 
Kever  to  rise  a^in,  ob. 


LOVELY  YOUNG  JESSIE 

Tbuk  hearted  was  he,  the  sad  swain  o'  the  Yarrow, 

And  fair  are  the  maids  on  the  hanks  of  the  Ayr; 
But  by  the  sweet  side  o'  the  Nith's  winding  river, 

Are  lovers  as  faithful,  and  maidens  as  fair; 
To  equal  young  Jessie  seek  Scotland  all  over; 

To  equal  young  Jessie  you  seek  it  in  vain, 
Grace,  beauty,  and  elegance  fetter  her  lover. 

And  maidenly  modesty  fixes  the  chain. 

Fresh  is  the  rose  in  the  gay,  dewy  moming. 
And  sweet  is  the  lily,  at  evening  close; 

But  in  the  fair  presence  o'  lovely  yotmg  Jessik, 
Unseen  is  the  lily,  unheeded  the  rose. 


k 
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3ve  sits  in  her  smile,  a  wizard  ensnaring; 
Enthron'd  in  her  een  he  delivers  his  law; 
And  still  to  her  charms  she  alone  is  a  stranger; 
Her  modest  demeanour's  the  j«wel  of  a*. 


I 
I 


MEG  O'  THE   MILK 

O  KEN  ye  what  Meg  o*  the  Mill  has  gotten. 
An'  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten? 
She  gotten  a  coof  wi'  a  claut  o*  siller, 
And  broken  the  heart  o'  the  barley  Miller. 

The  Miller  was  strappin,  the  Miller  was  ruddy: 
A  heart  like  a  lord,  and  a  hue  like  a  lady; 
The  laird  was  a  widdifu',  bleerit  knurl; 
She's  left  the  gude  fellow,  and  taen  the  churl. 

The  Miller  he  hecht  her  a  heart  leal  and  loving. 
The  laird  did  address  her  wi'  matter  mair  moving, 
A  fine  pacing-horse  wi'  a  clear  chained  bridle, 
A  whip  by  her  side,  and  a  bonie  side-saddle. 


O  wae  on  the  siller,  it  is  sae  prevailin. 
And  wae  on  the  love  that  is  fixed  on  a  mailent 
A  tocher's  nae  word  in  a  true  lover's  parte, 
But  gie  me  my  love,  and  a  fig  for  the  warl'  1 


MEG  O'  THE  MILt 


Another    Version 

O  KEN  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten, 
An'  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mil!  has  gotten? 
A  braw  new  naig  wi'  the  tail  o'  a  rottan, 
And  that's  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten. 


ROBERT  BURNS 

O  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  Iocs  dearly. 
An'  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  Iocs  dearly? 
A  dram  o'  ^de  stmnt  in  the  morning  early. 
And  that's  what  Meg  o'  the  MJil  loet  dearly. 

0  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  MUI  was  married. 
An"  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  married  ? 
The  priest  he  was  oxtfr'd,  the  ciark  he  was  carried. 
And  that's  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  married. 

O  ken  ye  bow  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  beddsd. 
An'  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  bedded? 

The  groom  gat  sae  fou',  he  fell  awald  beside  it,       

And  that's  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  bedded. 


THE  SOLDTER'S  KETtTRN 
Ak—"  The  MiU.  mill,  O." 

When  wild  war's  deadly  blast  was  blawn. 

And  gentle  peace  returning, 
Wi'  mony  a  sweet  babe  fatherless, 

And  mony  a  widow  mourning; 
I  left  the  lines  and  tented  field. 

Where  lang  I'd  been  a  lodger. 
My  h amble  knapsack  a'  my  wealth, 

A  poor  and  honest  sodger. 

A  leal,  light  heart  was  in  my  breast. 

My  hand  unstain'd  wt'  plunder ; 
And  for  fair  Scotia,  hame  again, 

I  cheery  on  did  wander: 
I  thought  upon  the  banks  o'  Coll. 

I  thought  upon  my  Nancy, 
I  thought  upon  the  witching  smil* 

That  caught  my  youthful  fancf. 

At  length  I  reach  d  the  bonie  glen, 
Whert  early  life  I  sported; 
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I  pass'd  the  mill  and  trysdng  thorn, 

Where  Nancy  aft  I  courted : 
Wha  spied  I  but  my  ain  dear  maid, 

Down  by  her  mother's  dwelling  1 
And  turn'd  me  round  to  hide  the  flood 

That  in  my  e'en  was  swelling. 

Wi'  alter'd  voice,  quoth  I,  **  Sweet  lass^ 

Sweet  as  yoo  hawthorn's  blossom, 
O !  happy,  happy  may  he  be. 

That's  deareit  to  thy  bosom: 
My  purse  is  light,  I've  far  to  gang. 

And  fain  would  be  thy  lodger; 
I've  serv'd  my  king  and  country  lang— • 

Take  pity  on  a  sodger." 

Sae  wistfully  she  gaz'd  on  me, 

And  lovelier  was  than  ever; 
Quo'  she,  "A  sodger  ance  I  lo'ed, 

Forget  him  shall  I  never: 
Our  humble  cot,  and  hamely  fare. 

Ye  freely  shall  partake  it; 
That  gallant  badge — (he  dear  cockade^ 

Ye're  welcome  for  the  sake  o'L" 

She  gaz'd — she  redden'd  like  a  rose^ 

Syoe  pale  like  ony  lily; 
She  sank  within  my  arms,  and  cried, 

"Art  thou  my  ain  dear  Willie?" 
"  By  him  who  made  yon  sun  and  sky  I 

By  whom  true  love's  regarded, 
I  am  the  man ;  and  thus  may  still 

True  lovers  be  rewarded. 

**  The  wars  are  o'er,  and  I'm  come  hamc^ 
And  find  thee  still  true-hearted; 

Tho'  poor  in  gear,  we're  rich  la  love. 
And  mair  we'se  ne'er  be  parted," 

Quo'  she,  "  My  grandsire  left  me  gowd, 
A  mailen  plenish'd  fairly; 
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And  come,  my  faithfu'  sodg<er  lad, 
Thou'rt  welcome  to  it  dearly  1 " 

For  gold  the  merchant  ploughs  the  main^ 

The  fanner  ploughs  the  manor; 
But  glory  is  tJie  sodgcr's  prize. 

The  sodgcr's  wealth  is  honor: 
The  brave  poor  sodger  ne'er  despise, 

Nor  count  him  as  a  stranger ; 
Remember  he's  his  country's  stay. 

In  day  and  hour  of  danger. 


WtrtUltt,  m9.  1703 

THE  TRUE  LOYAL  NATIVES 

Ye  true  "  Loyal  Natives  "  attend  my  song 

In  uproar  and  riot  rejoice  the  night  long; 

From  Envy  and  Hatred  your  core  is  exempt. 

But  where  is  your  shield  from  the  darts  of  ContenptT 


ON  COMMISSARY  GOLDIE'S  BRAINS 

LoRO,  to  account  who  dares  thee  call. 
Or  e'er  dispnte  thy  pleasure  T 

Else  why,  within  so  thick  a  wall, 
EnctoM  ao  poor  a  treasure? 


LINES  INSCRIBED  IN  A  LADY'S  PO^ET 
ALMANAC 

GtcAKT  me,  indulgent  Heaven,  that  I  may  live. 
To  see  the  miscreants  feel  the  pains  they  give; 
Deal  Freedom's  sacred  treasures  free  as  air, 
Till  Slave  and  Despot  be  but  things  that  were. 


I 


THANKSGIVING  FOR  A  NATIONAL  VICTORY 


Ye  hypocrites!  arc  these  your  pranks? 
To  murder  men  and  give  God  thanks  I 
Desist,  for  shame! — proceed  no  further; 
God  won't  accept  your  thanks  for  hurtber! 


LINES  ON  THE  COMMEMORATION  OF  RODNEY'S 
VICTORY 

IrrsTEAD  of  a  song,  boys,  I'lt  give  you  a  toast; 

Here's  to  the  memory  of  those  we  have  lost  1 — 

That  we  lost,  did  I  say? — nay,  by  Heav'n,  that  we  found; 

For  their  fame  it  will  last  while  the  world  goes  round. 

The  next  in  succession  I'll  give  you's  the  King  ! 

Whoe'er  would  betray  him,  on  high  may  he  swing! 

And  here's  the  grand  fabric,  the  free  Constitution, 

As  built  on  the  base  of  our  great  Revolution  t 

And  longer  with  Politics  not  to  be  cramm'd. 

Be  Anarchy  curs'd,  and  be  Tyranny  damn'd! 

And  who  would  to  LnjERTY  e'er  prove  disloyal, 

~  ay  bis  son  be  a  hangman — ^and  himself  his  first  trial  I 
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THE  RAPTURES  OF  FOLLY 


Tbou  greybeard,  old  Wisdom  I  may  boast  of  thy  treasures ; 

Give  me  with  old  Folly  to  live ; 
I  grant  thee  thy  calm-blooded,  time-settled  pleasures, 
—  But  Folly  has  raptures  to  give. 

\ 

KIRK  AND  STATE  EXCISEMEN 

Ye  men  of  wit  and  wealth,  why  all  this  sneering 
'Gainst  poor  Excisemen?    Give  the  cause  a  hearing: 
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What  are  your  Landlord's  rent-rolls? — ^taxln^  ledgers! 
\VhtX  Premiers  ^ — what  ev'n  Monarch*  ? — mighty  Gaaj 
Nay,  what  are  Priests?  (those  seeming  godly  wise-men,) 
What  are  they,  pray,  but  Spiritual  &cdseineii  I 


EXTEMPORE  REPLY  TO  AN  INVITATION 

Trc  Kifig't  most  humble  senraot,  I 
Can  scarcely  spare  a  minute; 

But  I'll  be  vri'  you  by  an'  by; 
Or  els*  the  Deil't  b«  in  H. 


GRACE  AFTER  MEAT 

Lobs,  we  thank,  and  thee  adore. 

For  tempore  fifts  we  little  merit; 
At  present  wc  will  ask  no  morfr— 

L«t  ^UUam  Hislofi  five  the  ifiat. 


GRACE  BEFORE  AND  AFTER  MEAT 

O  Lord,  when  hunger  pinches  sore. 

Do  thou  stand  us  in  stead, 
And  send  us,  from  thy  bounteouA  itOi% 

A  tup  or  wether  head  t    Ames. 


O  Lord,  since  we  have  feasted  thiu^ 

Which  we  so  little  merit, 
htt  Meg  now  take  away  the  Qtih, 

And  Jock  bring  in  the  spirit  1    Anwo. 


rOEUS  AND  SONGS 


IMPROMPTU  ON  GENERAL  DUMOURIER'S 

DESERTION    FROM    THE   FRENCH 

REPUBLICAN  ARMY 

You're  welcome  to  Despots,  Dumourier; 
You're  welcome  to  Despot*,  Dumourier: 

How  does  Dampierc  do  ? 

Ay,  and  Boumonville  too? 
Why  did  they  not  come  along  with  you,  Dumourier  F 

I  will  fif ht  France  with  you,  Dumourier  i 
I  wil]  fight  France  with  you,  Dumourier; 

I  will  fight  France  with  you, 

I  will  take  my  chance  with  you 
By  my  soul,  I'll  dance  with  you,  Dumourier. 

Then  let  us  fight  about,  Dumourier; 
Then  let  us  fight  about,  Dumourier; 

Then  let  us  fight  about, 

Till  Freedom's  spark  be  out. 
Then  we'll  be  d — d,  no  doubt,  Duraourier. 


THE  LAST  TIME  I  CAME  O'ER  THE  MOOR 

The  last  time  I  came  o'er  the  moor. 

And  left  Maria's  dwelling, 
What  throes,  what  tortures  passing  eure. 

Were  in  my  bosom  swelling: 
Condemn'd  to  see  my  rival's  reign. 

While  I  in  secret  languish; 
To  feel  a  fire  In  every  vein, 

Yet  dare  not  speak  tny  anguish. 

Love's  veriest  wretch,  despairing,  I 
Fain,  fain,  my  crime  would  cover; 

Th'  unweetinij  groan,  the  bursting  sigh. 
Betray  the  guilty  lovcf. 
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I  know  my  doom  mast  be  despair. 
Thou  wilt  aor  canst  relieve  me; 

But  oh,  Maria,  hear  my  prayer. 
For  Pity's  sake  forgive  me  J 

The  music  of  thy  tongue  I  heard, 

Nor  wist  while  it  enslav'd  me; 
I  saw  thine  eyes,  yet  nothing  fear'd 

Till  fear  no  more  had  sav'd  me : 
The  unwary  sailor  thus,  aghast. 

The  wheeling  torrent  viewing, 
'Mid  circling  horrors  yields  at  last 

To  overwhelming  ruin. 


LOGAN  BRAES 

T»n4-~"  Logia  Water." 

O  LoGANj  sweetly  didst  thou  glide. 
That  day  I  was  my  Willie's  bride. 
And  years  sin  syne  hae  o'er  us  nm. 
Like  Logan  to  the  simmer  sun: 
But  now  thy  flowery  banks  appear 
Like  drumlie  Winter,  dark  and  drear. 
While  my  dear  lad  maun  face  his  faes. 
Far,  far  frae  me  and  Logan  braes. 

Again  the  merry  month  of  May 

Has  made  our  hills  and  valleys  gaj{ 

The  birds  rejoice  in  leafy  bowers, 

The  bees  hum  round  the  breathing  flowenj 

Blythe  Morning  lifts  his  rosy  eye. 

And  Evening's  tears  are  tears  o'  joy: 

My  soul,  delightless  a'  surveys, 

iWhile  Willie's  far  frac  Logan  braes. 

Within  yon  milk-white  hawthorn  bush^ 
Amang  her  nestlings  sits  the  thrush: 
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Her  faithfu'  mate  wil3  share  her  toil, 
Or  wi'  his  song  her  cares  beguile; 
But  I  wi'  nay  sweet  nurslings  here, 
Nae  mate  to  help,  ime  mate  to  cheer, 
Pass  widow'd  nights  and  Joyle^  days. 
While  Willie's  far  frae  Logan  braes. 

O  wae  be  to  you,  Men  o'  State, 
That  brethren  rouse  in  deadly  hatet 
As  ye  make  mony  a  fond  heart  motiro, 
Sae  may  it  on  your  heads  return! 
How  can  your  flinty  hearts  enjoy 
The  widow's  tear,  the  orphan's  cry? 
But  soon  may  peace  bring  happy  days, 
And  Willie  hame  to  Logan  braes  I 
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BLYTHE  HAE  I  BEEN  ON  YON  HILfi 

TuHt—"  The  Quaker's  Wife." 

Blytbe  hae  I  been  on  yon  hill. 

As  the  lambs  before  me; 
CarelesF  ilka  thought  and  free. 

As  the  breeze  flew  o'er  me ; 
Now  nac  langer  sport  and  play, 

Mirth  or  sang  can  please  me; 
Lesley  is  sae  fair  and  coy, 

Care  and  anguish  seize  me. 


Heavy,  heavy  is  the  task. 

Hopeless  love  declaring; 
Trembling,  I  dow  nocht  but  glow'r, 

Sighing,  dumb  despairing! 
If  she  winna  case  the  thraws 

In  my  bosom  swelling. 
Underneath  the  grass-green  sod. 

Soon  maun  be  my  dwelling. 
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O  WE'RE  MY  LO\'E  YON  LILAC  TAIR 
j4ir— '•Hoghie  Gr»l»m." 

O  WEM  my  love  yon  Lilac  fair, 

Wi'  purple  blossoms  to  the  Spring, 
And  I,  a  bird  to  shelter  there. 

When  wearied  on  my  little  wing  J 
How  I  wad  mourn  when  it  was  torn 

By  Autumn  wild,  and  Winter  rude  1 
But  I  wad  sing  on  wanton  wing. 

When  youth  fu*  May  itt  hlooin  renew'd 

O  gin  my  l«ve  were  yen  f<d  rose. 

That  grow*  upftn  the  CistJe  wa'; 
And  1  myidf  a  drap  o'  dew. 

Into  her  bonie  breast  to  fa'  I 
O  there,  bcyonH  expression  blest, 

I'd  feast  on  beauty  a'  the  night; 
Seal'd  on  her  silk-saft  faulds  to  rest, 

Till  fley'd  awa  by  Phecbus'  lig-hl ! 


BONIE  JEAN— A  BALLAD 
To  (u  om  tune. 

Th£ke  wis  a  lass,  and  the  was  fair. 

At  kirk  or  market  to  be  seen ; 
When  a'  our  faire«  maids  were  met. 

The  fairest  maid  was  bonie  Jean. 

And  aye  she  wrought  her  mammie's  watk. 
And  aye  she  sang  sae  raerrilie ; 

The  biythest  bird  upon  the  bush 
Had  ne'er  a  lighter  heart  than  she. 

But  hawks  wilt  rob  the  tender  joys 
That  bless  the  little  Hntwhite's  nest; 

And  frost  will  blight  the  fairest  flowery ^ 
And  lova  wiiU  break  tb*  aoondcRt  rest. 
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Young  Robic  wai  the  brawest  laid. 
The  flower  and  pride  of  a'  the  gleaj 

And  he  hsd  owsen,  sheep,  and  kye, 
And  wanton  naigiea  nine  or  ten. 

He  gaed  wi'  Jcanie  to  the  tryste. 
He  danc'd  wi'  Jeanie  on  the  down; 

And,  lang  ere  witless  Jeanie  wist. 
Her  heart  was  tint,  her  peace  was  stownl 

'As  in  the  bosom  of  the  stream. 
The  raoon-bcam  dwells  at  dewy  e'en; 

So  trembling,  pure,  was  tender  love 
Within  the  breast  of  bonie  Jean. 

And  now  she  works  ber  mammie's  wark. 
And  aye  she  sighs  wi'  care  and  pain ; 

Yet  wist  na  what  her  ail  aiight  b«, 
Or  what  wad  make  her  weel  again. 

But  did  na  Jeanie's  heart  loup  light. 

And  dfdna  joy  blink  in  her  e'e, 
'As  Robie  tauld  a  tale  o'  lovs 

Ae  e'ening  on  the  lily  lea? 

The  sun  was  sinking  in  the  y/t9t. 
The  btrd&  sang  sweet  in  ilka  grove; 

His  cheek  to  hera  he  fondly  laid, 
And  whisper'd  thus  his  taJe  o'  loves 

"O  Jeanie  fair,  I  lo'«  thee  dear; 

O  canst  thou  think  to  fancy  me. 
Or  wilt  thou  leave  thy  mammie's  cot. 

And  learn  to  tent  the  farms  wi'  me? 


"At  bam  or  byre  thou  ghalt  na  drudge. 
Or  naething  else  to  trouble  thee; 

But  stray  amang  the  heather-belts. 
And  tent  the  waving  com  wi'  me." 
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Now  what  could  artless  Jeanie  do? 

She  had  tiae  will  to  say  bim  na: 
At  length  she  btush'd  a  sweet  consent. 

And  love  was  aye  between  them  twit 


LINES  ON  JOHN   MMURDO.  ESQ. 

Blest  be  M'Murdo  to  his  latest  day ! 
No  envious  cloud  o'crcast  his  evening  ray; 
No  wrinkle,  furrow'd  by  the  hand  of  care. 
Nor  ever  sorrow  add  one  silver  hair! 
O  may  oo  son  the  father's  honour  stain. 
Nor  ever  daughter  give  the  mother  palo  1 


EPITAPH  ON  A  LAP-DOG 

Iir  wood  and  wild,  ye  warbling  throng. 

Your  heavy  loss  deplore; 
Now,  half  extinct  your  powers  of  vmg. 

Sweet  Echo  is  no  more. 

Ye  jarring,  screeching  things  around. 
Scream  your  discordant  joys ; 

Now.  half  your  din  of  tuneless  sound 
With  Echo  silent  lies. 


EPIGRAMS  AGAINST  THE  EARL  OF  GALLOWAY 

What  dost  thou  in  that  mansion  fair? 

Flit,  Galloway,  and  find 
Some  narrow,  dirty,  dungeon  cave. 

The  picture  of  thy  mind. 


No  Stewart  art  thou,  Galloway, 
The  Stewarts  all  were  brave; 


BesideSt  the  Stewarts  were  but  fools. 
Not  one  of  them  a  knave. 
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Bright  ran  thy  line,  O  Galloway, 
Thro'  many  a  far-fatn'd  sire  1 

So  ran  the  far-famed  Roman  way, 
And  ended  in  a  mire. 


Spare  me  thy  vengeance,  Galloway  1 

In  quiet  let  me  live: 
I  ask  no  kindness  at  thy  hand, 

For  thou  bast  none  to  give. 


EPIGRAM    ON    THE    LAIRD    OF    LAGGAN 


When  Morine,  deceas'd,  to  the  Devil  went  down, 
'Twas  nothing  would  serve  him  but  Satan's  own  crown; 
**  Thy  fool's  head,"  quoth  Satan,  "  that  crown  shall  wear 

never, 
I  grant  thou' ft  as  wicked,  but  not  quite  so  clever." 


SONG— PHILLIS  THE  FAIR 

Tune—" 'Robin  Adair." 

While  larks,  with  little  .wing, 

Fann'd  the  pure  air. 
Tasting  the  breathing  Spring, 

Forth  I  did  fare: 
Gay  the  sun's  golden  eye 
Peep'd  o'er  the  mountains  high ; 
Such  thy  morn  t  did  I  cry, 

Phillis  the  fair. 

In  each  bird's  careless  song. 

Glad  I  did  share; 
While  yon  wild-flowers  among. 

Chance  led  me  there  1 
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Sweet  to  the  op'ning  day. 
Rosebuds  bent  the  dewy  cprmy; 
Such  thy  bloom  t  did  I  say, 
Philli*  til*  fair. 

Down  in  a  shady  walk. 

Doves  cooing  wtre ; 
I  mark'd  the  cruel  hawk 

Caught  in  a  snare : 
So  kind  may  fortune  b«. 
Such  make  his  destiny. 
He  who  would  injure  thec^ 

PhilHs  the  fair. 


SONG— HAD  I  A  CAVE 
run*— •Robin  Adair." 

HAtk  I  a  cave  on  some  wild  distant  shorev 
Where  the  winds  howl  to  the  wave's  dasbiag  roar: 
There  would  I  weep  my  woes, 

There  seek  my  lost  repose, 
Till  grief  my  eyes  should  close. 
Ne'er  to  wake  more! 

Falsest  of  womankind,  can'st  thou  declare 
All  thy  fond,  plighted  vows  fleeting  as  air  t 

To  thy  new  lover  hie. 

Laugh  o'er  thy  perjury; 

Then  in  thy  boaom  try 

What  peace  is  there  t 


SONG.— BY   ALLAN   STREAM 

By  Allan  stream  I  chanc'd  to  rove, 
While  Phcebua  sank  beyond  Benlcdi; 

The  winds  are  whispering  thro'  the  grov^ 
The  yellow  com  was  waving  ready : 
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I  listen 'd  to  a  lover's  sang , 

An'  thoa^ht  on  youthfu'  pleasures  tnoil}^ 
And  aye  the  wild- wood  echoes  rang — 

"  O,  dearly  do  I  love  thee,  Annie  I 

"  O,  happy  be  the  woodbine  bower, 

Nae  nightly  bogle  make  it  eerie; 
Nor  ever  sorrow  stain  the  hour. 

The  place  and  time  I  met  my  Dearie  I 
Her  head  upon  my  throbbing  breast. 

She,  sinking,  said,  'I'm  thine  for  ever!' 
While  raony  a  kiss  the  seal  imprest — 

The  sacred  vow  we  ne'er  should  sever." 

The  haunt  o'  Spring's  the  primrose-brae. 

The  Summer  joys  the  tlockE  to  follow; 
How  cheery  thro'  her  short'ning  day. 

Is  Autumn  in  her  weeds  o'  yellow; 
But  can  they  melt  the  glowing  heart, 

Or  chain  the  soul  in  speechless  pleasure? 
Or  thro'  each  nerve  the  rapture  dart. 

Like  meeting  her,  our  bosom's  treasure  ? 
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WHISTLE.  AND  I'LL  COME  TO  YOU,  MY  LAD 

Chorus. — O  WHISTLE  an'  I'll  come  to  ye,  my  lad, 
0  whistte  an'  I'll  come  to  ye,  my  lad, 
Tho'  father  an'  mother  an'  a'  should  gae  mad, 
O  whistle  an'  I'll  come  to  ye,  my  lad. 

But  warily  tent  when  ye  come  to  court  me, 
And  come  nae  unless  the  back-yett  be  a-jee ; 
Syne  up  the  back-stilc,  and  let  naebody  see. 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  comin  to  me. 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  comin  to  me. 
O  whistle  an'  I'll  come,  &Ct 

At  kirk,  or  at  market,  whene'er  ye  meet  me, 
Gang  by  me  as  tho'  that  ye  caj'd  na  a  flic; 
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Bat  steal  me  a  bUolc  o'  joar  bonie  black  e'c^ 
Yet  look  as  yc  were  oa  lookin  to  tne. 
Yet  look  as  ye  were  na  looldii  ta  roc 
O  whistle  an'  I'll  come;  &c. 

Aye  vow  and  protest  that  ye  care  na  for  mc. 
And  whiles  ye  may  lightly  my  beauty  a-wee ; 
But  coHrt  na  anither,  tho'  joldii  ye  be, 
For  fear  that  she  wile  your  fancy  frae  mc, 
For  fear  that  she  wile  your  fancy  frac  me. 
O  whistle  an'  I'll  come,  9tc 


PHTTUS  THE  QUEEN  O'  THE   FAIR 
Tmmt—"  The  MacIdD  o'  Geordie'*  Byre." 

AjBOwn  winding  Nttb  I  did  wander. 

To  mark  the  sweet  flowers  as  they  spring; 
Adown  winding  Nith  I  did  wander. 

Of  PhiUis  to  muse  and  to  sing. 

Ckerms.—A**'  wt*  your  belles  and  your  beauties, 
They  never  wi'  her  can  compare, 
Whaever  has  met  wi'  my  Philh's, 
Has  met  wi'  the  queen  o'  the  fair. 

The  daisy  urnis'd  my  fond  fancy, 

So  artless,  so  simple,  so  wild ; 
Tbou  emblem,  said  I,  o'  my  Phillis — 

For  she  b  Simplicity's  child. 
Awm'  wi*  your  belles,  4c. 

The  rose-bud's  the  blush  o'  my  chancer. 
Her  sweet  balmy  lip  when  'tis  prcst: 

How  fair  aad  how  pure  is  the  lily  I 
But  faifer  and  purer  her  breast 
Awm'  wi'  yotu-  belles,  &c. 


POEMS  AND  SONGS 

Yon  knot  of  gay  flowers  in  the  arbour. 
They  ne'er  wi'  my  Phi  His  can  vie : 

Her  breath  is  the  breath  of  the  woodbine, 
Its  dew-drop  o'  diamond  her  eye.  . 

Awa'  wi'  your  belles,  &c 

Her  voice  is  the  song  o'  the  morning. 
That  wakes  thro'  the  green-spreading  grove 

When  Phcebus  peeps  over  the  mountains. 
On  music,  and  pleasure,  and  love. 
Awa'  wi'  your  belles,  &c. 

But  beauty,  how  frail  and  how  fleeting  I 
The  bloom  of  a  6ne  summer's  day ; 

While  worth  in  the  mind  o'  my  Phillis, 
Will  flourish  without  a  decay. 
Awa'  wi'  your  belles,  &c 
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ME,   LET   ME   TAKE   THEE   TO    MY    BREAST 

Come,  let  me  take  thee  to  my  breast. 

And  pledge  we  ne'er  shall  sunder ; 
And  I  shall  spurn  as  vilest  dust 

The  world's  wealth  and  grandeur: 
And  do  I  hear  my  Jeanie  own 

That  equal  transports  move  her? 
I  ask  for  dearest  life  alone. 

That  I  may  live  to  love  her. 

Hius.  in  my  arms,  wi'  a'  her  charms, 

I  clasp  my  countless  treasure ; 
I'll  seek  nae  mair  o'  Heav'n  to  share* 

Than  sic  a  moment's  pleasure : 
And  by  thy  e'en  sae  bonie  blue, 

1  swear  I'm  thine  for  ever ! 
And  on  thy  lips  I  seal  my  vow. 

And  break  tt  shall  I  never. 
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fiOBEUT  BUBN> 


DAINTY   DAVIE 

Npw  rosy  M&y  comes  in  wi'  flowers. 
To  deck  her  gay,  green-sprMding  bowen; 
And  now  comes  in  the  happy  hours. 
To  wander  wi'  my  Davie. 

Chorus. — Meet  me  on  the  warlock  knowe. 
Dainty  Davie,  Dainty  Davie; 
There  I'll  spend  the  day  wi'  yoo* 
My  ain  dear  Dainty  Davie. 

Ttie  crystal  waters  round  us  fa', 
The  merry  birds  are  lovers  a', 
The  scented  breezes  round  u»  blaw, 
A  wandering  wi'  my  Davie. 
Meet  me  on,  &c. 

'A&  purple  morning  starts  the  hare. 
To  sted  upon  her  early  fare, 
Then  thro'  the  dews  I  will  repair, 
To  meet  my  faithfu'  Davie. 
Meet  me  on,  &c. 

When  day,  expiring  in  the  west 
The  curtain  draws  o'  Nature's  rest, 
I  flee  to  his  arms  I  lo'e  the  best. 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  Davie. 
Meet  me  on,  &c 


ROBERT   BRUCE'S  MARCH  TO   BANNOCKBURH. 

Scots,  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled. 
Scots,  wham  Bhuce  has  aften  led. 
Welcome  to  your  gory  bed, 
Or  to  Victoriel 
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fNow's  the  day,  and  now's  the  hour; 
See  the  front  o'  battle  lour; 
Sec  approach  proud  Eowasd's  power^-» 
Chains  and  Slaveriel 
Wt 


SOS 


Wha  will  be  a.  traitor  kna.vc  ? 
Whtt  can  filJ  a  coward's  grave? 
Wha  sae  base  as  be  a  Slave ? 

Let  him  turn  and  flee  I 


i 


Wha,  for  Scotland's  King  and  Law, 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  draw, 
Free-man  stand,  or  Fkee-man  fa'. 
Let  him  on  wi'  me  1 


By  Oppression's  woes  and  pains ! 
By  your  Sons  in  servile  chains  I 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  veins, 

But  they  shall  be  free  I 

Lay  the  proud  Usurpers  low ! 
Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe! 
IjBEXTY'a  in  every  blow  I — 

Let  us  Do  or  Die  I 


BEHOLD  THE  HOUR,  THE  BOAT  ARRIVE 

Behold  the  hour,  the  boat  arrive; 

Thou  goest,  the  darling  of  ray  heart; 
Scver'd  from  thee,  can  I  survive, 

But  Fate  has  will'd  and  we  must  part. 
I'll  often  greet  the  surging  swell. 

Yon  distant  Isle  will  often  hail : 
"E'en  here  I  took  the  last  farewell; 

There,  latest  mark'd  her  vanish'd  sail" 


BOBERT  BUBNS 

Along  the  solitary  shore. 

While  flitting  sea-fowl  roond  roe  cry. 
Across  the  rolling,  dashing  roar. 

I'll  westward  turn  toy  wistful  eye: 
"Happy  thou  Indian  grove,"  I'll  say, 

"Where  now  my  Nancy's  path  may  bet 
While  thro'  thy  sweets  she  loves  to  stray, 

O  tell  m^  docs  she  muse  on  me  1 " 


EKDWN  THE  BURN.   DAVIE 

As  down  the  bum  they  took  their  way. 

And  thro'  the  flowery  dale; 
His  cheek  to  hers  he  aft  did  lay. 

And  love  was  aye  the  tale : 

With  "  Mary,  when  shall  we  return. 

Sic  pleasure  to  renew  ?  " 
Quoth  Mary — "  Love,  I  like  the  bmm. 

And  aye  shall  follow  you." 


THOU    HAST    LEFT    ME    EVER,    JAMIE 
Tim* — "  Fee  him,  (atber,  fee  him.** 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie, 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever; 
Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie, 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever: 
Aften  hast  thou  vow'd  that  Death" 

Only  should  us  sever ; 
Now  thou'st  left  thy  lass  for  aye — 

I  maun  see  thee  never,  Jamie. 

I'll  see  thee  never. 

Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Jamie, 
Thou  hast  me  forsaken; 


Tbon  falsi  me  forsaken.  Jainie^ 
Thou  hast  me  forsaken; 

Than  canst  lore  another  jo. 
While  jay  heart  is  breakinff ; 

Soon  my  weary  cen  111  close. 
Never  mair  to  waken,  Jamie, 
Never  mair  to  waken  I 


WHERE  ARE  THE  JOYS  I  HAVE  MET? 
Tmt* — "  Saw  je  mr  father." 

Whex£  are  the  joys  I  have  met  in  the  morning 
That  danc'd  to  the  lark's  early  song? 

Where  is  the  peace  that  awaited  my  wand'ring. 
At  evening  the  wild-woods  among? 

No  more  a  winding  the  course  of  yon  river. 
And  tnaiking  sweet  flowerets  so  fair. 

No  more  I  trace  the  light  footsteps  of  Pleasure, 
But  Sorrow  and  sad-sighing  Care. 

Is  it  that  Summer's  forsaken  our  valleys. 

And  grim,  sarly  Winter  is  near? 
No,  no,  the  bees  humming  round  the  gay  r(»es 

Proclaim  it  the  pride  of  the  year. 

Fain  would  I  bide  what  I  fear  to  discover. 
Yet  long,  long,  too  well  have  I  known ; 

All  that  has  caused  this  wreck  in  my  bosom. 
Is  Jenoy,  fair  Jenny  alone. 

Time  cannot  aid  me,  my  griefs  are  immortal. 

Nor  Hc^  dare  a  comfort  bestow : 
Come  then,  enamour'd  and  fond  of  my  anguisb* 

Enjoyment  111  seek  in  my  woe. 
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DELUDED   SWAIN,  THE  PLE^^SURE 
jHtw— "The  Collier's  Dochter." 

Deludco  swain,  the  pleasure 

The  fickle  Fair  can  pvc  thec^ 
Is  but  a  fairy  treasure. 

Thy  hopes  will  soon  deceive  thee: 
The  billows  on  the  ocean. 

The  breezes  idly  roaming. 
The  cloud's  uncertain  motion. 

They  are  but  types  of  Woman. 

O  art  thou  not  asbam'd 

To  doat  upon  a  feature? 
If  Man  tliou  wouldst  be  nanr'd. 

Despise  the  silly  creature. 
Go,  6nd  an  honest  fellow. 

Good  claret  set  before  thee, 
Hold  on  till  thou  art  mellow, 

And  then  to  bed  in  glory  t 


THINE  AM  r,  MY  FAITHFUL  FAIR 
TtMM— "The  Quaker"!  Wife." 

Thine  am  I,  my  faithful  Fair, 

Thine,  my  lovely  Nancy; 
Ev'ry  pulse  along  my  veini, 

Ev'ry  roving  fancy. 
To  tJiy  bosom  lay  my  heart, 

There  to  throb  and  languish; 
Th^'  despair  had  wrung  its  ooro; 

That  would  heal  its  anguiib. 


Take  away  those  rosy  lips. 
Rich  with  balmy  treasure; 
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Turn  away  thine  eyes  of  love, 
Lest  I  die  with  pleasure  I 

What  is  life  when  wanting  LoveE 
Night  without  k  morning: 

Love's  the  cloudless  summer  sun, 
Nature  gay  adorning. 
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ON    MRS.    RIDDELL'S    BIRTHDAY 

4th  November  1793. 

Old  Winter,  with  his  frosty  beard. 
Thus  once  to  Jove  bii  prayer  preferred: 
"  What  have  I  done  of  all  the  year. 
To  bear  this  hated  doom  severe? 
My  cheerless  suns  no  pleasure  know ; 
Night's  horrid  car  drags  dreary  slow ; 
My  dismal  months  no  joys  are  crowning. 
But  spleeny  English  hanging,  drowning. 

"  Now  Jove,  for  once  be  mighty  civil. 

To  counterbalance  all  this  evil; 

Give  me,  and  I've  no  more  to  say, 

Give  me  Maria's  natal  day! 

That  brilliant  gift  shall  so  enrich  me. 

Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,  cannot  match  me." 

"  'Tis  done !  "  says  Jove ;  so  ends  my  story. 

And  Winter  once  rejoiced  in  glory. 


MY  SPOUSE  NANCY 
TitH*—"  My  Jo  Jinet." 

*  HtJSBAND,  husband,  cease  your  strife 

Nor  longer  idly  rave,  Sir ; 
Tho'  I  am  your  wedded  wife 

Y«t  I  am  not  your  slave.  Sir." 
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"  One  of  two  must  still  obey, 

Nancy,  Nancy; 
Is  it  Man  or  Woman,  say. 

My  spouse  Nancy?" 

"If  'tis  still  the  lordly  word. 

Service  and  obedience;  , 

I'll  desert  my  sov'reign  lord, 

And  3o,  good  bye,  alteipance  1 " 
"  Sad  will  I  be,  so  bereft, 

Nancy,  Nancy; 
.Yet  I'll  try  to  make  a  shift. 

My  spouse  Nancy." 

*  My  poor  heart,  then  break  it  must; 
My  last  hour  I  am  near  it: 

When  you  lay  me  in  the  dust, 
Think  how  you  will  bear  it." 

"I  will  hope  and  trust  in  Heaven, 
Nancy,  Nancy; 

Strength  to  bear  it  will  be  given, 
My  spouse  Nancy," 

*  Well,  Sir,  from  the  silent  dead, 

Still  I'll  try  to  daunt  you ; 
Ever  round  your  midnight  bed 

Horrid  sprites  shall  haunt  youl " 
"  I'll  wed  another  like  my  dear 

Nancy,  Nancy; 
Then  all  hell  will  fly  for  fear. 

My  spouse  Nancy." 


ADDRESS 

Bpoken  hy  Misa  PontetieUe  on  her  BeiKfit  Nlstat  DccMBtMT 

4tli,  17^,  a.t  the  Thaatre,  Dumfries 

Smx  anxious  to  secure  your  partial  favour. 
And  not  less  anxious,  sure,  this  night  than  Cfver, 
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A  Prologue,  Epilogue,  or  some  such  matter, 

'Twocild  vamp  my  bill,  said  I,  if  nothing^  better; 

So  sought  a  poet,  roosted  near  the  skies. 

Told  hitn  I  came  to  feast  my  curious  eyes ; 

Said,  nothing  like  his  works  was  ever  printed; 

And  last,  my  prologue-business  slily  hinted. 

"  Ma'am,  let  me  tell  you,"  quoth  my  man  of  rhymes, 
■*  I  know  your  bent — these  are  no  laaghing  times : 
nCan  you— but.  Miss,  I  own  I  have  my  fears — 

Dissolve  in  pause,  and  sentimental  tears; 

With  laden  sighs,  and  solemn-rounded  sentence, 

Rouse  from  his  sluggish  slumbers,  fell  Repentance; 

Paint  Vengeance  as  he  takes  his  horrid  stand. 

Waving  on  high  the  desolating  brand, 
■Calling  the  storms  to  bear  him  o'er  a  guilty  land  ?  " 

(  could  no  more — askance  the  creature  eyeing, 
"D'ye  think,"  said  I,  "  this  face  was  made  for  crying? 

f1\  laugh,  that's  poz — nay  more,  the  world  shall  know  it; 
iad  so,  your  servant !  gloomy  Master  Poet  I  " 
Firm  as  my  creed,  Sirs,  'tis  my  fi3t*d  belief, 
That  Misery's  another  word  for  Grief: 
lalso  think— so  may  I  be  a  bride  I 
■That  so  much  laufhter,  so  much  life  enjoy'd. 

Thou  man  of  crazy  care  and  ceaseless  sigh. 
Still  under  bleak  Misfortune's  blasting  eye; 
Doom'd  to  that  sorest  task  of  man  alive — 
To  make  three  guineas  do  the  work  of  five : 
Laugh  in  Misfortune's  face — the  beldam  witch  I 
Say,  you'll  be  merry,  tho'  you  can't  be  rich, 

Thou  other  man  of  care,  the  wretch  in  love. 
Who  long  with  Jihish  airs  and  arts  hast  strove; 
Who,  as  the  boughs  all  temptingly  project. 
Measur'st  in  desperate  thought — a  rope — thy  neck'^ 
Or.  where  the  beetling  cliff  o'erhangs  the  deep, 
Peerest  to  meditate  the  healing  leap : 


no 


Would'st  diou  be  cur'd,  thou  silly,  moping  elf? 
Laugh  at  her  follies — laugh  e'en  at  thyself: 
Learn  to  despise  those  frowns  now  so  terrific. 
And  love  3  Idnder — that's  your  grand  specific 

To  sum  up  all,  be  merry,  I  advise ; 

And  as  we're  roerry,  may  ,wc  still  be  wise. 


COMPLIMENTARY   EPIGRAM   ON   MARIA. 
RIDDELL 

"PnAisE  Woman  still,"  hJs  lordship  roars, 

"Deserv'd  or  not,  no  matter?" 
But  thee,  whom  all  my  soul  adores, 
Ev'n  Flattery  cannot  flatter; 

Maria,  all  my  thought  and  dream. 

Inspires  my  voea!  shell; 
The  more  I  praise  my  lovely  thcms^ 

The  more  the  truth  I  tell. 


REMORSEFUL  APOLOGY 

The  friend  whom,  wild  from  Wisdom's 
The  fumes  of  wine  infuriate  send, 

(Not  moony  madness  more  astray) 
Who  but  deplores  that  hapless  friend? 


Mine  was  th'  insensate  frenried  part. 
Ah  I  why  should  I  such  scenes  outlive  2 

Scenes  so  abhorrent  to  my  heart! — 
'Tis  thine  to  pity  and  forgive. 
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WILT   THOU   BE   MY   DEARIE? 
TiiK*— "The  Sutor's  Dochtw." 

Wilt  thou  be  my  Dearie  ? 
When  Sorrow  wring  thy  gentle  hearty 

O  wilt  thou  let  me  cheer  thee  I 
By  the  treasure  of  my  soul, 

That's  the  love  I  bear  thee: 
I  swear  and  vow  that  only  thou 

Shall  ever  be  ray  Dearie  I 
Only  thou,  I  swear  and  vow. 

Shall  ever  be  mj-  Dearie  1 

Lassie,  say  thou  to'es  me ; 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  na  be  my  aiti, 

O  say  na  thou'lt  refuse  me  I 
If  it  winna,  canna  be, 

Thou  for  thine  may  choose  me. 
Let  me,  lassie,  quickly  die. 

Still  trusting  that  thou  lo'es  met 
Lassie,  let  me  quickly  die, 

StiU  trusting  that  thou  lo'es  me  I 


A  FIDDLER  IN  THE  NORTH 
Time—"  Tbe  King  □'  France  he  ra4o  a  race.** 

Amang  the  trees,  where  humming  bees. 

At  buds  and  flowers  were  hinging,  O, 
Auld  Caledon  drew  out  her  drone. 

And  to  her  pipe  was  singing,  O: 
'Twas  Pibroch,  Sang,  Strathspeys,  and  Reels, 

She  dirl'd  them  aff  fu'  clearly,  O: 
When  there  cam*  a  yell  o'  foreign  squeels, 

That  dang  her  tapsaltecrie^  O. 


Sll  ROBERT  BURNS 

Their  capon  craws  an'  queer  "  ha,  ha's," 

They  made  our  tugs  grow  eerie,  O; 
The  hungty  bike  did  scrape  and  fyke. 

Till  we  were  wae  and  weary,  O: 
But  a  royal  ghaist,  wha  ance  was  cas'd, 

A  prisoner,  aughtcen  year  awa*. 
He  fir'd  a  Fiddler  in  the  North, 

That  dang  them  tapsalteerie,  O. 


THE  MINSTREL  AT  LINCLUDEN 
Turn* — ^"Cumaock  Psalms.** 

As  I  Stood  by  yon  roofless  tower. 
Where  the  wa'flow'r  scents  the  dewy  air. 

Where  the  howlet  mourns  in  her  ivy  bower. 
And  tells  the  midnight  moon  her  care. 

Chonu — A  lassie  all  alone,  was  making  her  moan. 
Lamenting  our  lads  beyond  the  sea ; 
In  the  bluidy  wars  they  fa',  and  otiT  hoaour's 
gane  an'  a'. 
And  broken-hearted  we  maun  die. 

Tlie  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still. 
The  stars  they  shot  along  the  sky; 

The  tod  was  howling  on  the  hill. 
And  the  distant-echoing  glens  repljr, 
A  lassie  all  alone,  &c. 


The  bum,  adown  its  hazelly  path. 
Was  rushing  by  the  ruin'd  wa'^ 

Hasting  to  join  the  sweeping  Nlth, 
Whase  roarings  seem'd  to  rise  and  fa'. 
A  lassie  all  alone,  &c. 

The  cauld  blae  North  was  streaming  forth 
Her  lights,  wi'  hissing,  eerie  din, 
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Atliort  the  Hft  they  start  and  shift. 
Like  Fortvine's  favours,  tint  as  win. 
A  lasaie  all  alone,  &c. 

Now,  looking  over  frith  and  fauld, 

Her  horn  the  pale-faced  C3'nthia  rear'4 

When  lo !  in  form  of  Minstrel  auld, 
A  stem  and  stalwart  ghaist  appear'd, 
A  lassie  all  alone,  &c. 

And  frae  his  harp  sic  strains  did  flow. 
Might  rous'd  the  slumbering  Dead  to  hear; 

But  oh,  it  was  a  tale  of  woe, 
As  ever  met  a  Briton's  ear ! 
A  lassie  all  alone,  &c. 

He  sang  wi'  joy  his  former  day, 
He,  weeping,  wail'd  his  latter  times; 

But  what  he  said — it  was  nae  play, 
I  winna  ventur't  in  my  rhymes, 
A  lassie  all  alone,  &c 
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A   VISION 

As  I  stood  by  yon  roofless  tower. 
Where  the  wa'flower  scents  the  dewy  air. 

Where  the  howlet  moorns  in  her  ivy  bower. 
And  tells  the  midnight  moon  her  care. 

The  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still. 
The  stars  they  shot  alang  the  sky; 

The  fox  was  howling  on  the  hill, 
And  the  distant  echoing  glens  reply. 

The  stream,  adown  its  hazelly  path. 
Was  rushing  by  the  ruin'd  wa's, 

Hasting  to  join  the  sweeping  Nith, 
Whase  distant  roaring  swells  and  fa's. 
-Vol  8 
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The  cauld  blae  North  was  streaming  forth 
Her  lights,  wi'  hissing,  eerie  din ; 

Atlnvart  the  lift  they  start  «nd  ihift. 
Like  Fortune's  favors,  tint  as  win. 

By  heedless  chance  1  tum'd  mine  ejres. 
And,  by  the  moonbeam,  shook  to  see 

A  stem  a.nd  stalwart  ghatst  arise, 
Attird  as  Minstrels  wont  to  bt 


Had  I  a  statue  been  o'  stane, 
His  daring  look  had  daunted  me ; 

And  on  his  bonnet  grav'd  was  plain. 
The  sacred  posy — "LibebtieI" 

Aad  frae  his  harp  sic  strains  did  flow. 
Might  rous'd  the  sltunbYing  Dead  to  Iwar; 

But  oh,  it  was  a  tale  of  woe. 
As  ever  met  a  Briton's  ear  I 

He  sang  wi'  joy  his  former  day. 
He,  weeping,  wailed  his  latter  times; 

Bidt  what  he  said — it  was  nae  play, 
I  winna  ventiir't  in  my  rhymes. 


A  RED.  RED  ROSE 

O  MY  Luve's  like  a  red,  red  rose^ 
That's  newly  sprung  in  Jane: 

0  my  Lsve's  like  the  melodic. 
That's  sweetly  play'd  in  tune. 


As  fair  art  thou,  my  bonie  lass. 

So  deep  in  I  live  am  I; 
'And  I  will  luve  thee  still,  my  dear. 

Till  a'  the  seas  gang  dry. 
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Till  a'  tbe  seas  g^ng  dry,  my  dear. 
And  the  rocks  melt  wi'  tlic  sun; 

And  r  will  luve  thee  still,  ray  dear. 
While  the  sands  o'  life  shall  run. 

And  fare-thee-weel,  my  only  Luvel 
And  fare-thee-weel,  a  while  ! 

And  I  will  come  again,  my  Luve, 
Tbo'  'twere  ten  thousand  mile  I 


YOUNG  JAMIE,  PRIDE  OF  A'  THE  PLAIN 
Time—"  The  Cariin  fff  the  Glea." 

Young  Jamie,  pride  of  a'  the  plain, 
Sae  gallant  and  sae  gay  a  swain. 
Thro'  a'  owr  lasses  he  did  rove. 
And  reign'd  resistless  King  of  Love. 

But  now,  wi'  sighs  and  starting  tears. 
He  strays  amang  the  woods  and  breirs; 
Or  in  the  glens  and  rocky  caves. 
His  sad  complaining  dowie  raves : — 

"  I  wha  sae  late  did  range  and  rove. 
And  chang'd  with  every  moon  my  love, 
I  little  thought  the  time  was  near, 
Repentance  I  should  buy  sae  dear. 

"  The  slighted  maids  my  torments  see. 
And  laugh  at  a'  the  pangs  I  dree ; 
While  she,  my  crwel,  scornful  Fair, 
Forbids  me  e'er  to  see  her  mair." 


THE  FLOWERY   BAISTKS  OF  CREE 

Here  is  the  glen,  and  here  the  bower 
All  underneath  the  birchen  shade ; 
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The  village-bell  has  told  the  hour, 

O  what  can  stay  ray  lovely  maid? 

Tis  not  Maria's  whispering  call ; 

'Tis  but  the  balmy  breathing  gale, 
Mixt  with  some  warbler's  dying  fall. 

The  dewy  star  of  eve  to  haiL 

It  is  Maria's  voice  I  hear ; 

So  calls  the  woodlark  in  the  grove. 
His  little,  faittiful  mate  to  cheer ; 

At  once  'tis  music  and  'tis  love. 

And  art  thou  come  I  and  art  thou  true  t 
O  welcome  dear  to  love  and  me ! 

And  let  us  all  our  vows  renew, 
Along  the  flowery  banks  of  Cre& 


MONODY 
On  a  lady  famed  for  her  Caprice: 

How  cold  is  that  bosom  which  folly  once  fired. 

How  pale  is  that  cheek  where  the  rouge  lately  gUsteo'Oj 

How  silent  that  tongue  which  the  echoes  oft  tired. 
How  dull  U  that  ear  which  to  flatt'ry  so  listca'd  I 

If  sorrow  and  anguish  their  exit  await, 

From  friendship  and  dearest  affection  remov'd; 
How  doubly  severer,  Maria,  thy  fate. 
Thou  diedst  unwept,  as  thou  livedst  unlov'd. 

Loves,  Graces,  and  Virtues,  I  call  not  on  you; 

So  shy,  grave,  and  distant,  ye  shed  not  a  tear: 
But  come,  all  ye  offspring  of  Folly  so  true. 

And  flowers  let  us  cull  for  Maria's  cold  bier. 

We'll  search  through  tlie  garden  for  each  silly  flower. 
We'll  roam  thro'  the  forest  for  each  idle  weed; 
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Bat  chiefly  the  nettle,  so  typical,  shower, 
For  Qone  e'er  approach 'd  her  but  rued  the  rash  deed 


THE  EFITAPB 


We'll  sculpture  the  marble,  we'll  measure  the  lay ; 
Here  Vanity  strums  on  her  idiot  lyre ; 

I      There  keen  Indigriation  shall  dart  on  his  prey, 
PIN 


Here  lies,  now  a  prey  to  insulting  neglect. 
What  once  was  a  butterfly,  gay  in  life's  beam : 

Want  only  of  wisdom  denied  her  respect, 
Want  only  of  goodness  denied  her  esteem. 


PINNED  TO  MRS.  WALTER  RIDDELL'S  CARRIAGE 


If  you  rattle  along  like  your  Mistress's  tongue. 

Your  speed  will  outrival  tlie  dart ; 
But  a  fly  for  your  load,  you'll  break  down  on  the  road, 

If  your  stuff  be  as  rotten' s  her  heart. 


EPITAPH  FOR  MR,  WALTER  RIDDELL 

Sic  a  reptile  was  Wat,  sic  a  miscreant  slave, 
That  the  worms  ev'n  d — d  him  when  laid  in  his  grave; 
"  In  his  flesh  there's  a  famine,"  a  starved  reptile  cries, 
"  And  his  heart  is  rank  poison !  "  another  replies. 


EPISTLE  FROM  ESOPUS  TO  MARIA 

RiOM  those  drear  solitudes  and  frowsy  cells, 
Where  Infamy  with  sad  Repentance  dwells ; 
Where  turnkeys  make  the  jealous  portal  fast. 
And  deal  from  iron  hands  tlie  spare  repast ; 
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Where  truant  'prentices,  yet  youag  in  sin. 
Blush  at  the  curious  stranger  peeping  in ; 
Where  strumpets,  relics  of  the  drunken  roar. 
Resolve  to  drink,  nay  half — to  whore  no  more; 
Where  tiny  thieves  not  destin'd  yet  to  swing. 
Beat  hemp  for  others,  riper  for  the  string : 
From  these  dire  scenes  my  wretched  lines  I  date, 
To  tell  Maria  her  Esopus'  fate, 

"  Alas !  I  feci  I  am  no  actor  here  1 " 

'Tis  real  hangmen  real  scourges  bear  I 

Prepare;  Maria,  for  a  horrid  tale 

Will  tum  thy  very  rouge  to  deadly  pale; 

Will  make  thy  hair,  tho'  erst  from  gipsy  poU'd, 

By  barber  woven,  and  by  barber  sold. 

Though  twisted  smooth  with  Harry's  nicest  care, 

Like  hoary  bristles  to  erect  and  stare. 

The  hero  of  the  mimic  scene,  no  more 

I  start  in  Hamlet,  in  Othello  roar ; 

Or,  haughty  Chieftain,  'mid  the  din  of  arms 

In  Highland  Bonnet,  woo  Malvina's  charms  ; 

While  sans-culottes  stoop  up  the  mountain  high, 

And  steal  from  mc  Maria's  prying  eye. 

Blest  Highland  bonnet  I  once  my  proudest  dress. 

Now  prouder  still,  Maria's  temples  press ; 

I  see  her  wave  thy  towering  plumes  afar. 

And  call  each  coxcomb  to  the  wordy  war : 

I  see  her  face  the  first  of  Ireland's  sons. 

And  even  out-Irish  his  Hibernian  bronze ; 

The  crafty  Colonel  leaves  the  tartan'd  lines. 

For  other  wars,  where  he  a  hero  shines: 

The  hopeful  youth,  in  Scottish  senate  bred. 

Who  owns  a  Bushbjr's  heart  without  the  head. 

Comes  'mid  a  string  of  coxcombs,  to  display 

That  vent,  vxdi,  lici,  is  his  way : 

The  shrinking  Bard  adown  the  alley  skulks, 

And  dreads  a  meeting  worse  than  Woolwich  hulks: 

Though  there,  his  heresies  in  Church  and  State 

Might  well  award  him  Muir  and  Palmer's  fate: 

Still  she  undaunted  reels  and  rattles  on. 
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And  dares  the  public  IJVe  a  noontide  sun. 

What  icandat  called  Maria's  jaunty  stagger 

The  ricket  reeling  of  a  crooked  swagger? 

Whose  spleen  (e'en  worse  than  Bums's  venom,  when 

He  dips  in  gall  uninix'd  his  eager  pen. 

And  pours  his  vengeance  in  the  burning  line,) — 

Who  christen'd  thus  Maria's  lyre-divine 

The  idiot  itrum  of  Vanity  bcmus'd, 

And  even  the  abuse  of  Poesy  abus'd? — 

Who  called  her  verse  a  Parish  Workhouse,  made 

For  motley  foundling  Fancies,  stolen  or  strayed? 

A  Workhouse  t  ah,  that  sound  awakes  my  woes. 

And  pillows  on  the  thorn  my  rack'd  repose ! 
In  durance  vile  here  must  I  wake  and  weep. 
And  all  my  frowsy  couch  in  sorrow  steep; 
That  straw  where  many  a  rogue  has  lain  of  yore, 
And  vermin'd  gipsies  litter'd  heretofore. 

Why,  Lonsdale  thus  thy  wrath  on  vagrants  po«r? 

Must  earth  no  rascal  save  thyself  endure? 

Must  thou  alone  in  guilt  immortal  swell, 

And  make  a  vast  monopoly  of  hell  ? 

Thou  know'st  the  Virtues  cannot  hate  thee  worse; 

The  Vices  also,  must  they  club  their  curse? 

Or  must  no  tiny  sin  to  others  fall. 

Because  thy  guilt's  supreme  enough  for  all  ? 

Maria,  send  me  too  thy  griefs  and  cares ; 

In  all  of  thee  sure  thy  Esopus  shares. 

As  thou  at  all  mankind  the  (tag  mi  furls, 

Who  on  my  fair  one  Satire's  vengeance  hurlfr— 

Who  calls  thee,  pert,  affected,  vain  coquette, 

A  wit  in  folly,  and  a  fool  in  wit  I 

Who  says  that  fool  alone  is  not  thy  due. 

And  quotes  thy  treacheries  to  prove  it  true  I 

Our  force  united  on  thy  foes  we'll  turn. 
And  dare  the  war  with  all  of  woman  bom; 
For  who  can  write  and  speak  as  thou  and  17 
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My  periods  that  deciphertng  defy, 

And  thy  still  matchless  tongue  that  conquers  all  reply  t 


EPITAPH  ON  A  NOTED  COXCOMB 
Capt  Wm.  Roddick,  of  Corbiston. 

Light  lay  the  earth  on  Billy's  breast. 
His  chicken  heart  so  lender ; 

But  build  a  castle  on  his  head. 
His  scuU  wilt  prop  it  under. 


ON  CAPT.   LASCELLES 

When  Lascelles  tli ought  fit  from  this  world  to  depart, 
Some  friends  warmly  thought  of  embalming  his  heart; 
A  bystander  whispers—"  Pray  don't  make  so  much  o't. 
The  subject  is  poison,  no  reptile  will  touch  iL" 


ON  WM.  GRAHAM,  ESQ..  OF  MOSSKNOWE 

"  Stop  thief  t "  dame  Nature  call'd  to  Death, 
As  Willy  drew  his  latest  breath ; 
How  shall  I  make  a  fool  again? 
My  choicest  model  thou  bast  ta'en. 


ON  JOHN  BUSHBY,  ESQ..  TINWALD  DOWNS 

He&£  lies  John  Bushby — hoM£St  UtOft, 
Cheat  him.  Devil — if  you  can  t 


Ip 
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SONNET  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ROBERT  RIDDELL 
^L  Of  Glenriddell  and  Friars'  Cars*. 

No  more,  ye  warblers  of  the  wocmI  !  no  more ; 

Nor  pour  your  descant  grating  on  my  soul; 

Thou  young-eyed  Spring  I  gay  in  thy  verdant  stole. 
More  welcome  were  to  me  grim  Winter's  wildest  roar. 

How  can  ye  charm,  ye  flowers,  with  all  your  dyes  f 
Ye  blow  upon  the  sod  that  wraps  my  friend  I 
How  can  I  to  the  tuneful  strain  attend? 

That  strain  flows  round  the  untimely  tomb  where  RiddeU 
K         lies. 

Yes,  pour,  ye  warblers !  pour  the  notes  of  woe. 
And  soothe  the  Virtues  weeping  o'er  his  bier: 

■       The  man  of  worth — and  hath  not  left  his  peer  I 
Is  in  his  "  narrow  house,"  for  ever  darkly  low. 

Thee,  Spring  I  again  with  joy  shall  others  greet ; 

Me,  memory  of  my  loss  will  only  meet, 


THE  LOVELY  LASS  O'  INVERNESS 

The  lovely  lass  o'  Inverness, 

Nae  joy  nor  pleasure  can  she  see; 

For,  e'en  to  mom  she  cries  "  alas  1 " 
And  aye  the  saut  tear  blin's  her  e*& 

"  Drumossie  moor,  Drumossie  day — 

A  waefu'  day  it  was  to  me  ! 
For  there  I  lost  my  father  dear, 

My  father  dear,  and  brethren  threes 

"  Their  winding-sheet  the  bluidy  clay. 
Their  graves  are  growin  green  to  see; 

And  by  them  lies  the  dearest  lad 
That  ever  blest  a  wonuui's  e'e  1 
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"  Now  wae  to  thee,  thou  cruel  lord, 
A  bitiidy  man  I  trow  thou  be ; 

For  mony  a  heart  thou  has  made  salr, 
That  ne'er  did  wrang  to  thine  or  thee  I " 


CHARLIE,  HE'S  MY  DARLING 

'TwAS  on  a  Monday  inoming, 
Rt£;ht  early  In  the  jfcar, 

That  Charlie  came  to  our  town. 
The  young  Chevalier, 

Chorus — An'  Charlie,  he's  my  darling, 
My  darling,  my  darling, 
Charlie,  he's  my  darling, 
The  young  Oievalier. 

As  he  was  walking  up  the  stred^ 

The  city  for  to  view, 
O  there  he  spied  a  bonie  lass 

TTie  window  looking  through. 
An'  Charlie,  &c 

Sac  light's  he  jumped  up  the  stab*, 

And  tiri'd  at  the  pin ; 
And  wha  sae  ready  as  hersel* 

To  let  the  laddie  in. 
An*  Charlie,  &c 

He  set  his  Jenny  on  his  kn««. 
All  in  his  Highland  dress ; 

For  brawly  weel  he  ken'd  the  vmy. 
To  please  a  bonie  lass. 
An'  Charlie,  fto 


It's  up  yon  heathery  mountain, 
Att'  tiown  yon  scroggie  gten, 
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We  daur  na  gang  a.  milking. 
For  Charlie  and  his  men, 
An'  Charlie,  &c. 
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BANNOCKS  O'  BEAR  MEAL 

Chorus — Bannocks  o'  bear  meal. 
Bannocks  o'  barley, 
Here's  to  the  Higrhlandman's 
Bannocks  o'  barley ! 

WhAj  in  a  brulyie,  will 

First  cry  a.  parley? 
Never  the  lads  wi'  the 

Bannocks  e*  barley. 

Bannocks  o'  boar  meal,  &c. 

Wha,  in  his  wae  days, 

Were  loyal  to  Charlie? 
Wha  but  the  tads  wi'  the 
Bannocks  o'  barley ! 

Bannocks  o'  bear  meal,  &e^ 


THE  HIGHLAND   BALOU 

Hee  baloM,  my  sweet  wee  Donald, 
Picture  o'  the  great  Clanronald; 
Brawlie  kens  o«r  wanton  Chief 
Wha  gat  my  young  Highland  thief. 


Leeze  me  on  thy  borne  craigle. 
An'  thou  live,  thou'll  steal  a  iiaigie. 
Travel  the  country  thro'  and  thro'. 
And  bring  hame  a  Carlisle  cow. 
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Tliro'  the  Lawlands,  o"er  the  Border, 
Wee!,  my  babie,  may  thou  (urder  I 
Harry  the  louns  o'  the  laigh  Countries 
Syne  to  the  Highlands  haroe  to  mc 


THE  HIGHLAND  WIDOW'S  LAMENT 

Oh  I  am  come  to  the  low  Countrie, 

Ochon,  Ochon,  Ochric! 
Without  a  penny  in  roy  purse. 

To  buy  a  meal  to  me. 

It  was  na  sae  in  the  Highland  hlUs, 

Ochon,  Ochon,  Ochrie  I 
Nae  woman  in  the  Country  wide^ 

Sae  happy  was  as  me. 

For  then  I  had  a  score  o'  kye, 
^  Ochon,  Ochon,  Ochrie  I 

Feeding  on  yon  hiU  sae  high. 
And  giving  milk  to  me. 

And  there  I  had  three  score  o'  yowcs, 

Ochon,  Ochon,  Ochrie  I 
Skipping  on  yon  bonie  knowes. 

And  casting  woo  to  me, 

I  was  the  happiest  of  a"  the  Gan, 

Sair,  sair,  may  I  repine; 
For  Donald  was  the  brawest  mao. 

And  Donald  he  was  mine. 


Till  Charlie  Stewart  cam  at  last, 

Sae  far  to  set  us  free; 
My  Donald's  arm  was  wanted  theOf 

For  Scotland  and  for  me. 


wrett&ed  now 


rr  WAS  A'  FOR  OUR  RIGHmr  KUK. 

b  was  a*  for  oar  ngfatin'  Kiag 
We  left  fair  Scotland's  stfaad; 

It  was  a'  for  otir  rigfatiu'  Kins 
We  e'er  saw  Irish  land,  my  4k*r, 
We  e'er  saw  Irish  laixL 


Now  a*  is  dooe  that  men  cut  div 
And  a'  is  done  in  vain; 

My  Love  and  Narirc  Land  farewtd. 
For  I  maun  cross  the  main,  my  dear. 
For  I  maun  cross  the  main. 


He  turn'd  him  right  and  round  about. 

Upon  the  Irish  shore; 
And  gae  his  bridle  reins  a  shake; 

With  adieu  for  evermore,  my  iett. 

And  adieu  for  e^'ennore. 


The  soger  frae  the  wars  returns. 

The  sailor  frae  the  main ; 
But  I  hae  parted  frae  my  Love, 

Never  to  meet  again,  ray  dear. 

Never  to  meet  again. 

When  day  is  gane,  and  night  is  come^ 
And  a'  folic  bound  to  sleep; 
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I  thitik  on  him  that's  far  awa, 

The  lee-Isng  night  and  weep,  my  dear, 
Th«  lee-lang  night  and  weep. 


ODE  FOR  GENERAL   WASHINGTON'S   BIRTHDAY 

No  Spartan  lube,  no  Attic  shell. 

No  lyre  -Eolian  1  awake; 
'Tis  liberty's  bold  note  I  swell, 

Thy  harp,  Columbia,  let  mc  take! 
See  gathering  thousands,  while  I  sing; 
A  broken  chain  exulting  bring, 

And  dash  !t  in  a  tyrant's  face, 
And  dare  him  to  his  very  beard. 
And  tell  him  he  no  more  is  {eared — 

No  more  the  despot  of  Columbia's  race  I 
A  tyrant's  proudest  insults  briv'd. 
They  shout — a  People  freed !  They  hail  an  Empire 
saved. 


Where  is  man's  godlike  form? 

Where  is  that  brow  erect  and  bold— 

That  eye  that  can  unmov'd  behold 
The  wildest  rage,  the  loudest  storm 
That  e'er  created  fury  dared  to  raise? 
A  vaunt  I  thou  caitiff,  servile,  base. 
That  iremblest  at  a  despot's  nod. 
Yet,  crouching  under  the  iron  rod, 

Canst  laud  the  hand  that  struck  th'  iitsoltqf 
blow! 
Art  thou  of  man's  Imperial  line? 
Dost  boast  that  countenance  divine? 

Each     skulking    feature  answers.  No  I 
But  come,  ye  sons  of  Liberty, 
Columbia's  offspring,  brave  as  free, 
In  danger's  hour  still  flaming  in  the  van, 
tSfe  know,  and  dare  maintain,  the  Royalty  of 
Man! 
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Alfred  !  on  thy  starry  throne, 

Surrounded  by  the  tutiefuj  choir. 

The  bards  that  erst  have  struck  the  patriot  lyre. 

And  rous'd  the  freeborn  Briton's  acul  of  fire, 
No  more  thy  England  own  1 
Dare  injured  nations  form  the  great  design, 

To  make  detested  tyrants  bleed? 

Thy  England  execrates  the  glorious  deed! 

Beneath  her  hostile  banners  waving, 

Every  pangr  of  honour  braving, 
England  in  thunder  calls,  "  The  tyrant's  cause  Is  mine !  ' 
That  hour  accurst  how  did  the  fiends  rejoice 
And  hell,  thro'  all  her  confines,  raise  the  exulting  voice, 
That  hour  which  saw  the  generous  English  name 
Linkt  with  such  damnfd  deeds  of  everlasting  shame ! 

Thee,  Caledonia !  thy  wild  heaths  among, 

Fam'd  for  the  martial  deed,  the  heaven-taught  song. 

To  thee  I  turn  with  swimming  eyes; 
Where  is  that  soul  of  Freedom  fled? 
Immingled  with  the  mighty  dead. 

Beneath  that  hallow'd  turf  where  Wallace  lies 
Hear  it  not,  Wallace  !  in  thy  bed  of  death. 

Ye  babbling  winds  I  in  silence  sweep. 

Disturb  not  ye  the  hero's  sleep, 
Nor  give  the  coward  secret  breath  I 
Is  this  the  ancient  Caledonian  form. 
Firm  as  the  rock,  resistless  as  the  storm? 
Show  me  that  eye  which  shot  immortal  hftte, 

Blasting  the  despot's  proudest  bearing; 
Show  mc  that  arm  which,  nerv'd  with  thundering  fate, 

Crush'd  Usurpation's  boldest  daring  I — 
Dark-quench'd  as  yonder  sinking  star. 
No  more  that  glance  lightens  afar; 
That  palsied  arm  do  more  whirls  on  the  waste  of  war. 
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INSCRIPTION  TO  MISS  GRAHAM  OF  FINTRY 

Here,  where  the  Scottish  Muse  tminortal  lives, 
In  sacred  strains  and  tuneful  numbers  joined. 

Accept  the  gift;  though  humble  he  who  gives. 
Rich  is  the  tribute  of  the  grateful  mind. 

So  may  no  ruffled  feeling  in  my  breast, 
Discordant,  jar  thy  bosom-chords  among; 

But  Peace  attune  thy  gentle  soul  to  rest. 
Or  Love  ecstatic  wake  his  seraph  song. 

Or  Pity's  notes,  in  luxury  of  tears, 
As  modest  Want  the  tale  of  woe  reveals ; 

While  conscious  Virtue  all  the  strains  endears. 
And  heaven-born  Piety  her  sanction  seals. 


ON  THE  SEAS  AND  FAR  AWAY 

r«i»#— "0"er  the  hills  and  far  away." 

How  can  my  poor  heart  be  glad. 
When  absent  from  my  sailor  lad; 
How  can  I  the  thought  forego — 
He's  on  the  seas  to  meet  the  foe? 
Let  me  wander,  let  me  rove, 
Stil!  my  heart  is  with  my  love; 
Nightly  dreams,  and  thoughts  by  day, 
Are  with  him  that's  far  away. 

Chorus. — On  the  seas  and  far  away. 

On  stormy  seas  and  far  away; 
Nightly  dreams  and  thoughts  by  day. 
Are  aye  with  him  that's  far  away> 

When  in  summer  noon  I  faint. 
As  weary  flocks  around  me  pan^ 
Haply  in  this  scorching  sun. 
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My  sailor's  thund'ring  at  his  g;im'; 

Bullets,  spare  mj  only  joyl 

Bullets,  spare  my  darling  boy  I 

Fate,  do  with  me  what  you  may, 

Spare  but  him  that's  far  away. 
On  the  seas  and  far  away. 
On  stormy  seas  and  far  away; 
Fate,  do  with  me  what  you  may. 
Spare  but  him  that's  far  away. 

At  the  starless,  midnight  hour 

When  Winter  rules  with  boundless  power. 

As  the  storms  the  forests  tear. 

And  thunders  read  the  howling  air. 

Listening  to  the  doubling  roar. 

Surging  on  the  rocky  shore. 

All  I  can — I  weep  and  pray 

For  bis  weal  that's  far  away. 

On  the  seas  and  far  away. 

On  stormy  seas  and  far  awajj 

All  I  can — I  weep  and.  pray. 

For  his  weal  that's  far  away. 

Peace,  thy  olive  wand  extend, 
And  bid  wild  War  his  ravage  endt 
Man  with  brother  Man  to  meet. 
And  as  a  brother  kindly  ^eet; 
Then  may  heav'n  with  prosperous  galtS, 
Fill  my  sailor's  welcome  sails; 
To  my  arms  their  charge  convey. 
My  dear  lad  that's  far  away. 

On  the  seas  and  far  away. 

On  stormy  seas  and  far  away; 

To  my  arms  their  charge  convey. 

My  dear  lad  that's  far  away. 
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CA'  THE  YOWES  TO  THE  KNOWES 

SSCOKD  VEft£IOM 

Chorus. — Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowtf, 

Ca'  them  where  the  heather  grows, 
Ca'  them  where  the  bumie  rowes, 
My  bonle  Dearie. 

Hark  the  mavis'  c'ening  sang, 
Sounding  Clouden's  woods  amang; 
Then  a^raulding  let  us  gang, 
My  honie  Dearie. 
Ca'  the  yowes,  flkc. 

We'll  gae  down  by  Cloudtn  iido. 
Thro'  the  hazels,  spreading  wide. 
O'er  the  waves  that  sweetly  glide. 
To  the  moon  sae  clearly. 
Ca'  the  yowes,  &c. 

Yonder  Clouden's  silent  towers,* 
Where,  at  moonshine's  midnight  hours. 
O'er  the  dewy  bending  flowers, 
Fairies  dAnte  sae  cheery. 
Ca'  the  yowes,  Ac. 

Ghaist  nor  bogle  shalt  thou  fear, 
Thou'r*  to  Love  and  Hesv'n  sae  deaf, 
Nocht  of  111  may  come  thee  near; 
My  bonic  Dearie. 
Ca'  thft  yowes,  4c. 

Fair  and  lovely  as  thou  art. 
Thou,  hast  stown  my  very  heart ; 
I  can  die — but  canna  part, 
My  bonis  Dearie. 
Ca'  the  yowes,  &c. 

*  An  old  ruin  in  &  iveet  gituatioQ  at  tbe  conSuence  of  the  dondeo 
Uk  Nith.— H.  B. 
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SHE  SAYS  SHE  LOES  ME  BEST  OF  A' 
TufU — "  Oonagh's  Waterfall." 

Sae  Baxen  were  ber  ringlets, 

Her  eyebrows  of  a  darker  hue, 
Bewitchingly  o'er-arching 

Twa  laughing  e'en  o'  lovely  blue; 
Her  smiling,  sae  willing, 

Wad  make  a  wretch  forget  bis  woej 
What  pleasure,  what  treasure, 

Unto  these  rosy  lips  to  grow! 
Such  was  my  Chbris'  bonie  face, 

Wben  first  that  bonie  face  I  saw ; 
And  aye  my  Chloris'  dearest  charm^ 

She  says,  sbe  lo'es  me  best  of  a'. 

Like  harmony  her  motion, 

Her  pretty  ankle  h  a  spy. 
Betraying  fair  proportion. 

Wad  make  a  saint  forget  the  sky; 
Sae  warming,  sae  charming, 

Her  faultless  form  and  gracefu'  air; 
Ilk  feature — auld  Nature 

Declar'd  that  she  could  do  nae  mair: 
Hers  are  the  willing  chains  o'  love. 

By  conquering  Beauty's  sovereign  law; 
And  stilt  my  Chlorts'  dearest  charm — 

She  says,  she  to'es  me  best  of  a'. 

Let  others  love  the  city. 

And  gaudy  show,  at  sunny  noon; 
Gie  me  the  lonely  valley. 

The  dewy  eve  and  rising  moon. 
Fair  beaming,  and  streaming. 

Her  silver  light  the  boughs  amang; 
While  falling,  recalling. 

The  amorous  thrush  concludes  his  sang; 
There,  dearest  Chloris,  wilt  thou  rove. 

By  wimpling  bum  and  leafy  shaw. 
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And  hear  ray  vows  o'  truth  and  ]avt^ 
And  say,  tbou  lo'es  me  best  of  »*. 


TO  DR.  MAXWELL 
On  Miss  Jessy  Staigr's  recovery. 

Maxwell,  if  here  you  merit  crave. 

That  merit  I  deny; 
You  save  fair  Jessie  from  the  grave  I — 

An  Angel  could  not  die  I 


TO  THE  BEAUTIFUi:  MISS  ELIZA  J H 

On  her  Principles  of  Liberty  and  Equality. 

How,  Liberty !  girl,  can  it  be  by  thee  nam'd? 
Equality  toot  hussey,  art  not  asham'd? 
Free  and  Equal  indeed,  while  mankind  thou  enchainest, 
And  over  their  hearts  a  proud  Despot  so  reigncst 


ON  CHLORIS 
Requesting  me  to  {^ve  her  a  Sprig  of  Blossomed  Thorn. 

From  the  white-bJossom'd  sloe  my  dear  Chloris  requested 

A  sprig,  her  fair  breast  to  adorn: 
No,  by  Heavens !  I  exclaim'd,  let  me  perish,  if  ever 

I  plant  in  that  bosom  a  thorn  [ 


ON  SEEING  MRS,   KEMBLE  IN  YARICO 

Keuble,  thou  cur'st  my  unbelief 

Of  Moses  and  his  rod; 
At  Varico's  sw-eet  note  of  gjief 

.The  rock  with  tears  had  fiow'd. 
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EPIGRAM  ON  A  COUNTRY  LAIRD, 
not  quite  bo  wise  *s  SolooiQa. 

Bless  Jesus  Christ,  O  Cardoness, 

With  grateful,  lifted  eyes. 
Who  taught  that  not  the  soul  alone, 

But  body  too  shall  rise ; 
For  had  He  said  "  the  soul  alone 

From  death  I  will  deliver," 
Alas,  alas  I  O  Cardoness, 

Then  hadst  thou  lain  for  ever. 


W  BEING  SHEWN  A  BEAUTIFUL  COUNTRY  SEAT 

L  Belongiag  to  the  same  Laird. 

■     rtVT 


We  grant  they're  thine,  those  beauties  all, 

So  lovely  in  our  eye; 
Keep  them,  thou  eunuch,  Cardoness, 

For  others  to  enjoy  1 


ON  HEARING  IT  ASSERTED  FALSEHOOD 
is  exprossed  in  tlie  Rev.  Dr.  Babingtoo's  very  looka. 

Tbat  there  is  a  falsehood  in  his  looks, 

I  must  and  will  deny: 
They  tell  their  Master  is  a  knave, 

And  sure  they  do  not  lie. 


ON  A  SUiaDE 

Eaxtb'd  up,  here  lies  an  imp  o'  hell. 

Planted  by  Satan's  dibble ; 
Poor  silly  wretch,  he's  damned  himself 

To  save  the  Lord  the  trouble. 


SM 
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ON  A  SWEARING  COXCOMB 

Here  cursing,  swearing  Burton  lies, 
A  butjc,  3  beau,  or  "  Detn  ray  eyes ! " 
Who  ia  his  life  did  Hcttc  good. 
And  lui  last  words  were  "  Dem  my  blood  t' 


ON  AN  INNKEEPER  NICKNAMED  "THE  MARQUXS" 

Here  lies  a  mock  Marquis,  whose  titles  were  shajum'd, 
If  ever  he  rise,  it  will  be  to  be  danm'd. 


ON  ANDREW  TURNER 

In  se'cnteon  liunder  'n  forty-tiin*^ 
The  deil  gat  stuff  to  mak  a  swine. 

An'  coost  it  in  a  corner ; 
But  wilily  he  chang'd  his  plan. 
An'  shap'd  it  something  like  a  man, 

An'  ca'd  It  Andrew  Turner. 


PRETTY  PEG 

As  I  gaed  up  by  yon  gate-end. 
When  day  was  waxin  weary, 

Wha  did  I  meet  come  down  the  street, 
But  pretty  Peg,  my  dearie ! 

Her  air  sae  sweet,  an'  shape  complete, 
Wi'  nae  proportion  wanting, 

The  Queeo  of  Love  did  never  move 
Wi'  motion  tnair  enchanting. 
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Wi'  linked  hands  we  took  the  »artds, 

Adown  yon  winding  river ; 
Oh,  th&t  twMt  hour  and  shady  bower, 

Forget  it  shall  I  nev«r  I 


ESTEEM  FOR  CHLORIS 

EAh,  Chloris,  since  it  may  not  be. 
That  thou  of  love  wilt  hear ; 

If  from  the  lover  thou  maun  flee. 
Yet  let  the  friend  he  deaf. 

Altho'  I  love  my  ChJoris  mair 
Than  ever  tongue  could  tell ; 

My  paa&ion  I  will  ne'er  declare — 
I'll  say,  I  wish  thee  well. 

Tho*  a'  my  daily  care  thou  art. 
And  a'  my  nightly  dreatn, 

I'll  hide  the  5 1 niggle  in  my  heart, 
Aad  say  it  is  citeem. 


SAW  YE  MY  DEAR,  MY  PHILLY 
Tune—"  Whea  she  cam'  ben  she  bobbit." 

O  SAW  ye  my  Dear,  my  Philly  ? 
O  saw  ye  my  Dear,  my  Phitly, 
She's  downi'  the  grove,  ahe's  wi'  a  new  Love, 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  Willy. 

What  says  she  ray  dear,  my  Philly  ? 
What  says  she  my  dear,  my  Philly  ? 
She  lets  thee  to  wit  she  has  thee  forgot. 
And  forever  disowns  thee^  her  Willy. 


^ 
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O  liad  I  ne'er  seen  thcc,  my  Philljr  1 
O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Philly  I 
As  light  as  the  aif ,  and  fause  as  tboti's  {air, 
Thou's  broken  the  heart  o*  thy  Willy. 


4 


HOW  LANG  AND  DREARY  IS  THE  NIGHT 

How  lang  and  dreary  ts  the  night 

Wlicn  I  am  frae  my  Dearie; 
I  restless  lie  frae  e'en  to  mom 

Though  I  were  ne'er  sae  weatr. 

Ckortu.-^FoT  oh,  her  lancly  nights  are  lang  I 
And  oh.  her  dreams  are  eerie ; 
And  oh,  her  widow'd  heart  is  sair. 
That's  absent  frae  her  Dearie ! 

When  I  think  on  the  lightsome  days 

I  spent  wi'  thee,  my  Dearie ; 
And  now  what  seas  between  us  roar, 

How  can  I  be  but  eerie  ? 
For  oh,  &c. 

How  slow  ye  move,  ye  hea\'y  hours; 

The  joyless  day  how  dreary: 
It  was  na  sac  ye  glinted  by. 

When  I  was  wi'  my  Dearie  t 
For  oh,  &c 


INCONSTANCY  IN  LOVB 

Tumg^  "  Dnneui  Gray." 

LsT  not  Woman  e'er  complain 

Of  inconstancy  in  love; 
Let  not  Woman  e'er  complain 

Fickle  Man  is  apt  lo  rove: 


POEMS  AND  SONGS 

Look  abroad  thro'  Nature's  range. 
Nature's  mighty  Law  ia  change, 
Indies,  would  it  not  seem  strange 
Mao  should  then  a  monster  prove  f 

Mark  the  winds,  and  mark  the  skies. 
Ocean's  ebb,  and  ocean's  flow, 

Sun  and  moon  but  set  to  rise. 
Round  and  round  the  seasons  go. 

Why  then  ask  of  silly  Man 

To  oppose  gjeat  Nature's  plan  ? 

We'll  be  constant  while  we  can — 
You  can  be  no  more  you  know. 
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'   THE  LOVER'S  MORNING  SALUTE  TO  HIS 
MISTRESS 

Tune—"  Ddl  tak  the  wari." 

Sleep'st  thou,  or  wak'st  thou,  fairest  creature? 

Rosy  mom  now  lifts  his  eye, 
Numbering  ilka  bud  which  Nature 

Waters  wi'  the  tears  o'  joy. 

Now,  to  the  streaming  fountain, 

Or  up  the  heathy  mountain. 
The  hart,  hind,  and  roe,  freely,  wildly-wanton  stray ; 

In  twining  hazel  bowers. 

Its  lay  the  linnet  pours, 

The  laverock  to  the  sky 

Ascends,  wi'  sangs  o'  joy, 
While  the  sun  and  thou  arise  to  bless  the  day, 

Phoebus  gilding  the  brow  of  morning, 

Banishes  ilk  darksome  shade. 
Nature,  gladdening  and  adorning; 

Such  to  me  my  lovely  maid. 

When  frae  my  Chloris  parted. 

Sad,  cheerless,  broken-hearted, 
(The  night's  gloomy  shades,  cloudy,  dark,  o'ercast 
my  sky : 
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But  when  she  cbanm  my  sight. 
In  pride  of  Beauty's  ligtit — 
When  thro'  my  vcn  heart 
Her  burning  glories  dart; 
Tis  then — 'tis  then  I  wake  to  life  and  jt^l 


THE  WINTER  OP  LIFE 

But  lately  »cen  in  gladsome  green. 

The  woods  rojoic'tl  the  day, 
Thro'  gentle  »hower«,  (he  laughing  flowc 

In  double  pride  were  gay : 
But  now  our  joys  are  fled 

On  winter  blasts  aw* ; 
Yet  maiden  May,  in  rici  array, 

Again  Ehall  bring  them  a'. 

But  tny  white  pow,  n*e  kindly  thowe 

Shall  melt  the  snaws  of  Age ; 
My  trunk  of  «ild,  but  buss  or  beild, 

Sinks  in  Time's  wintry  rage. 
Oh,  Age  has  weary  days, 

And  nights  o'  sleepless  pain : 
Thou  golden  time,  o'  Youthfu'  prlinc; 

Why  comes  thou  not  a,§aia ! 


BEHOLD,  MY  LOVE.  HOW  GREEN  THE  GRO\ 

Tttne — "  My  lodgitiK  is  on  the  cold  ground." 

Behold,  tny  love,  how  green  the  groves, 
The  primrose  banks  how  fair ; 

The  balmy  gsles  awake  the  flowera. 
And  wave  thy  flowing  hair. 

The  lav'rodc  shuns  the  palace  gay, 
And  o'er  the  cottage  singa : 
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For  Nature  smiles  as  sweet,  I  ween, 
To  Shepherds  as  to  Kings. 

Let  minstrels  swee|i  the  skilfu'  string, 

la  lordly  lighted  ha' : 
The  Shepherd  stops  his  simple  reed, 

Blythe  in  the  birken  shaw. 

The  Princely  revel  may  survey 

Our  rustic  dance  wi*  scorn ; 
But  are  their  hearts  as  light  as  ours. 

Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  ! 

The  shepherd,  in  the  flowery  glen; 

In  shepherd's  phrase,  will  woo: 
The  courtier  tells  a  finer  tale, 

But  is  his  heart  as  true  1 

These  wild-wood  flowers  I've  pu'd,  to  deck 

That  spotless  breast  o'  thine : 
The  courtiers'  gems  may  witness  love. 

But,  'tis  na  love  like  nutie. 


THE  CHARMING  MONTH  OF  MAY 
rNKC— '"  Daintie  Davie." 

It  was  the  charming  month  of  May, 
AMien  all  the  flow'rs  were  fresh  and  g^y. 
One  morning,  by  the  break  of  day. 

The  youthful,  charming  Chloe — 
From  peaceful  slumber  she  arose. 
Girt  on  her  mantle  and  her  hose. 
And  o'er  the  flow'ry  mead  she  goes— ' 

The  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 

Chorus, — Lovely  was  she  by  the  dawn. 

Youthful  Chloe,  charming  Chloe, 
Tripping  o'er  the  pearly  lawn, 
■The  youthful  cbarming  Chloe. 
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The  featber'd  people  you  might  see 
Pcrch'd  all  around  on  every  tree. 
In  notes  of  sweetest  melody 

They  hail  the  charming  Chloe ; 
Till,  painting  gay  the  eastern  skies, 
The  glorious  sun  began  to  rise, 
Outrival'd  by  the  radiant  eyes 

Of  youthful,  charming  Chloe, 
IJovely  was  she,  &c. 


LASSIE  Wr  THE  LINT-WHITE  LOCKS 
Tmn« — "  Rothinaurchie'*  RuL" 

Chorut. — Lassie  wi'  the  lint-white  locks, 
Bonie  lassie,  artless  lassie, 
Wilt  thou  wi'  me  tent  the  Rocks, 
Wilt  thou  be  my  Dearie,  Of 

Now  Nature  deeds  the  flowery  lea. 
And  a'  is  young  and  sweet  like  thee, 
O  wilt  thou  share  its  joys  wi'  tne. 
And  say  thou'lt  be  my  Dearie,  0. 
Lassie  wi'  the,  &c. 

The  primrose  bank,  the  wimpUng  bum. 
The  cuckoo  on  the  milk-white  thorn, 
The  wanton  lambs  at  early  mom. 
Shall  welcome  thee,  my  Dearie,  O. 
Lassie  wi'  the,  &c. 

And  when  the  welcome  simmer  shower 
Has  cheer'd  ilk  drooping  little  flower, 
We'U  to  the  breathing  wood-bine  bower, 
At  sultry  noon,  my  Dearie,  O. 
Lassie  wi'  the,  &c. 

When  Cynthia  lights,  wi'  silver  ray, 
The  weary  shearer's  hameward  way. 


i 
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Thro*  vdlow  waTing  fields  we'll  straf. 
And  talk  o'  love,  my  Dearie,  O. 
Lassie  wi*  the,  &c. 

And  when  the  howling  wintry  blast 
IHsturbs  my  Lassie's  midnight  rest. 
Enclasps  to  my  faithfu'  breast, 
111  comfort  thee,  my  Dearie,  O. 
Lassie  wi'  the,  &c. 
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DIALOGUE  SONG— PHILLY  AND  WILLY 
Tune—"  The  Sow's  tail  to  Geordie." 

He.  O  Philly,  happy  be  that  day. 

When  roving  thro'  the  gather'd  hay. 
My  youth fu'  heart  was  stovm  away. 

And  by  thy  charms,  my  Philly, 
O  Willy,  aye  I  bless  the  grove 
Where  first  I  own'd  my  maiden  love, 
Whilst  thou  did  pledge  the  Powers  abov^ 

To  be  my  ain  dear  Willy. 
Both,    For  a'  the  joys  that  gowd  can  gie, 
I  dinna  care  a  single  flie ; 

The{Ll|nove'sthe|i|4forme. 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  -j  p^u,   t 

As  songsters  of  the  early  year, 
Ara  ilka  day  mair  sweet  to  hear. 
So  ilka  day  to  me  mair  dear 

And  charming  is  my  Philly. 
She.  As  on  the  brier  the  budding  rose. 

Still  richer  breathes  and  fairer  blow% 
So  in  my  tender  bosom  grows 

The  love  I  bear  my  Willy. 
Both,  For  a'  the  joys,  Sec 
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He.  The  milder  sun  and  bluer  sky 

That  crown  my  barvett  cares  wi'  joy. 
Were  ne'er  sae  welcome  to  my  eye 
As  is  a  sight  o'  Philly. 
Shf.  The  little  swallow's  wantoo  wing, 

Tho'  wafting  o'er  the  flowery  Spring, 
Did  ne'er  to  me  sic  tidings  bring. 

As  meeting  o'  my  Willy, 
Both.  For  a'  the  joys,  &c 

He.  The  bee  that  thro*  the  sunny  hour 
Sips  nectar  in  the  op'ning  flower, 
Compar'd  wi*  my  delight  is  poof. 
Upon  the  lips  o'  Philly. 
She.  The  woodbine  in  the  dewy  weet. 

When  ev'ning  shades  in  silence  mee^ 
Is  nocbt  sae  fragrant  or  sae  sweet 

As  is  a  kiss  o'  Willy. 
Both.  For  a'  the  joys,  ftc. 

He.  Let  fortune's  wheel  at  random  rin. 

And  fools  may  tine,  and  knaves  may  win; 
My  thoughts  are  a'  bound  up  in  ane. 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  Philly. 
She.  What's  a'  the  joys  that  gowd  can  g{«? 
I  dinna  care  a  tingle  flie ; 
The  lad  I  love's  the  lad  for  me. 

And  that's  my  ain  dear  Willy. 
Beth.  For  a'  the  joys,  &c. 


COflTENTED  WT  LITTLE  AND  CANTIE  WT 
T»ne—"lMmpi  o'   Puddin'." 


Contented  wi'  little,  and  cantie  wi*  ruair. 
Whene'er  I  forgather  wi'  Sorrow  and  Care^ 
I  gie  them  a  skelp  as  they're  creeping  alang, 
Wi'  a  cog  o'  gude  swats  and  an  auld  Scottish  sang. 

Chorus — Contented  wi'  little,  ^ 
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I  whiles  daw  the  elbow  o*  troubtesome  thought ; 
But  Man  is  a  soger,  and  Life  is  a  f aught; 
My  mirth  and  gude  hunioHr  are  coin  in  my  pouch, 
And  my  Freedom's  my  Lairdship  nae  monarch  dare  touch. 
Contented  wi'  little,  4c- 

A  townmond  o'  trouble,  ehovld  that  be  may  fa', 
A  night  o*  gude  fellowship  sowthera  it  a' ; 
When  at  the  biythe  end  o*  our  joumey  at  last, 
Wha  the  deil  ever  thinks  o'  the  road  he  has  past  ? 
I  Contented  wi*  little,  &c. 

Blind  Chance,  let  her  snapper  and  stoyte  on  her  way ; 
Be't  to  me,  be't  frae  me,  e'en  let  the  jade  gae : 
Come  Ease,  or  come  Travail,  come  Pleaiure  or  Fain, 
My  warst  word  is :  "  Welcome,  and  welcome  again  I " 
Contented  wi'  little,  &c. 


FAREWELL  THOU  STREAM 
Air — "  Nansie's  to  the  sreenwood  ganc" 

Fas£WBll,  thou  stream  that  winding  flows 

Aroimd  Eliza's  dwelling; 
O  mem'ry  1  spare  the  cruel  thoei 

Within  my  bosom  swelling. 
Condemn'd  to  drag  a  hopeless  chain 

And  yet  in  secret  languish ; 
To  feel  a  fire  in  every  vein. 

Nor  dare  disclose  my  anguish. 

Love's  veriest  wretch,  unseen,  unknown, 

I  fain  my  griefs  would  cover; 
The  bursting  sigh,  th'  uiiweeting  groan. 

Betray  the  hapless  lover. 
J  know  thou  doom'st  me  to  despair, 

Nor  wilt,  nor  canst  relieve  me ; 
But,  O  Eliza,  hear  one  prayer — 

For  pity'^  sake  forgive  m«  I 
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The  music  of  thy  voice  I  heard. 

Nor  wist  while  it  enslav'd  ine ; 
I  saw  thine  eyes,  yet  nothing  f  ear*d, 

Till  fears  no  more  had  sav'd  me: 
Th'  unwary  sailor  thus,  aghast 

The  wheeling  torrent  viewing, 
'Mid  circling  horrors  sinks  at  last. 

In  overwhehning  ruin. 


CANST  THOU.  LEAVE  ME  THUS,  MY  KATIE 

riMi#— "  Roy's  Wife." 

Chorus — Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katie? 
Canst  thou  leave  roe  thus,  my  Katie? 
Well  thou  know'st  my  aching  heart. 
And  canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  for  pity? 

Is  this  thy  plighted,  fond  regard. 
Thus  cruelly  to  part,  my  Katie? 

Is  this  thy  faithful  swain's  reward — 
An  aching,  broken  heart,  my  Katie ! 
Canst  thou  leave  me,  8k. 

Farewell !  and  ne'er  such  sorrows  tear 
That  fickle  heart  of  thine,  my  Katie! 

Thou  mayst  find  those  will  love  thee  dear, 
But  not  a  love  like  mine,  my  Katie, 
Canst  thou  leave  me,  ft& 


MY  NANIFS  AWA 
Tunf — "  Tberell  never  be  peace  till  }kinle  comet 

Now  in  her  green  mantle  hlythe  Nature  arrays. 
And  listens  the  lambkins  that  bleat  o'er  her  braes; 
While  birds  warble  welcomes  in  ilka  green  shaw, 
Btit  to  me  it's  delightless — my  Nanie's  awa. 
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The  snawdrap  and  primrose  our  woodlands  adorn. 
And  violets  bathe  in  the  weet  o'  the  mom ; 
They  pain  my  sad  bosom,  sae  sweetly  they  blaw. 
They  mind  me  o'  Nanie — and  Nanie's  awa. 

Thou  lav' rock  that  springs  frae  the  dews  of  the  lawn. 
The  shepherd  to  warn  o'  the  grey-breaking  dawn, 
And  thou  mellow  mavis  that  hails  the  night- fa'. 
Give  over  for  pity — my  Nanie's  awa. 

Come  Autumn,  sae  pensive,  in  yellow  and  grey, 
And  soothe  me  wi'  tidings  o'  Nature's  decay : 
The  dark,  dreary  Winter,  and  wild-driving  snaw 
Alane  can  delight  me — now  Nanie's  awa. 


THE   TEAR-DROP 

Wae  is  my  heart,  and  the  tear's  in  my  e'e ; 
Lang,  lang  has  Joy  been  a  stranger  to  me : 
Forsaken  and  friendless,  my  burden  I  bear. 
And  the  sweet  voice  o'  Pity  ne'tr  sounds  in  my  ear. 

Love  thou  hast  pleasures,  and  deep  hae  I  luv'd : 
Love,  thou  hast  sorrows,  and  sair  hae  I  pruv'd; 
But  this  bruised  heart  that  now  bleeds  in  my  breast, 
I  can  feel  by  its  throbbings,  will  soon  be  at  rest. 

Oh,  if  I  were — where  happy  I  hae  been — 

Down  by  yon  stream,  and  yon  bonie  castle-green ; 

For  there  he  is  wand'ring  and  musing  on  me, 

Wha  wad  soon  dry  the  tear-drop  that  clisgs  to  my  e'e. 


FOR  THE  SAKE  O'  SOMEBODY 

My  heart  is  sair — I  dare  na  tell. 
My  heart  is  sair  for  Somebody ; 
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I  could  walte  a  winter  night 
For  the  £ake  o'  Somebody. 
0-hon !  for  Somebody  I 
O-beyl  for  Somebody  I 
I  could  range  the  world  around. 
For  the  sake  o'  Somebody. 


Ye  Powers  that  smiJe  on  Tirtuoiis  love, 

O,  sweetly  stnile  on  Somebody  1 
Frae  ilka  danger  keep  him  free. 
And  send  me  safe  my  Somebody  I 
0-hon !  for  Somebody  I 
O-hey  !  for  Somebody  I 
I  wad  do— what  wad  I  not? 
For  the  sake  o'  Somebody. 


A  MAN'S  A   MAN   FOR  A'  THAT 
Tune—"  For  a"  that" 

Is  there  for  honest  Poverty 

That  hings  his  head,  an'  a'  that; 
The  coward  slave — we  pass  him  by, 

Wc  dare  be  poor  for  a'  that ! 
For  a'  that,  an'  a*  that 

Our  toils  obscMre  an'  a'  that, 
The  rank  is  but  the  gviinea's  stamp, 

The  Man's  the  gowd  for  a'  that. 


What  though  on  hamely  fare  wc  dinc^ 

Wear  hoddin  grey,  an'  a'  that ; 
Gie  fools  their  silks,  and  knaves  their  wine; 

A  Man's  a  Man  for  a'  that ; 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Their  tinsel  show,  an*  a*  that ; 
The  honest  man,  tho'  e'er  sac  poor, 

Ie  king  o'  men  for  a'  that. 
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Ye  see  yon  bsrkic  ca'd  a.  lord, 

Wha  stmts,  an'  stares,  an'  a'  that; 
Tho"  hundreds  worship  at  his  word. 

He's  but  a  coof  for  a'  that: 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 

His  ribband,  star,  an'  a'  that : 
The  man  o'  independent  niind 

He  looks  an'  laughs  at  a'  that 

A  prince  can  mak  a  belted  knight, 

A  marquis,  dwke,  an*  a'  that ; 
But  an  honest  man's  aboon  his  might, 

Gude  faith,  he  maunna  fa'  that  I 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that. 

Their  dignities  an'  a'  that ; 
The  pith  o'  sense,  an'  pride  o'  worth, 

Are  higher  rank  than  a'  that. 

Then  let  us  pray  that  come  it  may, 

(As  come  it  will  for  a'  that,) 
That  Sense  and  Worth,  o'er  a'  the  eartb^ 

Shall  bear  the  gree,  an.'  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that. 

It's  coming  yet  for  a'  that. 
That  Man  to  Man,  the  world  o'er, 

Shall  brothers  be  for  a'  that 


CRAIGIEBURN  WOOD 

Sweet  fa's  the  eve  on  Craigiebum, 

And  biythe  awakes  the  morrow; 

But  a'  the  pride  o'  Spring's  return 

Can  yield  me  nocht  but  sorrow. 

I  !«  the  flowers  and  spreading  trees, 
I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing; 

But  what  a  weary  wight  can  please. 
And  Care  his  bosom  wringing  t 
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Fain,  fain  would  I  my  griefs  impart. 
Yet  dare  na  for  your  anger : 

But  secret  love  will  break  my  btaxt. 
If  I  conceal  it  langer. 

If  thoM  refuse  to  pity  me. 
If  thou  shah  love  another, 

iWhen  yon  green  leaves  fade  f rae  the  tree^ 
Around  my  grave  they'll  wither. 


VcrricM  of  1793 
THE   SOLEMN   LEAGUE  AND  COVENANT 

Thk  Solemn  League  and  Covenant  | 

Now  brings  3  smile,  now  brings  a  tear; 

But  sacred  Freedom,  too,  was  theirs : 
If  tbou'rt  a  slave,  indulge  thy  sneer. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF  JOHN  SYME  OF  RYEDAI£ 
Lines  sent  with  a  Present  of  a  Doxen  of  Forter. 

O  HAS  the  malt  thy  strength  of  mind. 
Or  hops  the  flavour  of  thy  wit, 

'Twere  drink  for  first  of  human  kind, 
A  gift  that  even  for  Syme  were  fit. 

JSaUS;U,EM  TAVKKn,   DUMFKIES. 


INSCRIPTION  ON  A  GOBLET 

There's  Death  in  the  cup,  so  beware  I 
Nay,  more — there  is  danger  in  toach^; 

But  who  can  avoid  the  fell  snare, 
The  man  and  his  wine's  so  bewitching  1 


POEMS  AND  SONGS 


"APOLOGY  FOR 


DECLINING 
TO    DINE 


AN   INVITATION 


No  more  of  your  guests,  b<  they  titled  or  not, 
And  cookery  the  iirst  in  the  nation; 

Who  is  proof  to  thy  personal  converse  and  wit. 
Is  proof  to  all  other  temptation. 


EPITAPH  FOR  MR.  GABRIEL  RICHARDSON 

Hek£  Brewer  Gabriel's  fire's  extinct. 

And  empty  all  his  barrels : 
He's  blest — if,  as  he  brew'd,  he  drink. 

In  Hpright,  honest  morals. 


EPIGRAM   ON   MR.   JAMES   GRACIE 

Gkacie,  thou  art  a  man  of  worth, 

O  be  thou  Dean  for  ever ! 
May  he  be  d — d  to  hell  henceforth. 

Who  fauts  thy  weight  or  measttre  I 


BONIE  PEG-A-RAMSAY 

Cauld  is  the  e'enin  blast, 
O'  Boreas  o'er  the  pool. 

An'  dawin  it  is  dreary. 
When  birks  are  bare  at  Ytile. 

Cauld  blaws  the  e'enin  blast. 
When  bitter  bites  the  frost, 

And,  in  the  mirk  and  dreary  drift, 
The  hilb  and  glens  are  lost: 
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Ne'er  sae  marky  blew  the  night 
That  drifted  o'er  the  hUt, 

But  bonte  Peg-a-Ramsay 
Gat  grist  to  her  mill. 


INSCRIPTION  AT  FRIARS'  CARSE  HERMITAGE 
To  the  Memory  of  Robert  RiddelL 

To  Ridde!!,  much  lamented  man. 

This  ivied  cot  was  dear ; 
Wand'rer,  dost  vahie  matchless  worth? 

This  ivied  cot  revere. 


THERE  WAS   A  BONIE   LASS 

There  was  a  bonte  lass,  and  a  bonie,  bonie  la 

And  she  lo'ed  her  bonie  laddie  dear ; 
Till  War's  loud  alarms  tore  her  laddie  frac  her  arms, 

Wi'  mony  a  sigfa,  and  a  tear. 
Over  sea,  over  shore,  -where  the  cannons  loudly  roar, 

He  still  was  a  stranger  to  fear ; 
And  nocht  could  him  quail,  or  his  bosom  assail, 

BhI  the  bonie  lass  tie  lo'ed  sae  dear. 


WEE  Wnxm  GRAY 

Tt»iw— "  Wee  TotuiB  Fogg." 

Wee  Willie  Gray,  and  his  leather  wallet. 

Peel  a  willow  wand  to  be  him  boots  and  jacket; 

The  rose  upon  the  breir  will  be  him  trews  an'  double^j 

The  rose  upon  the  breir  will  be  him  trews  an*  double 

Wee  Willie  Gray,  and  his  leather  wallet, 
Twice  a  lily-flowcr  will  be  hiro  sark  and  craviftj 
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Feathers  of  a  flee  wad  feather  up  his  bonnet, 
FeatherE  of  a  flee  wad  feather  vp  his  bonnet. 


O  AYE  MY  WIFE  SHE  DANG  ME 

Chorus — 0  aye  my  wife  she  dang  me, 

An'  aft  my  wife  she  banj'd  me. 
If  ye  gie  a  woman  a'  her  will, 
Gude  faith !  she'll  soon  o'er-gang  ye. 

On  peace  an'  rest  my  mitid  was  bent. 

And,  fool  I  was!  I  married; 
But  never  honest  man's  intent 

Sae  cursedly  miscarried. 

O  aye  my  wife,  &c. 

Some  sairie  comfort  at  the  last, 
When  a'  thir  days  are  done,  man. 

My  pains  o'  hell  on  earth  is  past, 
I'm  sure  o'  bliss  aboon,  man, 
O  aye  my  wife,  &c. 


GUDE  ALE  KEEPS  THE  HEART  ABOON 

Chorus — O  gude  ale  comes  and  gude  ale  goes ; 
Gude  ale  gars  me  sell  my  liofie, 
Sell  my  hose,  and  pawn  my  shoon — 
Gude  ale  keeps  my  heart  aboon  I 

I  HAD  sax  owsen  in  a  pleugh. 
And  they  dre\V  a'  weel  eueugh ; 
I  sell'd  them  a'  just  ane  by  she — 
Gude  ate  keeps  the  heart  aboon  I 
O  gude  ale  tootk^ 

Gvde  ale  hands  mc  barr 
Gars  me  moop  wi'  lltt 
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Stand  i'  the  stool  when  I  hae  done 
Gude  ate  keeps  the  heart  abooal 
O  gude  ale  comes,  &c. 


O  STEER    HER    UP    AN'    HAUD    HER   GAl 

O  STEER  her  wp,  an'  haud  her  gaun. 

Her  mtther's  at  the  mill,  jo; 
An'  gin  she  winna  tak  a  man. 

E'en  let  her  tak  her  will.  jo. 
First  shore  her  wi'  3  gentle  kiss. 

And  ca'  anither  gill,  jo; 
An'  gin  she  tak  the  thing  amiss, 

E'en  let  her  flyte  her  fill,  jo. 

O  steer  her  tip,  an'  be  na  blate. 

An'  gin  she  tak  it  ill,  jo. 
Then  leave  the  lassie  till  her  fate. 

And  time  nae  langer  spill,  jo: 
Ke'er  break  your  heart  for  ae  rebute;, 

But  think  upon  it  still,  jo: 
That  gin  the  lassie  winna  do't, 

Ye'U  find  anither  will,  jo. 


THE  LASS  O'  ECCLEFECHAN 
Tmtit—fjKk  o*  Latin." 

Gat  ye  me,  O  gat  ye  me, 

O  gat  ye  me  wi'  naething? 
Rock  an  reel,  and  spinning  wheel, 

A  mickle  quarter  bason : 
Bye  attour  my  Gutcher  has 

A  heich  house  and  a  laich  aoe* 
A'  forbye  my  bonte  scJ, 

The  toss  o'  Ecclefechan. 
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0  baud  your  tongue  now.  Lucky  Lang, 

0  baud  your  tongue  and  jauner 

1  held  the  gate  till  you  1  met, 

Syne  I  began  to  wander: 
I  tint  my  whistle  and  my  sang, 

1  tint  my  peace  and  pleasure ; 

But  your  green  graff,  now  Lucky  Lang, 
Wad  airt  me  to  my  treasure. 


O  EET  ME  IN  THIS  AE  NIGHT 

O  LASSIE,  are  ye  sleepin  yet. 
Or  are  ye  waukin,  I  wad  wit? 
For  Love  has  bound  me  hand  an'  fit, 
And  I  would  fain  be  in,  Jo. 

Chorus — O  let  me  in  this  ae  night, 
This  ae,  ae,  ae  night; 
O  let  me  in  this  ae  night, 
I'll  no  come  back  again,  jo! 

O  hear'st  thou  not  the  wind  an'  weet? 
Nae  star  blinks  thro'  the  driving  sleet; 
Tak  pity  on  my  weary  feet, 
And  shield  me  frae  the  rain,  jo, 
0  let  me  in,  &c 

The  hitter  blast  that  round  me  blaws, 
Unheeded  howls,  unheeded  fa's ; 
The  cauldness  o'  thy  heart's  the  cause 
Of  a*  my  care  and  pine,  jo. 

O  let  me  in,  &c 


HER  ANSWER 

O  tell  na  me  o'  wind  an'  rain. 
Upbraid  na  me  wi'  cauld  disdain, 
Gae  back  the  gate  ye  cam  again, 
I  winna  let  ye  in,  ja 
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Chorus — I  lell  yo«  now  thJa  ae  night. 
This  ae,  ae,  ae  ijight; 
And  ance  for  g'  thi$  ae  night, 
I  winn^  l«t  yt  io,  jo. 

The  sncllest  blast,  at  roirkest  hours. 
That  round  the  pathless  wand'rer  pours 
Is  nocht  to  what  poor  she  endures, 
That's  trusted  faithless  man,  jo. 
I  tell  yoa  now,  &c 

The  sweetest  flf^wer  that  deck'd  the  mead, 
Now  trodden  like  the  vilest  wee4 — 
Let  sim^ile  maid  tlie  lesson  read 
The  weird  may  be  her  ain,  jo. 
I  tell  you  now,  &C. 

The  bird  that  charai'd  his  summer  day. 
Is  now  the  cruel  Fowler's  prey ; 
Let  witless,  trustingf,  Woman  say 
How  aft  her  fate's  the  same,  jo! 
I  telt  you  now,  &c. 


I'LL  AYE  CA'  IN   BY  YON   TOWN 
Air-*^  I'll  gang  oae  mair  te  yon  taaB," 

Chorus — I'll  aye  ca'  In  by  yon  town. 

And  by  yon  ^rden-green  again ; 
I'll  aye  ca'  in  by  yon  town. 
And  see  my  bonte  Jean  again. 


There's  nane  sail  ken,  there's  nane  can  guess 
What  brings  rae  back  the  gate  a^aia. 

But  she,  my  fairest  faith  fu'  lass. 
And  stownlins  we  sail  meet  again. 
I'll  aye  ca'  in,  &c. 
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Shell  wander  by  the  aiken  tree, 
When  trystin  time  draws  near  again.; 

And  when  her  lovely  form  I  see, 
O  haith  I  she's  doubly  dear  again. 
I'll  aye  ca'  in,  &c. 


O  WAT  YE  WHA'S  IN  YON  TOWN: 
TttM — "  I'll  e*tig  nae  mAJr  to  jriiti  toun." 

Chorus — O  wat  ye  wha's  in  yon  town, 
Ye  see  the  e'enin  sun  upon, 
The  dearest  maid's  in  yon  town, 
That  e'ening  sun  is  shining  on. 

Now  haply  down  yon  gay  green  (haw. 
She  wanders  by  yOn  spreading  tree ; 

How  blest  ye  flowers  that  round  her  blaw. 
Ye  catch  the  glances  o'  her  e'e ! 

0  wat  ye  wba'a,  &c. 

How  blest  ye  birds  tliat  round  her  sing. 
And  welcome  in  the  blooming  year ; 

And  doubly  welcome  be  the  Spring, 
The  season  to  my  Jeanle  dear. 

O  wat  ye  wha's,  &c. 

The  eun  blinks  blythe  in  yon  town. 
Among  the  broomy  braes  sae  green ; 

But  my  delight  in  yon  town. 
And  dearest  pleasure,  is  my  Jean. 

O  wat  ye  wha't,  &c 

Without  my  Fair,  not  a'  the  charms 
O'  Paradise  could  yield  me  joy; 

But  give  me  Jeanie  in  tny  arms 
And  welcome  Lapland's  dreary  «1gr  I 
O  wat  ye  wha's,  &t 
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My  cave  wad  be  a  lover's  bower, 
Tho'  raging  Winter  rent  the  air; 

And  she  a  lovely  little  flower. 
That  I  wad  tent  and  shelter  there. 

O  wat  ye  wha's,  &c 


0  sweet  is  she  in  yon  town, 

The  sinkin  sun's  ganc  down  upon; 
A  fairer  than's  in  yon  town, 
His  setting  beam  ne'er  shone  Ufrao. 
O  wat  ye  wba's,  && 

If  ansrry  Fate  is  sworn  tny  foe, 
And  suff'ring  I  am  doom'd  to  bear; 

1  careless  quit  aught  else  below> 

But  spare,  O  spare  me  Jeanle  dear. 
O  wat  ye  wha's,  && 

For  while  life's  dearest  blood  is  warm, 
Ae  thought  frae  her  shall  ne'er  depart, 

And  she,  as  fairest  is  her  form. 
She  has  the  truest,  kindest  heart 

O  wat  ye  wha's,  &G. 


VSaSUbi  on  Mi.  l^rsn'S  <eicaun.  179S 

BALLAD    FIRST 

Whom  will  you  send  to  London  towOt 

To  Parliament  and  a'  that  ? 
Or  wha  in  a'  the  country  round 
The  best  deserves  to  fa'  that? 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 
Thro'  Galloway  and  a'  that. 
Where  is  the  l^ird  or  belted  Knight 
The  best  deserves  to  fa'  that? 
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Wha  sees  Kerrough  tree's  open  yett, 

(And  wha  is't  never  saw  that?) 
Wha  ever  wi'  Kerrough  tree  met. 
And  has  a  doubt  of  a'  that? 
For  a'  that,  and  a*  that. 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that  I 
The  independent  patriot, 
The  honest  man,  and  a'  that, 

Tho'  wit  and  worth,  in  either  sex. 

Saint  Mary's  Isle  can  shaw  that, 
Wi'  Dukes  and  Lords  let  Selkirk  wax. 

And  weel  does  Selkirk  fa'  that 
For  a*  that,  and  a'  that, 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  thatt 

The  independent  commoner 
Shall  be  the  man  for  a'  that 

But  why  should  we  to  Nobles  jouk. 

And  is't  against  the  law,  that  ? 
For  why,  a  Lord  may  be  a  gowk, 
Wi*  ribband,  star  and  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that ! 
A  Lord  may  be  a  lousy  loan, 
Wi'  ribband,  star  and  a'  that 

A  beardless  boy  comes  o'er  the  hills, 

Wi'  uncle's  purse  and  a'  that; 
Butt  we'll  hae  ane  frae  mang  oursels, 
A  man  we  ken,  and  a'  that 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that  I 
For  we're  not  to  be  bought  and  sold, 
Like  naigs,  and  nowt,  and  a'  thaU 
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Then  let  us  drink^ — The  Stewartry, 
Kerroughtrec's  laird,  and  a'  that. 
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Our  representative  to  be. 
For  weel  he's  worthy  a*  th»t 
For  a*  that,  and  a'  that. 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that! 
A  House  of  Commong  SBch  a»  he, 
They  wad  he  blest  that  caw  tbat 


BALLAD   SECOND— ELECTION   DAY 
Turn—"  Fy,  let  us  a'  to  ilic  BridaL" 

Fy,  let  US  a'  to  Kirkcudbright, 

For  there  will  be  btckcrin  there; 
For  Murray's  light  horse  are  to  muster. 

And  O  how  the  heroes  will  swear! 
And  there  will  Tw  Murray,  Commander, 

And  Gordoij,  the  battle  to  win; 
Like  brothers  they'll  stand  by  each  otlier, 

Sae  knit  in  alliance  and  kin. 


And  there  will  be  black-ncbbit  Johnie, 

The  tongue  o'  the  trump  to  (hem  a' ; 
An  he  get  na  Hell  for  his  haddin. 

The  Deil  gets  na  justice  ava. 
And  there  will  be  Kempleton's  btrkje, 

A  boy  no  sae  black  at  the  bane; 
But  as  to  his  fine  Nabob  fortune, 

Wc'U  e'en  let  the  subject  alane;. 


And  there  will  be  Wfgten's  new  Sheriff  i 

Dame  Justice  fu'  brawly  ha5  sped, 
She's  gotten  the  heart  of  a  Bushby, 

But,  Lord  I  what's  become  o'  the  head  ? 
And  there  will  be  Cardoness,  Esquire, 

Sae  mighty  in  Card  on  ess'  eyes; 
5^  wight  that  will  weather  damnation. 

The  Devil  the  prey  will  despise. 
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And  there  will  be  Douglasses  doughty. 

New  chrlatening  towns  far  and  near; 
Abjuring  their  democrat  doingfi. 

By  kissin'  the >  o'  a  Peer: 

And  there  will  be  folk  frae  Saint  Mary's 

A  house  o'  great  merit  and  nOtc ; 
The  deil  anc  but  honours  them  highly— - 

The  dell  ane  will  gic  them  his  vote  I 

And  there  will  be  Ken  mure  sac  gen'rolifl. 

Whose  honour  is  proof  to  the  sloftn, 
To  save  them  from  stark  reprobation, 

He  tent  them  his  name  in  the  Firm. 
And  there  will  be  lads  o'  the  gospel. 

Muirhesd  wha's  as  gude  as  he's  true; 
And  there  will  be  Buittle's  Apostle, 

Wha'i  tnair  o'  the  black  than  the  blue. 

And  there  will  be  Logan  M'Dowall, 

SctilduddVy  an'  he  will  be  there, 
And  also  the  Wild  Scot  o'  Galloway, 

Sogerlng,  gunpowder  Blair. 
But  we  winna  mention  Redcastle, 

The  body,  e'en  let  him  escape ! 
He'd  venture  the  gallows  for  siller, 

An  'twere  na  the  cost  o'  th*  rapt. 

But  where  is  the  Doggerbatjk  hero. 

That  made  "  Hogan  Mogan  "  to  skulk? 
Poor  Keith's  gane  to  h-l!  to  be  fuel. 

The  auld  rotten  wreck  of  a  Hulk, 
And  where  is  our  King's  Lord  Lieutenant, 

Sae  fam'd  for  his  gratefu'  return? 
The  Wrkie  is  gettin'  his  Questions 

To  say  in  Saint  Stephen's  the  mom. 

But  mark  ye  I  there's  trusty  Kerroughtre^ 
Whose  honor  was  ever  hie  law ; 

If  the  Virtues  were  pack'd  in  a  parcel, 
Hia  worth  might  b«  sample  for  a' ; 


w; 
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And  Strang  an'  respcctfu's  his  badctng. 
The  maist  o'  the  lairds  wi'  him  stand ; 

Nae  gipsy-like  nominal  barons, 
Wla'5  property's  paper— not  land. 

And  there,  frae  the  Niddisdale  borders. 

The  Maxwells  will  gather  in  droves, 
Teugh  Jockie,  staunch  Geordie,  an'  Wellwoodji 

That  gricns  for  the  fishes  and  loaves ; 
And  there  will  be  Heron,  the  Major, 

Wha'll  ne'er  be  forgot  in  the  Greys ; 
Our  flatt'ry  we'll  keep  for  some  other. 

Him,  only  it's  justice  to  praise. 

And  there  will  be  maiden  Kilkerran, 

And  also  Barskiraming's  gtide  Knight, 
And  there  will  be  roarin  BirtwbJstle, 

Yet  luckily  roars  i'  the  right. 
And  there'll  be  Stamp  Office  Johnie, 

(Tak  tent  how  ye  purchase  a  dram!) 
And  there  will  be  gay  Casscncarry, 

And  there'll  be  gleg  Colonel  Tam. 

And  there'll  be  wealthy  young  Richard, 

Dame  Fortune  should  hing  by  the  ned^ 
For  prodigal,  thriftless  bestowing — 

His  merit  had  won  him  respect. 
And  there  will  be  rich  brother  Nabobs, 

(Tho'  Nabobs,  yet  men  not  the  worst,) 
And  there  will  be  CoUieston's  whiskers. 

And  Quintin — a  lad  o'  the  first. 

Then  hey  I  the  chaste  Interest  o'  Broughto%^ 

And  hey!  for  the  blessin's  'twill  bring; 
It  may  send  Balmaghie  to  the  Commons, 

In  Sodom  'twould  make  him  a  king; 
And  hey  [  for  the  sanctified  Murray, 

Our  land  wha  wi'  chapels  has  stor'd; 
He  founder'd  his  horse  among  harlots. 

But  gied  the  auld  naig  to  the  Lord. 
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BALLAD  THIRD 
John  Bushby's  Lamentatioii 
Xitiw— "  Babes  in  the  Wood." 

TwAS  tn  the  seventeen  hunder  year 

O'  grace,  and  ninety-five, 
.That  year  I  was  the  wae'est  man 

Of  ony  man  alive. 

In  March  the  three-an'-twentieth  monif 
The  sun  raise  clear  an'  bright; 

But  oh !  I  was  a  waefu'  man, 
Ere  to-f  a'  o'  the  night. 

Yerl  Galloway  lang  did  rule  this  land, 

Wt'  equal  right  and  fame, 
And  thereto  was  his  kinsmen  join'df 

The  Murray's  noble  name. 

Yerl  Galloway's  man  o'  men  was  I, 
And  chief  o'  Broughton's  host; 

So  twa  blind  beggars,  on  a  string. 
The  faithfu'  tyke  will  trust. 

But  now  Yerl  Galloway's  sceptre's  broke. 

And  Broughton's  wi'  the  slain, 
'And  I  my  ancient  craft  may  tty. 

Sin'  honesty  is  gane. 

Twas  by  the  banks  o'  bonie  Dee, 
Beside  Kirkcudbright's  towers, 

The  Stewart  and  the  Murray  there. 
Did  muster  a'  their  powers. 

^en  Murray  on  the  auTd  grey  yaud, 

Wi'  winged  spurs  did  ride, 
That  anld  grey  yaud  a'  Nidsdale  rade^ 

He  staw  upon  Nidside. 
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And  there  had  na  been  the  YerJ  himsel, 
O  there  had  been  nae  plftjr : 

But  Garlics  was  to  London  gane. 
And  sae  the  kye  might  stray. 

And  there  was  Balmaghie,  I  ween. 
In  front  ranlt  he  wad  ahfne ; 

But  Balmaghie  had  better  been 
Drinkin*  Madeira  wine. 

And  frae  Gienkens  cam  to  our  aid 

A  chief  o'  doughty  deed ; 
In  case  that  worth  should  wanted  be, 

O*  Kcnmure  we  had  neM. 

And  hy  our  hanners  march "d  Muirhead, 
Ahd  Builtle  was  na  slack; 

Whase  haly  priesthood  nane  could  stain. 
For  wha  could  dye  the  blade  f 

And  there  was  grave  squire  Cardoness, 
Look'd  on  till  a'  was  done : 

Sae  in  the  tower  o*  CardoneSS 
A  howlet  sits  at  noon. 

And  there  led  I  the  Btishby  clan. 

My  gamesome  billie.  Will, 
And  my  son  Maittand,  wise  as  brav*V 
My  footsteps  follow'd  still. 

The  Douglas  and  the  Heron's  natncv 
We  set  nought  to  their  score : 

The  Douglas  and  the  Heron's  nanw^ 
Had  felt  our  weight  before. 


But  DougIas»es  o'  weight  had  w% 

The  pair  o'  lusty  lairds. 
For  building  cot-hoiises  sae  faro 'it. 

And  christenin'  kail-yard*. 
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And  then  Red  castle  drew  his  sword. 

That  ne'er  was  stain 'd  wi"  gore. 
Save  on  a  wand'rer  lame  and  blind, 

To  drive  him  frae  his  door. 

And  last  cam  crcepin  Collieston, 

Was  mair  in  fear  than  wrath; 
Ae  knave  was  constant  in  his  mind — 

To  keep  that  knave  frae  scaith. 

*  «  *  * 


JSCRIPTION  FOR  AN  ALTAR  OF  INDEPENDENCE 
At  Kerroughtree,  the  Seat  of  Mr.  Heroa, 

Thou  of  an  independent  mind, 

With  soul  rcsolv'd.  with  soul  resigu'd; 

Prepar'd  Power's  proudest  frown  to  brave. 

Who  wilt  not  be,  nor  have  a  slave ; 

Virtue  alone  who  dost  revere, 

Thy  own  reproach  alone  doel  fear — 

Approach  this  shrine,  and  worship  here. 


THE  CARDIN  0*T,  THE  SPINNIN  OT 

I  cOFT  a  stane  o*  haslock  woo, 
To  niak  a  wab  to  Johnie  o't ; 

For  Johnie  is  my  only  jo, 
I  loe  him  best  of  onie  yet 

Ckonu — The  cardin  o't,  the  spinnin  o't, 

The  warpin  o't,  the  winnin  o'tj 
When  ilka  el!  cost  roe  a  groat. 
The  tailor  staw  tbf  lynin  o't. 

For  tho'  his  locks  be  lyart  grey. 
And  tho'  his  brow  be  held  abooii, 
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Yet  I  ha«  seen  him  on  a  day. 
The  prid^  of  a*  the  partshen. 
The  cardin  o't,  &c. 


THE  COOPER   O*   CUDDY 
Tm»e—"  B»b  at  the  bowcttf." 

Chorus — We'll  hide  the  Cooper  behint  the  door,^ 
Behint  the  door,  behint  the  door. 
We'll  hide  the  Cooper  behint  the  door, 
And  cover  him  under  a  mawn,  O. 

The  Cooper  o'  Cuddy  came  here  awa. 

He  ca'd  the  girrs  out  o'er  us  a' ; 
An'  our  gudewife  has  gotten  a  ca'. 
That's  anger'd  the  silly  gwdeman  O. 
We'll  hide  the  Cooper,  &c. 

He  sought  them  out.  he  sought  them  in, 
Wi'  deil  hae  her  t  an'  deii  hae  him  t 
But  the  body  he  was  sae  doited  and  blin'. 
He  wist  na  where  he  was  gaun  O. 
We'll  hide  tiie  Cooper,  &c 

They  cooper'd  at  e'en,  they  cooper'd  at  morn. 
Til]  our  gudeman  has  gotten  the  scorn; 
On  ilka  brow  she's  planted  a  horn, 
And  swears  that  there  they  sail  stan'  O. 
We'll  hide  the  Cooper,  &c. 


THE  LASS  THAT  MADE  THE  BED  TO  ME 

When  Januar'  wind  was  blawing  cauld. 
As  to  the  north  I  took  my  way. 

The  mirk  some  night  did  me  enfauld, 
I  knew  na  where  to  lodge  till  day: 
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By  my  gude  luck  a  maid  I  met. 

Just  in  the  middle  o'  my  care. 
And  kindly  she  did  me  invite 

To  walk  into  a  chamber  fair. 


I  bow'd  fu'  low  unto  this  maid. 

And  thank'd  her  for  her  courtesie; 
I  bow'd  fu'  low  unto  this  maid, 

An'  bade  her  make  a  bed  to  me ; 
She  made  the  bed  baith  large  and  wide, 

Wi'  twa  white  hands  she  spread  it  doun ; 
She  put  the  cup  to  her  rosy  lips, 

And  drank—"  Young  man,  now  sleep  ye  soun*." 

Chorus — The  bonie  lass  made  the  bed  to  tne, 

The  braw  lass  made  the  bed  to  me, 
I'll  ne'er  forget  till  the  day  I  die. 
The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  mc. 


She  snatch'd  the  candle  in  her  hand. 

And  frae  my  chamber  went  wi'  speed; 
But  I  call'd  her  quickly  back  again. 

To  lay  some  mair  below  my  head: 
A  cod  she  laid  below  my  head. 

And  servM  me  with  due  respect. 
And,  to  salute  her  wi'  a  kiss, 

I  put  my  arms  about  her  neck. 
The  bonie  lass,  &c 


"  Haud  aff  your  hands,  young  man  I  "  she  Seud, 

"  And  dinna  sae  uncivil  be; 
Gif  ye  hae  ony  luve  for  me, 

O  wrang  na  my  virginitie." 
Her  hair  was  like  the  links  o'  gowd. 

Her  teeth  were  like  the  ivorie. 
Her  cheeks  like  lilies  dipt  in  winc^ 

The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me : 
The  bonie  lass,  &c 
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Her  bosom  was  the  driven  tnaw, 

Twa  drifted  heaps  sae  fair  to  see; 
Her  limbs  tbe  poHsh'd  marble  stane. 

The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me;, 
I  kiss'd  her  o'er  and  o'er  again, 

And  aye  she  wist  na  what  to  say ; 
I  laid  her  'tween  me  and  the  wa' ; 

The  lassie  thocht  na  lang  till  day. 
The  bonle  lass,  &c. 

Upon  the  morrow  when  we  raise, 

I  thank 'd  her  for  her  courtcsie ; 
But  aye  she  btush'd  and  aye  she  sigh'd. 

And  said,  "  Alas,  ye've  ruJn'd  me." 
I  clasp'd  her  waist,  and  kiss'd  her  syne. 

While  the  tear  stood  twinkling  in  her  e'e; 
I  said,  my  lassie,  dinna  cry. 

For  ye  aye  shall  make  the  bed  to  me. 
The  bonie  tass,  &c. 

She  took  her  mither's  holland  sheets, 
Ao'  made  them  a'  in  sarks  to  me; 

Blythe  and  merry  may  she  be. 
The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 

Chorus — The  bonie  lass  made  the  bed  to  nieT 
The  braw  Uss  made  the  bed  to  me. 
I'll  ne'er  forget  till  the  day  I  die. 
The  lass  tbst  made  the  bed  to  toe^. 


HAD  I  THE  WYTE?  SHE  BADE  ME 

Had  I  the  wyte,  had  I  the  wytc. 
Had  I  the  wyte?  she  bade  me; 

She  watch'd  me  by  the  hie-gate  sid^ 
Atid  up  the  loan  she  shaw'd  me. 

And  when  I  wadna  venture  in, 
A  coward  loon  che  ca'd  me: 
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Had  Kirk  an'  State  been  in  the  gate, 
I'd  lighted  when  she  bade  me. 

Sae  craftilie  she  took  me  ben. 

And  bade  me  mak  nae  clatter ; 
"For  our  ramgunshoch,  glum  gudeman 

Is  o'er  ayont  the  water." 
Whae'er  siiall  say  I  wanted  grac^ 

When  I  did  kiss  and  dawte  her. 
Let  hira  be  planted  in  my  place. 

Syne  say,  I  was  the  fautar. 

Could  I  for  fihame,  could  I  for  shame. 

Could  I  (or  sharne  rcf us'd  her  j 
And  wadna  manhood  been  to  blame. 

Had  I  unkindly  used  her  1 
He  claw'd  her  wi'  the  rippUn-kame, 

And  blae  and  bluidy  bruis'd  her; 
When  sic  a  husband  was  f  rae  hamc^ 

What  wife  but  wad  excus'd  her  I 

I  dighted  aye  her  e'en  sae  blue. 

An'  bann'd  the  cruel  randy, 
And  wecl  I  wat,  her  witlin  mou 

Was  sweet  as  sugar-candic. 
At  gloamin-shot,  it  was  I  wot, 

I  lighted  on  the  Monday; 
But  I  cam  thro*  the  Tyseday's  deWt 

To  wanton  Willie's  brandy. 


set 


DOES    HAUGHTY    GAUL    INVASION    THREAT? 

LTnftt—"  Push  about  tie  J«rum." 
DoEE  haughty  Gaul  invasion  threat? 
Then  let  the  louns  beware,  Sir; 
There's  wooden  walls  upon  our  seas, 
And  volunteers  on  shore.  Sir : 
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The  Nith  shall  run  to  Corsincoo, 

And  Criflfel  sink  in  Solway, 
Ere  we  perroit  a  Foreign  Foe 

On  British  ground  to  rally ! 
We'll  ne'er  permit  a  Foreign  Foe 

On  British  ground  to  rally ! 

O  let  us  not,  like  snarling  curs, 

In  wrangling  be  divided, 
Till,  slap !  corne  in  an  unco  loun. 

And  wi'  a  rung  decide  it  I 
Be  Britain  still  to  Britain  true, 

Amang  ourselves  united; 
For  never  but  by  British  hands 

Maun  British  wrangs  be  righted  I 
No!  never  but  by  British  hands 

Shall  British  wrangs  be  righted  I 

The  Kettle  o*  the  Kirk  and  State, 

Perhaps  a  clout  may  fail  in't; 
But  deil  a  foreign  tinkler  loun 

Shall  ever  ca'  a  nail  in't. 
Our  father's  blude  the  Kettle  bought. 

And  wha  wad  dare  to  spoil  it ; 
By  Heav'ns !  the  sacrilegious  dc^ 

Shall  fuel  be  to  boil  it  1 
By  Heav'ns  1  the  sacrilegious  dog 

Shall  fuel  he  to  boil  it  1 

The  wretch  that  would  a  tyrant  own. 

And  the  wretch,  his  true- bom  brother. 
Who  would  set  the  Mob  aboon  the  Throne, 

May  they  be  damn'd  together ! 
Who  will  not  sing  "  God  save  the  King," 

Shall  hang  as  high's  the  steeple ; 
But  while  we  sing  "  God  save  the  King," 

We'll  ne'er  forget  The  People  ! 
But  while  we  sing  "  God  save  the  King," 
We'll  ne'er  forget  The  People  I 
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'ADDRESS  TO  THE  WOODLARK 
TtiB*— "  Loch  EiToch  Side," 

O  STAY,  sweet  warbling  woodlark,  sta^j 
Nor  quit  for  me  the  trembling  spray, 
A  hapless  lover  courts  thy  lay, 

Thy  sootliing,  fond  complaining. 
Again,  again  that  tender  part, 
That  I  may  catch  thy  melting  art; 
For  surely  that  wad  touch  her  heart 

Wha  kills  me  wi'  disdaining. 

Say,  was  thy  little  mate  unkind, 
And  heard  thee  as  the  careless  wind? 
Oh,  nocht  but  love  and  sorrow  join'd. 

Sic  notes  o'  woe  could  wauken  I 
Thou  tells  o'  never-ending  care; 
O'  speechless  grief,  and  dark  despair: 
For  pity's  sake,  sweet  bird,  nae  tnairl 

Or  my  poor  heart  is  br(Aen. 


SONG.— ON    CHLORIS    BEING   WL 
Time— "Aye  wauken  O." 

Chorus — Long,  long  the  night. 

Heavy  comes  the  morrow 
While  my  soul's  delight 
is  on  her  bed  of  sorrow. 

Cam  I  cease  to  care  ? 

Can  I  cease  to  languish, 
While  my  darling  Fair 

Is  on  the  couch  of  anguish? 
Long,  long,  &c 


Ev'ry  hope  is  fled, 
E-\^Ty  fear  is  terror; 


57D  ItOtSKRT  BURNS 

Slumber  eVn  I  dread, 

Ev'ty  dreant  is  horror. 
Long,  long,  &c. 

Hear  me,  Powers  Divine  I 
Oh,  in  pfty,  hear  me ! 

Take  aUght  else  of  rntne, 
But  my  Chloris  spare  me  I 
Long,  long,  &c. 


HOW  CRUEL  ARE  THE  PARENTS 

Aittred  from  an  old  Englith  song. 
Tunr — "  John  Andenoli,  my  ia^" 

How  cruel  are  the  parents 
Who  riches  only  pri2e, 

And  to  the  wealthy  booby 
Poor  Woman  sacrifice  I 

Meanwhile,  the  hapless  Daughter 
Has  but  a  choice  of  strife; 

To  shun  a  tyrant  Father's  hate- 
Become  a  wretched  Wife. 

The  ravening  hawk  pursuing. 

The  trembling  dove  thus  flies. 
To  shun  impelling  ruin. 

Awhile  her  pinions  trie«; 
Till,  of  escape  despairing. 

No  shelter  or  retreat. 
She  trusts  the  ruthleis  Falconer, 

And  drops  beneath  bis  feet. 


MARK  YONDER  POMP  OF  COSTLY  FASHION 

Air^"  D«U  t»k  tlie  wars." 

Mask  yonder  potnp  of  costly  fashion 
Round  the  wealthy,  titled  bride : 
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But  when  corapar'd  With  real  passion, 
'     Poor  is  all  that  princely  pride. 

Mark  yonder,  &c.  {fow  Unes  repeated) . 

What  are  the  showy  treasures, 

What  are  the  noisy  pleasures? 
The  gay,  gaudy  glare  of  vanity  and  art: 

The  polish'd  jewels  blaze 

May  draw  the  wond'ring  gaze; 

And  courtly  grandeur  bright 

The  fancy  may  delight, 
But  never,  never  can  come  near  the  heart. 

But  did  you  see  my  dearest  Chloris, 

In  simplicity's  array; 
Lovely  as  yonder  sweet  opening  flower  is. 

Shrinking  from  the  gaze  of  day. 
But  did  you  see,  &c 

O  then,  the  heart  alarming, 

And  all  resistless  charming. 
In  Love's  delightful  fetters  she  chains  th«  willing  soul  J 

Ambition  would  disown 

The  world's  imperial  crown, 

Ev'ji  Avarice  would  deny. 

His  worshipp'd  deity, 
And  feel  thro'  ever;  vein  i^ve's  faptures  roU. 


'TWAS  NA  HER  BONIE  BLUE  E'E 
Ttiiw — "  Laddie,  lie  near  me." 

TwAS  na  her  bonie  blue  e'e  was  my  ruin. 
Fair  tho'  she  be,  that  was  ne'er  my  undoin' ; 
'Twas  the  dear  smile  when  nae  body  did  mind  us, 
'Twas  the  bewitching,  sweet,  stown  glance  o'  kindness: 
'Twas  the  bewitching,  sweet,  stown  glance  o'  kindness. 

Sair  do  I  fear  that  to  hope  is  denied  me, 
Sair  do  I  fear  that  despair  maun  abide  me. 


sn 
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But  tho'  fell  fortune  should  fate  us  to  sever. 
Queen  shall  she  be  in  my  bosom  for  ever: 
Queen  shall  she  be  in  my  bosom  fof  ever. 

Chloris,  I'm  thine  wi'  a  passion  sincercst, 
And  thou  hast  plighted  tne  love  o'  the  dearest ! 
And  thou'rt  the  angel  that  never  can  alter. 
Sooner  the  sun  in  his  motion  would  falter : 
Sooner  the  sun  in  his  motion  would  falter. 


THEIR  GROVES  O'  SWEET  MYRTLE 
TtMtf — "  Humoim  of  Glea." 

Theih  groves  o'  sweet  myrtlt  let  Foreign  Lands  reckon, 

Where  bright-beaming  summers  exalt  the  perfume; 
Far  dearer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  o'  green  breckan, 

Wi'  the  burn  stealing  under  the  lang,  yellow  broom. 
Far  dearer  to  me  are  yon  humble  broom  bowers 

Where  the  blue-beil  and  gowan  lurk,  lowly,  unseen; 
For  there,  lightly  tripping,  among  the  wild  flowers, 

A-list'ning  the  limiet,  aft  wanders  my  Jean. 


ihti,} 


Tho'  rich  is  the  breeze  in  their  gay,  sunny  valleys, 

And  cauld  Caledonia's  blast  on  the  wave; 
Their  sweet-scented  woodlands  that  skirt  the  proud  pihci, 

What  are  they  ? — the  haunt  of  the  Tyrant  and  Slave. 
The  Slave's  spicy  forests,  and  gold-bubbling  fountains, 

The  brave  Caledonian  views  wi'  disdain; 
He  wanders  as  free  as  the  winds  of  his  mountains. 

Save  Love's  willing  fetters — the  chains  of  his  jean. 


FORLORN,  MY  LOVE,  NO  COMFORT  NEAR 
Air^-"  Let  me  in  this  «  nigJit'* 

FORUtKN,  ray  Love,  no  comfort  near, 
Far,  far  from  thee,  I  wander  here; 
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Far,  far  from  thee,  the  fate  severe. 
At  which  I  most  repine.  Love, 

Chorus — O  wert  thou,  Love,  but  near  me  I 

But  near,  near,  near  me. 
How  kindly  thou  wouldst  cheer  me. 
And  mingle  sighs  with  mine.  Love. 

Arotmd  me  scowls  a  wintry  sky. 
Blasting  each  bud  of  hope  and  joy ; 
And  shelter,  shade,  nor  home  have  I ; 
Save  in  these  arms  of  thine,  Love. 
O  wert  thou,  &c. 

Cold,  alter'd  friendship's  cruel  part. 

To  poison  Fortune's  ruthless  dart — 

Let  me  not  break  thy  faithful  heart. 

And  say  that  fate  is  mine,  Love. 

O  wert  thou,  &c. 

But,  dreary  tho'  the  moments  fleet, 
O  let  me  think  we  yet  shall  meet ; 
That  only  ray  of  solace  sweet, 
Can  on  thy  Chtoris  shine.  Love  I 
O  wert  thou,  ficc. 


^GMENT,— WHY.  WHY  TELL  THE  LOVER 
Tune—"  Caledonian  Htjnf»  delight" 

Why,  why  tell  the  lover 

Bliss  he  never  must  enjoy? 
Why,  why  undeceive  him, 

And  give  all  his  hopes  the  lie? 
O  why,  while  fancy,  raptur'd  slumbers, 

"  Chloris,  Chloris."  all  the  theme. 
Why,  why  would' St  thou,  cruel — 

Wake  thy  lover  from  his  dream. 


SH 
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THE  BRAW  WOOER 

Ttmt—"The  Lothiaa  LaMie." 

Last  May,  a  braw  wooer  cam  doun  the  laog  glen. 

And  sair  wi'  his  love  he  did  deave  me ; 
I  said,  there  was  naething  I  hated  like  men — 

The  deuce  gae  wi'm,  to  believe  mc,  believe  nic; 

The  deuce  gae  wi'm  to  believe  me. 

He  spak  o'  the  darts  in  my  bonie  black  c'eo. 

And  vow'd  for  my  love  he  was  dicin, 
I  said,  he  might  die  when  he  liked  for  Jean — 

The  Lord  forgie  me  for  liein,  for  liein ; 

Tbe  Lord  forgie  me  for  Iteia  I 

A  vvecl-stockcd  mailen,  himscl'  for  the  laird. 
And  marriage  aff-hand,  were  his  proffers; 

I  never  loot  on  that  I  kenn'd  it.  or  car'd ; 
But  thought  I  might  hac  waur  offers,  waur  offers ; 
But  thought  I  might  hae  waur  offers. 

But  what  wad  ye  think  ? — in  a  fortnight  or  less — 

The  deil  tak  his  taste  to  gae  near  her  I 
He  up  the  Gate-slack  to  my  black  cousin,  Bess — 

Guess  ye  how,  the  jad !  I  could  bear  her,  could  beat  her; 

Guess  ye  how,  the  jad !  I  coukl  bear  her. 

But  a*  the  niest  week,  as  1  petted  wi'  care, 

I  gaed  to  the  tryst  o'  Dalgarnock ; 
But  wha  but  ray  fine  fickle  wooer  was  there, 
I  glowr'd  as  I'd  seen  a  warlock,  a  warlock. 
I  glowr'd  as  I'd  seen  a  warlock. 

But  owre  my  left  shouther  I  gae  him  a  bliak» 

Lest  neibours  might  say  I  was  saucy ; 
My  wooer  he  caper'd  as  he'd  been  in  drink. 

And  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie,  dear  lasst^ 

And  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie. 
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I  spier'd  for  my  cousin  fu'  couthy  and  sweet. 
Gin  she  had  recoverd  her  hearin. 

And  how  her  new  shoon  fit  her  auld  schachl't  feet. 
But  heavens  !  how  he  fell  a  swearin,  a  swearin. 
But  heavens  1  how  he  fell  a  swearin. 

He  begged,  for  gudesake,  I  wad  be  his  wife, 

Or  else  I  wad  kill  hitn  wi'  sorrow; 
So  e'en  to  preserve  the  poor  body  in  life, 

I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to-morrow,  to-tnorrow; 

I  think  I  maun  wed  him  tomorrow. 


m 


THIS  IS  NO  MY  AIN  LASSIE 
Tune — "  This  is  no  my  boute." 

Chorus — This  is  no  my  ain  lassie, 

Fair  tho'  the  lassie  be; 

Wcel  ken  I  my  ain  lassie. 

Kind  love  is  !n  her  e'c, 

T  SEE  a  form,  I  sec  a  face, 
Ye  weel  may  wi'  the  fairest  place; 
It  wants,  to  me,  the  witching  grace, 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 

This  is  no  my  ain,  &c. 


She's  bonie,  blooming,  straight,  and  taU, 
And  lang  has  had  my  heart  in  thrall ; 
And  aye  it  charms  my  very  saul. 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 

This  is  no  my  ain,  &c. 

'A  thief  sae  pawkie  is  my  Jean, 
To  steal  a  blink,  by  a'  unseen ; 
But  gleg  as  light  are  lover's  een, 
Whea  kind  love  is  in  her  e'e. 

This  is  no  my  am,  &c. 
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It  may  escape  the  courtly  sparks. 
It  may  escape  the  learned  clerks; 
But  well  the  watching  lover  marks 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  eye. 

This  is  no  my  ain,  && 


O  BONTE  WAS  YON  ROSY  BRIER 

O  BON  IE  was  yon  rosy  brier, 

That  blooms  sae  far  frae  haunt  a'  laaaj 
And  bonie  she,  and  ah,  how  dear  I 

It  shaded  frae  the  e'enin  sun. 

(L'on  rosebuds  in  the  morning  dew. 

How  pure,  amang  the  leaves  sae  green ; 

But  purer  was  the  lover's  vow 
They  witness'd  in  their  shade  yestreen. 

All  in  its  rude  and  prickly  bower. 
That  crimson  rose,  how  sweet  and  fair; 

But  love  is  far  a  sweeter  flower. 
Amid  life's  thorny  path  o'  care. 

The  pathless  wild,  and  whimpljng  bum, 
Wi'  Chloris  in  my  arms,  be  mine ; 

And  I  the  warld  nor  wish  nor  scorn. 
Its  joys  and  griefs  alike  resign. 


SONG  INSCRIBED  TO  ALEXANDER  CUNNINGHAM 

Now  spring  has  clad  the  grove  in  green. 
And  strew'd  the  lea  wi'  flowers ; 

The  furrow'd,  waving  corn  is  seen 
Rejoice  in  fostering  showers. 

While  ilka  thing  in  nature  jcMO 
Their  sorrows  to  forego. 
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O  why  thas  all  alone  are  mine 
The  weary  steps  o'  woe  I 

The  trout  in  yonder  wimpling  bum 

That  glides,  a  silver  dart. 
And,  safe  beneath  the  shady  thorn. 

Defies  the  angler's  art — 
My  life  was  ance  that  careless  stream. 

That  wanton  trout  was  I ; 
But  Love,  wi'  unrelenting  beam. 

Has  scorch'd  my  fountains  dry. 

That  little  floweret's  peaceful  lot. 

In  yonder  cliff  that  grows. 
Which,  save  the  linnet's  flight,  I  wot, 

Nae  ruder  visit  knows. 
Was  mine,  till  Love  has  o'er  me  past. 

And  blighted  a'  my  bloom; 
And  now,  beneath  the  withering  blast. 

My  youth  and  joy  consume. 

The  waken'd  lav'rock  warbling  springs, 

And  climbs  the  early  sky. 
Winnowing  blythe  his  dewy  wings 

In  momingf's  rosy  eye; 
As  little  reck'd  I  sorrow's  power. 

Until  the  flowery  snare 
O'  witching  Love,  in  luckless  hour, 

Made  me  the  thrall  o'  care. 

O  had  my  fate  been  Greenland  snows, 

Or  Afric's  burning  zone, 
Wi'  man  and  nature  leagued  my  foes. 

So  Peggy  ne'er  I'd  known ! 
The  wretch  whose  doom  is  "  hope  nae  mair  " 

What  tongue  his  woes  can  tell ; 
Within  whase  bosom,  save  Despair, 

Nae  kinder  spirits  dwelL 
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O  THAT'S  THE  LASSIE  O*  MY  HEART 
Tvnt—"  Morag." 

O  WAT  ye  wha  that  Iocs  tne 

And  has  my  heart  a-keeping^ 
O  sweet  is  she  that  lo'es  me. 

As  dews  o'  summer  weeping, 

In  tears  the  rosebuds  steeping! 

Chorui — O  that's  the  lassie  o'  my  lieart. 
My  lassie  ever  dearer; 
O  she's  Ihc  queen  o'  womankind, 
And  ne'er  a  ane  to  pecf  her. 

If  thou  shah  meet  a  lassie. 
In  grace  and  beauty  charmmg. 

That  e'en  thy  chosen  lassie, 
Erewhile  Uiy  breast  sae  warmingj 
Had  ne'er  mc  powers  alarming  j 
O  that's  tlie  lassie,  &c. 

If  thou  hadtt  heard  her  txlkiag, 

And  thy  attention's  plighted. 
That  ilka  body  talking. 

But  her,  by  thee  is  slighted. 

And  thou  art  all-detighted ; 

O  that's  the  lassie,  &c 

If  thou  hast  met  this  Fair  One, 

When  frae  her  thou  hast  parted; 
If  every  other  Fair  One 
But  her,  thou  hast  deserted. 
And  thou  art  broken-hearted ; 

O  that's  the  lassie  o'  my  beart. 

My  lassie  ever  dearer; 
O  that's  the  queen  o*  woQiankin4' 
And  ne'er  s  ane  to  peer  her. 
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INSCRIPTION 

Written  on  the  blank  leaf  of  a  copy  of  the  last  edition  of  my 
poems,  presented  to  the  Lady  whom,  in  so  many  fictttions  rev- 
eries of  passion,  but  with  the  most  ardent  sentiment*  of  re^ 
friendship,  I  have  so  often  sung  under  the  nameot— "Chloris."^ 

Tis  Friendship's  pledge,  my  young,  fair  Friend, 

Nor  thou  the  gift  refuse, 
Nor  with  unwilling  ear  attend 

The  moralising  Muse. 

Since  thou,  in  al]  thy  youth  and  chartns. 

Must  bid  the  world  adieu, 
[(A  world  'gainst  Peace  in  constant  arms) 

To  join  the  Friendly  Few. 

Since,  thy  gay  mom  of  life  o'ercast. 

Chill  came  the  tempest's  lour; 
(And  ne'er  Misfortune's  eastern  blast 

Did  nip  a  fairer  flower.) 

Since  life's  gay  scenes  must  charm  no  more. 

Still  much  is  left  behind, 
StiU  nobler  wealth  hast  thou  in  store— 

The  comforts  of  the  mind  I 


Thine  is  the  self -approving  glow. 
Of  conscious  Honour's  part; 

And  f dearest  gift  of  Heaven  below)' 
Thine  Friendship's  truest  heart. 

The  joys  refin'd  of  Sense  and  Taste, 
With  every  Muse  to  rove : 

And  doubly  were  the  Poet  blest* 
These  joys  could  he  improve. 

>  MJH  Lorteur. 
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FRAGMENT.— LEEZIE  LINDSAY 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Hielands,  Leezie  Lindsay, 
Will  ye  go  to  the  Hielands  wi'  me? 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Hielands,  Leezie  Lindsay, 
My  pride  and  my  darling  to  be. 


FRAGMENT.— THE  WREN'S  NEST 

The  Robin  to  the  Wren's  nest 

Cam  keekin  in,  cam  keekin  in; 
O  weel's  me  on  your  auld  pow. 

Wad  ye  be  in,  wad  ye  be  in  ? 
Thou's  ne'er  get  leave  to  lie  without. 

And  I  within,  and  I  within, 
Sae  tang's  I  hae  an  auld  clout 

Xo  rowe  ye  in,  to  rowe  ye  in. 


NEWS,  LASSIES,  NEWS 

Th£K£'s  news,  lassies,  news, 

Gude  news  I've  to  tell  1 
There's  a  boatfu'  o'  lads 

Come  to  our  town  to  selL 

Chorus — The  wean  wants  a  cradle, 

And  the  cradle  wants  a  God: 
I'U  no  gang  to  my  bed. 
Until  I  get  a  nod. 

Father,  quo'  she,  Mither,  quo  she. 

Do  what  you  can, 
111  no  gang  to  my  bed. 

JJatH  1  get  a  man. 

The  wean,  &c 
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I  hae  as  gude  a  craft  rig 

As  made  o'  yird  and  stane; 
And  waly  fa'  tiie  ley-crap. 

For  I  maun  till'd  again. 

The  wean,  && 


CROWDIE  EVER  MAIR 

O  THAT  I  had  ne'er  been  married, 

I  wad  never  had  nae  care. 
Now  I've  gotten  wife  an'  weans. 

An'  they  cry  "  Crowdie  "  evermair. 

Chorus — Ance  crowdie,  twice  crowdie. 

Three  times  crowdie  in  a  day 
Gin  ye  crowdie  ony  mair, 
Ye'll  crowdie  a'  my  meal  away. 

Waefn'  Want  and  Hunger  fl^  me, 

Glowrin  by  the  hallan  en' ; 
Sair  I  fecht  them  at  the  door. 

But  aye  I'm  eerie  they  come  bea. 
Ance  crowdie,  &c. 


MALLVS  MEEK,  MALLTS  SWEET 

Chorus — Mally's  meek,  Mally's  sweet, 
Mall/s  modest  and  discreet ; 
Mally's  rare,  Mally's  fair, 
Mally's  every  way  complete. 

As  I  was  walking  up  the  street, 
A  barefit  maid  I  chanc'd  to  meet; 

But  O  the  road  was  very  hard 
For  that  fair  maiden's  tender  feet 
Mally's  meek,  &c 
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It  were  mair  meet  that  those  fine  feet 
Were  weel  laced  up  in  silken  ahoon; 

An'  'twere  more  fit  that  she  should  sit 
Within  yon  chariot  gilt  sboon, 
Mally's  meek,  &c 

Her  yellow  hair,  beyond  compare,  

Comes  triitklin  down  her  swan-like  neck. 

And  her  two  eyes,  like  stars  in  skies, 
Would  keep  a  sinking  ship  frae  wreck, 
Mally's  meek,  &c. 


JOCKEY'S   TAEN  THE   PARTING   KISS 
4J<r— "  Bonia  )«ia  tak  >  mm." 

Jockey's  tacn  the  partiog  kiss. 

O'er  the  mountaios  he  is  gane. 
And  with  him  is  a'  my  bliss. 

Nought  but  griefs  with  me  remain, 
Spare  my  Love,  ye  winds  that  blaw, 

Plashy  sleets  and  beating  rainl 
Spare  my  Love,  thou  feath'ry  snaw. 

Drifting  o'er  the  frozen  plain  I 

When  the  shades  of  evening  creep 

O'er  the  day's  fair,  gladsome  e'e;, 
Sound  and  safely  may  he  sleep. 

Sweetly  biythe  his  waukening  bsb 
He  will  think  on  her  he  loves. 

Fondly  he'll  repeat  her  name; 
For  where'er  he  distant  roves. 

Jockey's  heart  is  stiU  the  szmc 


VERSES  TO  COLLECTOR  MITCHELL 

Fbiend  of  the  Poet,  tried  and  leal. 
Wha,  wanting  thee,  might  beg  or  stea]  j 
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SAIake,  alake,  the  meikle  deil 

Wi'  a'  his  witches 
Are  at  it  skelpin  jig  and  reel. 

In  my  poor  pouches? 

I  modestly  fa'  fain  wad  hint  it, 
That  One-pound-one,  I  sairly  want  It; 
If  wi'  the  hizzie  down  ye  sent  it. 

It  would  be  kind ; 
And  while  my  heart  wi'  life-blood  dvuttoi, 

I'd  bear't  in  mind. 

So  may  the  Auld  year  gang  out  moanis 
To  see  the  New  come  laden,  groanin, 
Wi'  double  plenty  o'er  the  loanin. 

To  thee  and  thine : 
Domestic  peace  and  comforts  crownio 

The  hale  design. 


POSTSCKIFT 

Ye've  heard  this  while  how  I've  been  liddt^ 
And  by  fell  Death  was  nearly  nickit; 
Grim  loon !  he  got  me  by  the  f  ecket^ 

And  sair  me  sheuk ; 
But  by  gude  luck  I  lap  a  wickets 

And  tum'd  a  neuk. 

But  by  that  health,  I've  got  a  share  </t. 
But  by  that  life,  I'm  promis'd  mair  o% 
My  hale  and  weel.  111  tak  a  care  o't^ 

A  tentier  way; 
Then  farewell  folly,  hide  sad  hair  o't, 

ForaoctandayBi 
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THE  DEAN  OF  FACULTY 

A  New  Baixad 
r»Hi#— "The  Dragi>a  of  Wantley." 

DraE  was  the  hate  at  old  Harlaw, 

That  Scot  to  Scot  did  cany; 
And  dire  the  discord  Langstde  saw 

For  beauteous,  hapless  Mary: 
Bat  Scot  to  Scot  oe'er  met  so  ho^ 

Or  were  more  in  fury  seen,  Sir, 
Than  'twixt  Hal  auid  Bob  for  the  famous  job^ 

Who  should  be  the  FacuJty's  Dean,  Sir. 

This  Hal  for  genius,  wit  and  lore. 

Among  the  first  was  numbcr'd : 
But  pious  Bob,  'mid  learning's  store. 

Commandment  the  tenth  remeraber'd : 
Yet  simple  Bob  the  victory  got. 

And  wan  his  heart's  desire, 
Which  shews  that  heaven  can  boil  the  pot, 

Tbo'  the  devil  piss  in  the  fire. 

Squire  Hal,  besides,  had  in  this  case 

Pretensions  rather  brassy; 
For  talents,  to  deserve  a  place^ 

Are  qualifications  saucy. 
So  their  worships  of  the  Faculty, 

Quite  sick  of  merit's  rudeness. 
Chose  one  who   should  owe  it  all,  d'ye  see, 

To  their  gratis  grace  and  goodness. 

As  once  on  Pisgah  purg'd  was  the  sight 

Of  a  son  of  Circumcision, 
So  may  be,  on  this  Pisgah  height, 

Bob's  purblind  mental  vision — 
Nay,  Bobby's  mouth  may  be  opened  yct^ 

Till  for  eloquence  you  hail  him. 
And  swear  that  he  has  the  angel  met 

That  met  the  ass  of  Balaam. 
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la  your  heretic  sins  may  you  live  and  die^ 

Ye  heretic  Eight-and-Thirty ! 
©at  accept,  ye  subliane  Majority, 

My  cong^ratulatjons  hearty. 
With  your  honours,  as  with  a  certain  king. 

In  your  servants  this  is  striking, 
The  more  incapacity  tliey  bring, 

The  more  they're  to  your  liking. 


EPISTLE  TO   COLONEL  DE  PEYSTER 

My  honor'd  Colonel,  deep  I  feel 
Your  interest  in  the  Poet's  weal ; 
Ah !  now  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  speel 

The  steep  Parnassus, 
Surrounded  thus  by  bolus  pill. 

And  potion  gia3ses, 

O  what  a  canty  world  were  it. 

Would  pain  and  care  and  sickness  spare  it; 

And  Fortune  favour  worth  and  merit 

As  they  deserve; 
And  aye  rowth  o'  roast-beef  and  claret. 

Syne,  wha  wad  starve? 

Dame  Life,  tho'  fiction  out  may  trick  her, 
And  in  paste  gems  and  frippery  deck  her; 
Oh !  flickering,  feeble,  and  unsicker 

I've  found  her  still. 
Aye  wavering  like  the  willow- wicker. 

*Tween  good  and  ill. 

Then  that  curst  carmagnole,  auld  Satan, 
Watches  like  baudrons  by  a  ratton 
Our  sinfu'  sauI  to  get  a  claut  on, 

Wi'  felon  ire ; 
Syne,  jphip !  his  tail  ye'll  ne'er  cast  saut  on, 

He's  aS  Uke  fire. 
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All  Kidc !  ah  Nick  Mt  is  lu  fair, 
First  showing  os  the  tempting  vnte. 
Bright  wines,  and  bonie  lasses  rare, 

To  put  us  daft; 
Syne  weave,  unseen,  thy  spider  snare 

0  hell's  damned  wafL 

Poor  Man,  the  file,  aft  bieaes  by. 
And  aft,  as  chance  he  comes  thee  nigh. 
Thy  damn'd  auld  elbow  yeuks  wi'  joy 

And  hellish  pleasure  I 
Already  in  thy  fancy's  eye, 

Thy  sicker  treasure. 

Soon,  heels  o'er  gowdie,  in  he  gaogs. 
And,  Hkc  a  sheep-head  on  a  tangs. 
Thy  giming  laugh  enjoys  his  pangs. 

And  nrurdering  wrestle. 
As,  dangling  in  the  wind,  he  hangs, 

A  gtbbefs  tassd. 

But  lest  yoii  thtiik  I  am  undTll 

To  plague  you  with  this  draunticig  drivel. 

Abjuring  a'  Intentions  evil, 

1  quat  my  pen. 
The  Lord  preserve  us  frae  the  devil  I 

Amen  I  Amen  1 


A  LASS    Wr   A   TOCHER 
TiMM — "  BalUnamona  Or»." 

Awa'  wi  your  witchcraft  o'  Beauty's  alarms. 
The  slender  bit  Beauty  you  grasp  in  your  arms. 
O,  gie  me  the  lass  that  has  acres  o*  charms, 
O,  gie  me  the  lass  wi'  the  wecl-stockit  farms. 

Chonu — Then  hey,  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher. 
Then  hey,  foe  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher ; 
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Then  hey,  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher ; 
The  nice  yellow  guineas  for  me. 

Your  Beauty's  a  flower,  in  the  morning  that  blows. 
And  withers  the  faster,  the  faster  it  grows: 
But  the  rapturous  charm  o'  the  bonie  green  ktiowes. 
Ilk  spring  they're  new  deckit  wi'  bonie  white  yowcs. 
Then  hey,  for  a  lass,  &c. 

'And  e'en  when  this  Beauty  your  bosom  hath  blest 
The  brightest  o'  Beauty  may  cloy  when  possess'd ; 
But  the  sweet,  yellow  darlings  wi'  George  tmpress'd. 
The  langer  ye  hae  them,  the  mair  they're  carest. 
Then  hey,  for  a  lass,  &c. 


HERON   ELECTION   BALLAD,   NO.   IV. 

The  Trogger, 

Tvne^"  Buy  Brgoin  Beioms." 

Wha  will  buy  my  troggin,  fine  election  ware, 
Brdken  trade  o'  Broughton,  a'  in  high  repair? 

Chorus— Buy  braw  troggin  f  rae  the  banks  o'  Dee ; 
Wha  wants  troggin  let  him  come  to  me. 

There's  a  noble  Earl's  fame  and  high  renown, 
For  an  auld  sang — it's  thought  the  gudes  were  stown — 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 


Here's  the  worth  o*  Broughton  in  a  needle's  e'ej 
Here's  a  reputation  tint  by  Balmaghie. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here's  its  stuff  and  lining,  Cardoness's  head. 
Fine  for  a  soger,  a'  the  wale  o'  lead. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 
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Here's  a  Httlc  wadset,  Buittle's  scrap  o'  mttli, 
Pawn'd  in  a  gin-sb<^,  quenching  ho]y  drooth. 
Buy  braw  trog^n,  &c. 

Here's  an  honest  conscience  might  a  prince  adorn; 
Frae  the  downs  o'  Tinwald,  so  was  never  worn. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here's  armorial  bearings  frae  the  manse  o'  Urr; 
The  crest,  a  sour  crab-apple,  rotten  at  the  cor& 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here  is  Satan's  picture,  like  a  bizzard  gled. 
Pouncing  poor  Redcastle,  sprawlin  like  a  taed. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here's  the  font  where  Douglas  stane  and  mortar  names; 
Lately  used  at  Caily  christening  Murray's  crimes. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here's  the  worth  and  wisdom  Collieston  can  boast; 
By  a  thievish  midge  they  had  been  nearly  lost 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here  is  Murray's  fragments  o'  the  ten  commands ; 
Gifted  by  black  Jock  to  get  them  aff  his  bands. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Saw  ye  e'er  sic  troggin?  if  to  buy  ye're  slack, 
Homie's  turnin  chapman — he'll  buy  a'  the  pack. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c 


COMPLIMENTARY    VERSICLES    TO    JESSIE_ 
LEWARS 

THK  TOAST 

Fill  me  with  the  rosy  wine, 
CaU  a  toast,  a  toast  divine; 


POEMS  AND  SONGS  580 

Give  die  Poet's  darling  flame. 
Lovely  Jessie  be  her  name; 
Then  thou  mayest  freely  boast. 
Thou  hast  given  a  peerless  toast 


THE  ICEMAGEKIK 

Talk  not  to  me  of  savages. 

From  Afric's  burning  sun; 
No  savage  e'er  could  rend  my  hear^ 

As  Jessie,  thou  hast  done : 
But  Jessie's  lovely  hand  in  mine, 

A  mutual  faith  to  plight. 
Not  even  to  view  the  heavenly  choir. 

Would  be  so  blest  a  sight 


Jessie's  illness 

Say,  sages,  what's  the  charm  on  eardi 
Can  turn  Death's  dart  aside  I 

It  is  not  purity  and  worth. 
Else  Jessie  had  not  died. 


ON   HES  KECOVXKY 

But  rarely  seen  since  Nature's  birth. 

The  natives  of  the  sky; 
Yet  still  one  seraph's  left  on  earth. 

For  Jessie  did  not  die. 


O  LAY  THY  LOOF  IN  MINE,  LASS 

Chorus — O  lay  thy  loof  in  mine,  lass. 
In  mine,  lass,  in  mine,  lass ; 
And  swear  on  thy  white  hand,  lass, 
That  thou  wilt  be  my  ain. 
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A  SLATE  to  Love's  unbooaded  sway. 
He  aft  has  wrought  me  meikle  vac; 
But  now  he  is  my  deadly  &e, 
Ualess  thou  be  my  sin. 

O  lay  thy  loof,  &C. 

There's  mony  a  lass  has  broke  my  res^ 
That  for  a  blink  I  hae  lo'ed  best; 
But  thou  art  Queen  widtin  my  breast. 
For  ever  to  remaia. 

O  lay  thy  loof,  ftc 


A  HEALTH  TO  ANE  I  LOE  DEAR 

Ckonu — Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  loe  dear. 

Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  loe  dear ; 
Thou  art  sweet  as  the  smile  when  fond  lovers 
meet. 
And  soft  as  their  parting  tear — ^Jessy. 

Altho'  thou  maun  never  be  mine, 

Altho'  even  hope  is  denied ; 
*Tis  sweeter  for  thee  despairing. 

Than  ought  in  the  world  beside — ^Jessy. 
Here's  a  health,  &c. 

I  mourn  thro'  the  gay,  gaudy  day, 
As  hopeless  I  muse  on  thy  charms; 

But  welcome  the  dream  o'  sweet  slumber. 
For  then  I  am  lockt  in  thine  arms — ^Jessy. 
Here's  a  health,  &c. 

I  guess  by  the  dear  angel  smile, 

I  guess  by  the  love-roIling  e'e; 
But  why  urge  the  tender  confession, 

'Gainst  Fortune's  fell,  cruel  decree  ?— Jessy 
Here's  a  health,  &c. 
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O   WERT   THOU    IN    THE    CAULD    BLAST 

O  WERT  thou  in  the  cauld  blast. 

On  yonder  lea,  on  yonder  lea. 
My  plaidie  to  the  angry  airt, 

I'd  shelter  thee,  I'd  shelter  thee; 
Or  did  Misfortune's  bitter  storms 

Around  thee  blaw,  around  thee  blaw. 
Thy  bield  should  be  my  bosom, 

To  share  it  a',  to  ^hare  it  a'. 

Or  were  I  in  the  wildest  waste, 

Sae  black  and  bare,  sae  black  and  bare. 
The  desert  were  a  Paradise, 

If  thou  wert  there,  if  thou  wert  there; 
Or  were  I  Monarch  o'  the  globe, 

Wi'  thee  to  reign,  wi*  thee  to  reign. 
The  brightest  jewel  in  my  Crown 

Wad  be  my  Queen,  wad  be  my  Queen. 


INSCRIPTION   TO    MISS    JESSY    LEWARS 

On  a  copy  of  the  Scots  Musical  Musetun,  in  four  volumes, 

presented  to  her  by  Burns.' 

Thine  be  the  volumes,  Jessy  fair, 
And  with  them  take  the  Poet's  prayer. 
That  Fate  may,  in  her  fairest  page, 
With  ev'ry  kindliest,  best  presage 
Of  future  bliss,  enrol  thy  name: 
With  native  worth  and  spotless  fame. 
And  wakeful  caution,  still  aware 
Of  ill — but  chief,  Man's  felon  snare; 


All  blameless  joys  on  earth  we  find, 
And  all  the  treasures  of  the  mind^ — 

*WriUen    for   nmiie   played  by    HJu   Lemn,    wha    nuned  him   in   tiii 
latt  tllocH. 
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These  be  thy  guardian  and  reward ; 
So  prays  thy  faithful  friend,  the  Bard. 
DcMFRicSi/ww  a6, 17(9. 


FAIREST    MAID    ON    DEVON    BANKS 
rim*—"  Rothiemorchie." 

CAorM> —Fairest  maid  on  Devon  banks, 

Crystal  Devon,  winding  Devon, 
Wilt  thou  lay  that  frown  aside. 

And  smile  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do? 

Fin.L  well  thou  know'st  I  love  thee  dear, 
Couldst  thou  to  malice  lend  an  ear ! 
O  did  not  Love  exclaim :  "  Forbear, 
Nor  use  a  faithful  lover  so." 
Fairest  maid,  &c. 

Then  come,  thou  fairest  of  the  fair. 
Those  wonted  smiles,  O  let  me  share; 
And  by  thy  beauteous  self  I  swear, 
No  love  but  thine  my  heart  shall  kno.w. 
Fairest  maid,  &c. 


^B 

GLOSSARY 

1 

Au(;ktgn,  efgbtcea.                                      ^^^| 

AHffhttitit,  at  &1I.                                                V 

Abi*gl\,  doof,  off. 

^uM.  old,                                                             ■ 

AhHns,  V.  9iblin£. 

^NM/arrnH^      o«iJ/^arratit^      ahrewdf                1 

Abean,  abovt,  up. 

Dld-fashioEird,  s«gadou«,                                 ■ 
Anld  Rtelif,  Edinburgh.                                      ■ 

Abrtadt  abroad. 

Abrted,  in  breadth. 

Auld-ttujrld^  old-world.                                    ^^^ 

At.  onev 

A§.  oC 

Ava.  at  AEt.                                                       ^^H 

^f^j^Hif,  ac  once. 

."twn,  away,                                                      ^^^H 

Af-ioof,  oFfband. 

.  'avM,  backwsT*  and  doubled  up.            ^^^H 

Atp/tnk.  awake.                                                    ^^^H 

Awfauktn,  awaken,                                         ^^^H 

>^/^  oft 

^^^H 

^J#N^  often. 
Aalfy,  awry. 
Amint  bcbmH. 

i4iflt0rt,  awkward.                                          ^^^H 

Atrnir,    bearded.                                                     ^^^H 

Ayant,  beyond.                                               ^^^H 

Aihiinj,  perhApa. 

^^^^M 

Aidttt  foul  walrr« 

Ba',  a  ball.                                                        ^^ 

/ft>,  oak. 

Back  el,  bucket,  boit 

y<i>pii,  oaken. 

Backil,  backed. 

4^1  n^  D4ra^ 

BackUns-comin,  conttna  back. 
Backyitt,  gate  at  the luGk. 

^♦fj  early. 

^irfr,  earnest  money* 

Badr,  endurecL 

Airn^   iron. 

Bad*,  asked. 

y^iV*,   direction* 

BatfQitt  stomach. 

Airi,  to  dirtct. 

Baignttj,  bayoneta. 

Bail  lie,  [D.Kiftnte  of  *  Soola  burcK. 

^i»A,  oatb. 

AitSf  oat3« 

Bairn^   chilcL 

^ivfT,  an  old  hars^. 

AxMttt  a  dndcr. 

Bairtffimr,  broocL 

^-/V«,  *jar;  t<i  one  siik, 
W4fr«,  alaA. 

Bailk,  both. 

Baku,  hiscuita. 

Alane^  alone. 

Sitlau,  ballad*. 

Atang,  alonff. 

Batou,  lullaby. 

Amatst,  aLmo«L 

Ban.  flwear. 

^ffwnj^.  araottg. 

Ban',    band     (of    the    Pr»bjrtemo 

^»,  if. 

cIcT^yioan}. 

^fi^  and. 

Ban/,  bone. 

Ancft  once. 

Sun;,    an    elfort;    a   blow;    a   Jarge 

^itr,  one. 

number. 

jiruoth,  benemtlu 

Bang,  to  thump. 

AtfSt  onea- 

Ba*iiV,  V,  haime. 

vfHifilirr,  anotbcr. 

Bannet,  bonnet. 

rfffliMiY*h*ii,  spring  wutcf. 

Bannock,   tonnockt  m  thick  oatmeal 

y4^d'ViJf,  wKiakey. 

cak»- 

-i^rJ^,  T.  oiWr. 

Bardit.  dim.  of  bard. 

X j<*  Aaltev. 

Bcrefit,  barefooted. 

^#W#«il,  »k«w,  askance. 

Barkel,  barked. 

AMpsr,  aspread. 

BarUy-brtt;    or    bftt,   birtey-brcw— 

Arterr^  aatir. 

ate  or  wbiakey. 

^ '  ( li  f ^Tf fc  <jr,  aTtigttber. 

Barm,  yiiKt 

Athort.  athwart. 

Bnrmit,  yeaaty. 

Atweti,  in  truth. 

Barn-yard,  fticWard. 
Bar  lit,  tbe  Deyif. 

yfhEvm,  between. 

Attffkt,  «ipht. 

Basliine,  abaabing. 

^nffjbtf,  pofia««Aed  of. 

Baieh,  a  number. 

It 

o 
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BotU,  the  botts;  the  ooile. 
BamekU-biri,  the  bat. 
Baudrem,  Bcudnns,  the  eat. 
Bauk,  croM-beam. 
Bank,  t.  bawk. 
Bauk-tn',  beam-end. 
Ba%ld.  bold. 
Bauldttt,  boldest. 
Bauldly,  boldly. 
Baumy,  balmy. 
Bawbtt,  a  half-penny. 
Bofdrnu,  «.  feandfmw, 
Bawk,  a  field  path. 
Bawtrnt,  whiu-atreaked. 
B*or.  barley. 
Btar,  beast*.  Termin. 
Bnsti*,  dim.  of  beast. 
B*ek,  a  curtsy. 
Bt*t.  i—d,  klndla. 
Btild,  T.  bitl. 
Btlang,  belong, 
Bfld,  bald. 
Btllufn,  assault. 
Billyi,  bellows. 
Btlyvt,  by  and  by. 
Btn,  a  parlor  (t.  e..  the  inner  apart- 
ment) ;  into  the  parlor. 
Benmost,  inmost. 
Be-north,  to  the  northward  of. 
Be-southf  to  the  southward  of. 
Bttkankit,  grace  after  meat. 
Beuk,  a  book:  devil's  pictur'd  bcuks 

-  -playing-cards. 
Bicker,  a  wooden  cup. 
Bicker,  a  short  run. 
Bicker,  to  flow  swiftly  and  with  a 

slight  noise- 
Bickeriri,  noisy  contention. 
Bickering,  hurrying. 
Bid,  to  ask,  to  wish,  to  offer. 
Bide,  abide,  endure. 
Biel,    bield,    a    shelter;    a    sheltered 

spot. 
Biel,  comfortable. 
Bien,  comfortable. 
Bien,  bienly,  comfortably. 
Big,  to  build. 
Biggin,  building. 
Bike,  V,  byke. 
Bill,  the  bull. 

Billie,  fellow,  comrade,  brother. 
Bings,  heaps. 

Birdie,  dim.   of  bird;  also  maidens. 
Sir*,  the  birch. 
Birken,  birchen, 
Birkie,  a  fellow. 
Birr,  force,  vigor. 
Birring,  whirring. 
Birses,  bristles. 
Birth,  berth. 

Bit,  small   (e.  g.,  bit  lassie). 
Btt,  nick  of  time. 
Bitch-fou,  completely  drunk. 
Bii2,  a  flurry. 
Bill,  buzz. 
Buuard,  the  buzzard. 


BittU,  bwr* 

Black-henntt,  the  Pieahyteiiai  ddtb 

BUck^ibU.  black-beaked. 

Blai,  T.  Mo»d. 

Blot,  bine,  lirid. 

BUttp,  biaitil,  blasted. 

Blamt,  a  blasted    (t.   «.,  damned) 

cnatare:  a  little  wreto. 
Blatt,  modest,  bashfoL 
Btatktr,  bladder. 
Bland,  a  large  qiiMtttf. 
Blaud,  to  slap,  pelt. 
Blow,  bk>w. 
Blaw,_  to  brag. 
Bl«mng,  blowioc 
Blomm,  blown. 
Blnr,  to  blear. 
BUtrt,  bleared. 
BUm,  blaze. 
BUItum,  a  babbler;  •  rgOgrt  a  tlw- 

terer. 
Blether,  blethers,  nonaenae. 
Blether,  to  talk  nonaena*. 
BUtherin',  talking  nonaew*. 
BHn',  blind. 

Blink,  a  glance,  a  monant. 
Blink,  to  glance,  to  shlae. 
Blinkers,  spies,  oglers. 
Blinkin    smirking,  leering. 
Blint,  blinded. 
Bliiier,  the  snipe. 
Blue-gown,  the  livaty  of  the  licanssd 

beggar. 
Blnid,  blood. 
Bluidy,  bloody. 
Blume,  to  bloom. 
Bluntie,  a  stupid. 
Blypes,  shreds. 
Bobbed,  curtsied. 
Backed,  vomited. 
Boddle,  a  farthing. 
Bode,  look  for. 
Bodkin,  tailor's  needle* 
Body,  bodie,  a  person. 
Boggie,  dim.  of  bog. 
Bogle,  a  bogie,  a  hobgoblin. 
Bole,  a  hole,  or  small  recess  in  the 

wall. 
Bonie,  bonnie,  pretty,  beautiful. 
Bonilie,  prettily. 
Bonnock,  v.  Bannoek. 
'Boon,  above. 
Boord,  board,  surface, 
Boorden',  board-end. 
Boortrees,  elders. 
Boost,  must  needs. 
Boot,  payment  to  the  bargain. 
Bore,  a  chink,  recess. 
Botch,  an  angry  tumor. 
Bouk,  a  human  trunk;  bulk. 
Bountith,  bounty. 
'Bout,  about. 

Bow-hough'd,   bandy-thighed 
Bow-kail,  cabbage. 
Boro't,  bent. 
Brackens,  ferns. 
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Bfot,  the  slope  of  a  hill. 

Braid,  broad. 

Brood-^Uh,  broad-cldtb. 

Brack,  n  harrow* 

Brains'l,  plunged. 

Brak,  broke, 

Brak  i^  broJre  hli. 

Brtmktt,  i).Eiy,  fine. 

Brattks,  k  wooden  curb,  ■  bridle. 

Bran'y\  brand;. 

Brjjfc,  (hort  attack. 

Brail,  imall  piecet,   r»ss. 

Brau,  (mail  cbildrtn. 

Braitle,  a  scamper, 

Brifttir.  noisy  onset. 

Bratc,  hancisame,  fine,  fsHy  dressed. 

Brati'li*,  fincl]^,  peffecfljf,  neartily. 

Brtuieit    ftbeep    tbal    have    died    of 
bnxle   (■  dlMase). 

BrtasHt,  dim.  of  breast. 

Brtatti),  iprang  fortisrd. 

Bttt^an,  ferns. 

Btrtks,  breeches. 

Bretft  brier. 

Brent,  brand. 

Brint.    itrvicfat,    >teep    (4.    t.,    not 
■lapioE  frorn  btldness). 

Brie,  T,DorUy-brir. 

Briff,  writ. 

Bf*er,    briar. 

SHsf,  bridge. 

Briikit,  breatt. 

Britktt,  brother, 
Broek,  A  badger. 

Brogue,  m  tridc. 

Broa,  ioup,  broth,  w«ct;  liijuld  tn 
wbieb  anything  is  cooked. 

BrooJei,     weddinf    racej     from    the 
church  to  the  home  of  the  bride. 
Broie,  a  thick  mtxrure  of  niesl  and 
warm  water;  also  a.  ayaonym  for 
porridge. 
Browster  wives,  ale  viTCa. 
BtMgh,  a  burgb. 
Brnlti*,  bnlyt*,  a  br*wl, 
Brunttane,  brimstone, 
Brnnt,  burned. 
Bruitf  burst. 
Buckit,    dim.    of    buck;    a    unart 

younker, 
Sackle.  *  curl. 
Biicktkm,    Virginian:    the    badltkln 

kye,  negTocSi 
Buiatt,  tinker*!  bajr  of  toob. 
Buf.  to  bane,  to  thump. 
BuffkHn,  foldinf, 
Buirdly,  atalwart. 
Bitm,  the  buttcclci. 
Jticnt,  tn  hurn. 
Bvmclack,  beetle,  c««k«bafer,  June- 

but. 
Bummit,  ■  drane,  a  luelesJ  fellov. 
Buiker,  a  seat. 
Bitnters,  hirlat*. 

Burdies,    dim.    of   bird   or   btird    (a 
lady);  maidens. 


Burf,  bore. 

Burn,  a  rivulet. 

Bvrnttoiis,    the    blscksndtb     ((.    #„ 

burn  the  wind). 
Bvmit,  dim,  of  bum.  a  tiTulet. 
Burr-tkutie,  spear-iliistle. 
Bulk,   to  dress;  to  garb:  to  dieit 

up;  to  adorru 
Bvsi,  &  busli. 
Bautte,  bustle. 
Bitl,  without. 
But,  bun.  in  the  kitcbec  (.t.  *.,  tbe 

outer  apartment). 
By,  p»t,  aside. 
By.  bcfioe. 

By  himset,  beside  hlmaelf. 
Bye  isttmr   (i.   e.,  by   and  attout), 

beside  and  at  a  d>*taD<!e. 
Bykt,  a  bees'  nest;  •  blvfi  a  (waim; 

a  crowd. 
Byre,  a  cow^honae. 

Ca'   call,  knock,  drive. 

Cadger,    a     hawker     (esaeeially    of 

fish). 
Cadie,  caddie,  a  fellow* 
Ca^,  chaff. 
Ca\fd,  a  tinker. 
Catfaard,    frBiIng    plot   for    ctlre* 

u>  e,,  churchyard). 
Ca/iofi,  cttllani,  a  stripling. 
Colter,  cool,  refreabing. 
Ca//e»,  a  trull. 
CatHf  came. 
Cani',      ea»iiie,     gentle,     tractiVte, 

quiet,  prudent,  earefuU 
Cattkrie,  crabbed. 
Canria,  can   not. 
Canniest,  qule^eat. 
C^nniiit,  ^ntitty,  4]uieClf,  prtidently, 

cautiously. 
CanHe,  cbeerftil,  llrely,  jolly,  merry. 
Cantraif,  mp^c,  witching. 
Canit,     merry     stories,     canters     or 

sprees  or  merry  doings. 
Cape-itane,  copettotie. 
Capon,  castrate. 
Care  na  try,  do  not  care. 
Carl,  carte,  a  man,  an  old  man. 
Cart-lump,  raale-beraik 
Carlie,  a  manikin. 
CarHn,    carline,    a    middle-aged,    or 

old,  woman;  a  beldam,  a  artteb. 
Carmagnole,  m  violent  jacobin. 
Cartes,  plsyifig-cards. 
Cartie,  dim.  of  cart, 
Catch-the  ftdck,  the  hunt  for  money, 
Caudran,  a  caldron. 
Cavf,  calf. 

Cauf-ttather,  cal (-leather. 
Cank,  chalk. 
C&«id,  cold. 
Cooldron,  caldron. 
Catip,  a  wooden   drinking  iresteL 
Cumty-eitatttTt,  caiucwaj^eaoeri. 
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Cnntt  s  BCB-ooop* 

Chomtr,  ehaumtr,  diimhrr. 

Changt-JtcMS*.  tavern. 

ChnUtr,  bagpipe*;  the  pipe  of  the 
bagpipe*  iraicli  produces  the  meJ- 
odj;  aonc. 

CK^,  a  feuow,  a  yoang  fellow. 

Chat,  to  atrike. 

Cko^tiMii,  a  pedler. 

Chaup,  chop,  a  itroke,  a  blow. 

Chtar,  cbeer. 

Cktofiy,  cheerfnl. 

CluorUst,  cbeerleaa. 

Chtary,  cheery. 

Ch€€k-for-ehow,  ck—kAry-jowl  ii.  »., 
do**  betide). 

Ckttp,  peep,  iqaeak. 

Chitf.  AuU  a.  t..  child),  •  feUow. 
a  young  fellow. 

CfciMia,  diimney. 

Ckitttnna,  aluTering. 

Ckovu,  dews. 

Chttck,  a  hen,  a  dear. 

Cknckit,  dim.  of  chuck,  but  usu- 
ally signifies  mother  hen,  an  old 
dear. 

OntBt,  fat-faced. 

Ckutt,  to  choose. 

Cit,  the  civet. 

Cit,  a  citizen,  a  merchant. 

Clachan,  a  small  village  shout  a 
church. 

Claeding    clothing, 

Claes,  ctaise,  clothes. 

Cloitk,  cloth. 

Claithing,  clothing. 

Clankie,  a  severe  knock. 

Clap,  the  clapper  of  a  mill. 

Clark,  a  clerk. 

Clark,  clerkly,  scholarly. 

Clarkit,  clerked,  wrote. 

Clarty,   dirty. 

Clash,  an  idle  tale;  gossip. 

Clash,  to  Uttle. 

Clatter,  noise,  tattle,  talk,  disputa- 
tion, babble. 

Clatter,  to  make  a  noise  by  strik- 
ing; to  babble:  to  prattle, 

Claught,  clutched,  seized. 

Claughtin,    clutching,    grasping. 

Claut,  a  clutch,  a  handful. 

Clout,  to  scrape. 

Clover,  clover. 

Clovers,  gossip,  nonsense. 

Claw,  a  scratch,  a  blow. 

Claw,  to  scratch,  to  strike. 

Claycauld,  clay-cold. 

Claymore,  a  two-handed  Highland 
sword. 

Cleckin,  a  brood. 

Cleed,  to  clothe. 

Cleek,  to  snatch. 

Cleekit,  linked  arras. 

Cleg,  gadfly. 

Clink,  a  sharp  stroke;  jingle. 

CHnk,  money,  coin. 


CKnk,  to  cUnIc 
CUHk^  to  rhyme. 
Clinktm,  with  a 


CHnkum,    cKnkumbtU,    tbe    besdk, 

the  bellman. 
Clife,  shears. 
Clisk-ma-chtvtr,     gossip,    taletelliBCi 

nonsense. 
Clockin-time,  clncldae-   <{.  «.,  hatch- 
ing-) time. 
Cloot,  the  hoof. 
Clootie,     cloott,     hoo6e,     hoofs    (a 

nickname  of  the  Devil). 
Clour,  a  bomp  or  swelling  after  a 

blow. 
Clout,  a  doth,  a  patch. 
Clout,  to  patch. 
Clud,  a  cloud. 

Clunk,  to  make  a  hollow  aonnd. 
Coble,  a  broad  and  flat  boat. 
Cock,  the  mark   (in  curling). 
Cockie,    dim.    of    cock     (apflied  to 

an  old  man). 
Cocks,  fellows,  good  fdlows. 
Cod,  a  pillow. 
CofI,  bought. 
Cog,    a    wooden    drinking   Tcssel,  a 

porridge  dish,  a  com  measure  for 

norses. 
Coggie,    dim.    of    cog,    a    little  disJL 
Ceil,   Coila,    Kyle    (one    of   the  so- 

ci;nt   districts  of   Ayrshire). 
ColUeshangie,  a  squahtde. 
Good,  cud. 
Coof,  V,  cuif, 
Cookit,  hid. 
Coor,  cover. 

Cooser,  a  courser,  a  stallion. 
Coast    (i.    e.,    cast),    looped,   threw 

off,  tossed,  chucked. 
Cootie,  a  small  pail. 
Cootie,   leg-pluraed. 
Corbies,  ravens,  crows. 
Core,  corps. 
Corn  mou,  com  heap. 
Corn't,  tea  with  com. 
Corse,  corpse. 
Corss,  cross. 

Cou'dna,   couldna,  couldn't. 
CouHtra,  country. 
Coup,  to  capsize. 
Couthie,     couthy,     loving,     afhUe, 

cosy.  Comfortable. 
Cowe,  to  scare,  to  daunt. 
Cowe.  to  lop. 
Crack,  tale;  a  chat;  talk. 
Crack,  to  chat,  to  talk. 
Craft,  croft. 
Craft-rig.  croftridgc. 
Craig,  the  throat. 
Craig,  a  crag. 

Craigie,    dim.   of   craig,    the  throat. 
Craigy,  craggy. 

Craik,  the  corn-crake,  the  land-raiL 
Crambo-clink,  rhyme. 
Crambo-jingle,  rhyming. 
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Ctttm,    the    tupport    for    a    pot    or 

i?{i«rnj|,  dare  oo^                                         ^^H 

kettle. 

Daur*f,   dared.                                                        ^^^| 

CfAnA&iu,  fretfuL 

Daut,   dawst,^  to  fon^e^                                  ^^^| 

Crankt^  creakiEigA- 

Davieiy,  epintless.                                             ^^^| 

Cranrtuch^  ho»f*£rait. 

Dav.  to  dawn.                                                ^^^H 

Crapf  crop,  top^ 

Damds,  lumps.                                                   ^^^H 

Crate,  crow* 

DowHttffly,  prettily,  camsiQ^l;,                    ^^^H 
Dead,  death.                                                       ^^H 

Crr^f,  an  osier  baiket 

Creepie-choir,  fitool  of  repentance. 

CfDcAj,  old  ewe». 

Daavf,  to  deafen.                                              ^^H 

Deil,  d^rrii,                                                               ^^M 

Cronie,  iotimate  friend* 

Dril^hatt,   nothing    (.DevU   have  it>»            ^^M 

Croodtd,    cooed. 

Drii-ma-carf    Devil  may  care.                       ^^^H 
DeUvrgt,  deltrious.  ma<L                                    ^^^H 

Croods,  coo  A. 

Cfa^rt,  TDoaa,  lOVp 

Dflxnn.  digging.                                                 ^^^H 
Dtrn'd.   hid.                                                             ^^H 

C^odff^  to  tofL 

Crcttif,  iy'&ust,  codrmre,  Act,  protid. 

Drscrivt,  to  describe.                                       ^^H 

Deuk,  duck,                                                         ^^H 

chccrfij. 

Dtvti,  a  stunning  blow.                                      ^^^| 

Cff^HCht',  hancfabacked. 

Diddii,  to  iBOve  qoidcly.                                    ^^^| 

Crfiw/riy,   confidenUy. 

DrffA^  to  wipe,                                                    ^^H 

Crcvidie,   n^esl   and  cold  water*  meat 

Dijjkt,  winnowed,  sifted.                                  ^^^| 

and  milk,   pofddfc. 

Diftt  dun,   muddy  of  complmcm.                   ^^^H 
£iitt0,  to  beat,  to  surpass.                                ^^^H 
Dink,   trim                                                               |^^^| 

Cra-iadU-time,    porndgc-tinJe     (i,     /., 

breakfaat-tiTnc}^ 

Crcnlin^   crawling. 

DiHna,  do  not.                                                   ^^^H 

Cr^mjM^rt   a    horned   cow« 

Dirt^  to  vibrate,  to  ring.                                  ^^H 
DIm'h,  diancn,  dozeo,                                            ^^^| 

Ctummcck,    cumincck,   a    cndfcli    a 

CTDokcd  ataff^ 

Dochitr,  dauehtcr.                                             ^^^| 
Doiitd,     muddled^     doting;     stupid,            ^^^| 

Crump,  crTBpv 

Cruni^  a  blow. 

bewildered.                                                           ^^^| 

C**drfJ<p  to  fondle. 

Dottsit^    vidout,    badHempered;    rc^           ^^H 

Cmtf,   rdD^j  a  dolt,  a  njnny;  a  doa^ 

testy.                                                       ^^^1 

Urd. 

Daol,  wo,  sorrow.                                              ^^^M 
Doalfu',   doleful,   wofut.                                     ^^^H 

CmrtifHOfi^p  V,  frtifnmcfct. 

C«rcfc,  a  kerchief  for  the  bead. 

Darty,  pettish.                                                        ^^H 

Cur  chit,   a  curtiy. 

Dauct,    dctujt^    sedate,    sob^r,    prif            ^^^| 

Cvrttr,  fine  whc  plays  at  curliog^ 

t)<-nt,                                                                  ^^H 

Curmitrnng,  commotion* 

Doucf.    doutfty,    d&iittly^   acdatcly*            ^^H 
prudfntly.                                                         ^^^| 

Ctirpitit  the  cmpper  of  a  borse. 

Curplf,     the     crupper     {L    #^     b1l^ 

Domdi'd,  daodled.                                               ^^H 

tocks). 

D^%gkt  <pret  of  dow).  Could                       ^^H 
DouUd,  ducked,                                                 ^^1 

Cwji^f.  the  wood  plfeon^ 
Ct«Jto».  the  ptth  of  the  colewort 
CttttJ,  feet,  ankles* 

Doup,  the  bottom.                                                 ^^H 

DQup~sk4lptTr  bottom-awaeker.                      ^^^| 

Cvtsy,  ihort. 

DoHr,    dourgf    stubborn r    obsCitiate:           ^^^| 

Cntty-4tt>oIj,  stools  of  repentance. 

cutting.                                                                  ^^H 

Daw,    dots!4f   am    Ctff   or   are)    ahle»            ^^H 

i7d4i,  daddie,  father. 

^^^H 

Dat^i,  dazed. 

Dofp,  I  dofe.                                                  ^^H 

Doifin^  larking^  fun. 

Do-ai,  dovff,  dull.                                             ^^H 

B^t,  mad,  faolUl^ 
DoUm,  plamca. 

D&veif,  drooping,  OMUmful,                            ^^H 

D^nnlif,  drooping,                                                 ^^^H 

Dmmtn  ickrr,  an  odd  ear  of  corn. 

DvafTiOt  t^n  not,                                                ^^^| 

D&m,  pent-up  water,  oHgc. 

D^^na-do    (can     oot    do),    lack    of            ^^H 

Dtamit,  dim,  of  dame. 

power,                                                           ^^H 

Danff,  preL  of  ding. 

D^yitf  stupid p  stupe&ed*                                ^^^H 

I7afif^i»,  V.  dav^tca* 

Doytin,  doddering.                                            ^^^H 

Dartna,  dare  not. 

f^dra,  labor,  tafk,  a  da;*!  work. 

Dorklint,  in  the  dark. 

DaMfH^d,  torpid.                                                 ^^^H 

Dvtin.  torpid.                                                     ^^^H 
Dranot'l,  draggled.                                                 ^^^| 

pdHjIj  a  large  piece. 
Dm  a,  to  prh. 

Dt'Ant,   prosing.                                                           ^^^H 
Drap,  drop,                                                              ^^^H 

Duunder,   saunter. 

DrmiHtiftff,  tedioua.                                                ^^^B 

Daunton,  to  daaitt^ 

Drrr,  endure,   suffer,                                                    1 

jpamr^  due* 

Drtiffht  T.  drgigkf                                          ^^M 
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Dribblt,  drizzle. 

Driddlt,  to  toddle. 

Drtitth,  tediotts.  duU. 

Droidum,  tlie  breech. 

Drone,  part  of  the  htffipt. 

Drochntmfft,  short.rumped. 

DroMt,  to  wet,  to  drenek. 

DrouUt,  wetted. 

Drouth,  thirst. 

DroHthy,  thirsty. 

Druktn,  druckfn,  drtmken. 

DfumHt,  mnddy,  turUd. 

DruwuMck,    raw    meal    and    eold 

water. 
Drum*,  the  huS. 
Dry,  thirstr. 
Dilb,  ^ddle.  sindi. 
Dnddte,  ragged. 
Dudditt,  dim.  of  dudt,  ttga. 
Dmdi,  rags,  elotlie*. 
Dung,  T.  dana. 
Dunttd,  throbbed,  beat 
Duntt,  Dlows. 
Dnrk,  dirk. 
Dtht,  pushed  or  thrown  down  Irle- 

lently. 
DvBoUing.   dwelling. 
Dwalt,  dwelt. 
Dyke,  a   fence    (of  stone   or  turf), 

a  wall. 
Dyvor,  a  bankrupt. 

Bar*,  early. 

Earn,  eagle. 

Eastlin,  eastern. 

CV,  eye. 

E'ehrie,  eyebrow. 

Een,  eyes. 

E'en,  even. 

E'en,  evening. 

E'enin',  evening. 

E'er    ever. 

Eerie,  apprehensire;  iniplring  ghost- 
ly fear. 

Eild,  eld. 

Eke,  also. 

Elbuck,  eltww. 

Eldritch,  unearthly,  hauntetl  fear- 
some. 

Elekit,  elected. 

Ell   (Scots),  tliirly-scven  inches. 

Eller.  elder. 

En',  end. 

Eneugh.  enough. 

Enfaula,  infold. 

Enow,  enough. 

Erse,  Gaelic. 

Elher-stone,  adder-stone. 

Ettlc,  aim. 

Evermair,  evermore. 

Ev'n  don'n,  downright,  positive. 

Eydent,  diligent. 

Fcf,  fall. 

Fo'.  lot,  portion. 

Fa,  to  get;  suit;  claim. 


Padiem'i,  fathomed. 

Fa*,  foe. 

Fatm,  faun. 

FaUut,  let  off,  _ 

Fm»,  foad|  glad. 

Faimnta,  londneaa. 

Fmr  fcf,  good  befall!  wtfeattet 

Fairim,  a  Kcsant  irodt  •  Ultm 

Faliom.  feuow. 

Fo'n,  fallen. 

Fama,  foand. 

Far^,  far-oif. 

Farls,  eat-cakea. 

Fash,  annoyance. 

Fath,  to  trouble;  Worry, 

Fath'd,  iuh't,  both^M:  itfcid. 

Fathiotu,  trouMaaoBit. 

Patttn-r**.     Paaten't     EvM    (M 

evening  befor*  I,cat). 
Fauaht,  a  firiit. 
Fauld,  the  aheep.fold. 
FauU.  foldel  . 

FauUinil.  aheep-feldinf. 
FuMii,  fallen. 
Foute,  false. 

FauiehoMse,  hole  in  a  Comstadk. 
Faut,  fault. 
Fautor,  transgressor. 
Fawsont,   seemly,   well-doiog;  t^o^ 

looking. 
F<rat,  spruce. 
Fecht,  fight. 

F<cl^,  the  bulk,  the  most  part. 
Feck,  value,  return. 
Feckel,    waistcoat;    sleeve    waistcoat 

(used    by    farm-servants    as  bolll 

vest  and  jacket). 
Feckless,  weak,  pithless,  feeble 
Feckly,  mostly. 
Feg,  a  fig. 
Fefs,  faith! 
Feide,  feud. 
Feint,  v.  fient, 
Feime,  lusty. 
Fell,  keen,  cruel,  dreadful,  deadly; 

pungent 
Fell,  tne  cuticle  under  the  sUn. 
Felly,  relentless. 
Fen  J  a  shift. 
Fen',  fend,  to  look  after;  to  cart 

for;  keep  off. 
Fenceless,  defenseless. 
Ferlie,  ferly,  a  wonder. 
Ferlie,  to  marvel. 
Fetches,  catches,  gurglet. 
Fetch'!,  stopped  suddenly. 
Fey,  fated  to  death. 
FiJge,  to  fidget,  to  wriggle. 
Fidgin-fttin,  tingling.wild. 
Fiei,  well. 

Fient,  fiend,  a  petty  oath. 
Fient  a,  not  a.  devil  a. 
FiVnt  haet,  nothing  (fiend  have  nt» 

Fient  haet  o',  not  one  of.  

Fient-ma-care,    the   fiead   majT  cm 

(I  don't!). 
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Fitfr  lound,  active* 
P'itf't  to  fill  oL 

FUtU,  tingle  fid^  irltfa  ddifht. 
Fit,  foot, 

Fitti4-lan\    the    near    horie    of    the 
hiTtdinoBt  pmir  in  Ibe  plau£fa. 

FfaiAfN,  .rijfftnfH,  fluind, 

Ftoitff,  Uting^ 

f  irf,  to  flv* 

FUtch,  whtedle, 

Fhtih,  fleece- 

^Irp.  ficare,  blow,  j^rk. 

^/^in'ftw,  aattering^ 

Fltvll,  a  sbmrp  laih. 

F}ty.  to  scare. 

FlichitritUt  fluttering. 

Flinders,   ahrcds,  broken  pieen.^ 

Fiinffin^,    Idcking    out     [n    dancinf; 

capering. 
Fiingin-iirgf,  a  pic«  <tf  timber  htlOf 

by  way  of  partition  between  two 

faoracB  in  ■  stable;  a  Aail* 
Fiiskit,  fretted,  capered. 
Fiit,  to  shift. 
Fiitfering,   flij tteriog. 
Fiyte,  Bcold. 
F*fft.  fcckt.  folk. 
Fodgri.  dumper. 
Foot,  fared  u.  t,,  wentK 
F^orj^foj,  Thursday. 
Forbtati,    fonebean.   forefatben. 
For  by  ^    forbye,   besides 
Fttrfairn,   worn   out;   forlonx. 
Fprfougkun,  exhausted. 
Fergaiktr,  to  meet  with, 
Forqit,  to  forgiTC 
Ftrrjtsktt^  iaded. 
F*Jm(,  forward. 
Foihtr,  fodder, 
F^Uj  /i?u',  full   (i,  «„  dnanky* 
FiJiiffAfrii,  troubled. 
Ff Hinarf,  a  polecat. 
Fonriomt,  a  quartet> 
Foutf^f  fulne$»t  abundance. 
Fffw,  Y.  /oi*. 
FinVr  a  bushel. 
Frar,   from* 
Frtath,  to  froth, 
Frtmit,  estranged,  hoatlte. 
Fu',  full 

Fu'-/ian*<«   fuIJ*han4ed. 
F»d,    a   ^orl   t^aiJ    (of    a    rabbit    or 

hare). 
Ftti't,  puffed. 
Fur,  furr,  a  furrow. 
Fur-ahtn,  the  biadmott  plongh-horae 

in   the   furrow, 

FurdCT^    fUCCGU. 

Furdi'Tt  to  (uccecd. 

Fwin,  a  wooden  form. 

FusioHlesj,    pithless,    aaplcM,     taste- 

fFyk*,  fret. 


Fyfr#,  to  fuaa;  fidget 
FyU,  to  dc£le*  to  fotlL 

Gab,  the  mouth, 

(7ofr.  to  talk. 

Gabs,  talk. 

(jar,  gaTC. 

Gof ,  to  go. 

Card,  went. 

47a#n^  gone. 

<j<3rrj,  ways,  manneraf 

Cairi,  goTca. 

Ganw,  gone. 

Ganff,  to  go, 

C&ngfii,  Tfigrant, 

(T^rj   to  cauae,   to   make,  to  eWtp^ 

Garcock,  the  moorcock. 

Gorttn,   garter. 

Ga4h,     wise;     self'CompUcetit     (Im- 

plying   prudence  ancf  prosperity); 

talkaflve, 
Gashinff,  talking,  gabbing. 
G0t,  got. 

Gait,  way-Toad,  manner. 
Gatiyf  enervated, 
Ca*tcitf  T.  GatL'sit, 
Govd,  a  goad. 

GauMman.  ffoadsmOHt  drirer  of  Um 
^  plough-team, 
^0m'm^  gavin, 
GtiUftt  going* 
Gounud,  gaped.  yawneiL 
Gawky^  a  fooUiib  woman  of  lad. 
Goteky,  foutjett^ 
GaiFSt^,  buxom;  jolly. 
Gayiirs^   gai'y»    rather. 
Gear,    mcney,    wealth;    gOOdfti    atutf* 
Grck,  to  fport:  ton  the  head. 
Grfd,  a  pike. 
G*iiiifJt  gentry. 
G*nty,  tnin  and  eleppiDt. 
Gtordit,  dim.  of  George,  a   guinea* 
Gft,  isTue,  offspring,  breed., 
Ghaist,  ghost 
Gi*,  to  give. 
Gifd,  ga.we. 
Gim.  givcd. 

Gih  iC 

GifH*.  dim.  of  gift. 

C*>^fM.  giggling  younfsterv  or  enalda, 

Giiiie,  diin.  of  gill  tgkim  of  wbisitey). 

Giipey,  young  giriT 

Gimmer,  a  young  ewe. 

Gin^  if*  should,  whether;  by. 

Girdle^    plate    of    metal    i^r    BKng 

tisikz%  oannocki 
CfVoj  to  grin,  to  twiBt  the  face  (but 

from    pain    or    rage,     not    joy); 

gapeft:  sciarla* 
Cf>a^  wig. 

GlaiUitt   foofish,    tfaoucfatleaa,    ^oof* 
Gtaijfi*,  gloAfiYj  ahiny. 
Gtaitmtt,  graaped. 
Gl^d,  a  hawk,  a  kite. 
Gltfdf,  a  glowmg  coal. 
CUfff  nimble^  sharp,  keeD*wHt«d> 
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GIttf  Bnartly. 

C/mo,  ■  portioa  of  land. 

GKb-iabhft,  niiootii-tongued. 

GKtU,  tparkle, 

Glotmin,      twilight;      gloamin-thot, 

lUDMt. 

Clover,  ftare. 

Clunch,  frown,  growl. 

Coavin,  looking  duedlj;  mooning. 

Gotten,  got 

Gowan,  the  wild,  or  mountain, 
daiay. 

Gewany,  corered  with  wild  daisies. 

Comd,  gold. 

GowdU.  the  hesd. 

Gowfd,  struck,  as  in  the  game  of 
golf. 

Gowk,  the  cuckoo,  a  dolt. 

Gowhng,  lamenting  (as  a  dog  in 
grief). 

Graf,  a  grave,  a  Tanlt. 

Grmn'd,  groaned. 

Groip,  a  dung-fork. 

Grottk,  implements,  gear;  furniture; 
attire. 

Graithing,  gearing,  vestments. 

Grant,  groan. 

Grannie,  graunit,  grandmother. 

Grape,  grope. 

Grat,  wept. 

Gree,  the  prize  (degree), 

Gree,  to  agree. 

Greet,  to  weep. 

Croanin  maut,  groaning  malt, 
brewed   for   a   lying-in. 

Crotel,  a  gooseberry. 

Grumphie,  the  pig. 

Grun',  the  grouna. 

Gruntte,  the  face. 

Gruntle,  dim.  of  grunt. 

Grunsie,  growing. 

Grutten,  wept. 

Oude,  (^od. 

Gutd,  gude,  good. 

Guid-e'en,  good  evening. 

Guid-father,   father-in-law. 

Gmid-man,  husband. 

Guid'Wife^  mistress  of  the  house. 

Guid-xmlhe,  hearty,  full  of  good- 
will. 

Gullie,  gully,  a  large  knife. 

Gnlravage,  riotous  play. 

Gumtief  muddy. 

Gumphon,  wisdom. 

Cnsty,  tasty. 

Gutcher,  goodsire,  grandfather. 

Ho',  hall. 

Ha'  folk,  the  servants. 

Haddin,  holding,  inheritance. 

Hae,  have. 

Haet,  a  thing. 

Haffet,  hauffet,  the  temple,  the  side 

of  the  head. 
Haffelt,  side-locks. 
titmiiu,  half,  partly. 


Hag,  a  men,  a  brdcen  bog- 
Haggit,    a    special    Scots    ;md 

made  of  ahecp*s  lungs,  hvcr 

heart,  onions  and  oatmeal,  boiled 

in  a  sheep's  stomach. 
Hain,  to  spare,  to  save 
Hairst,  harst,  harvest. 
Haith,  faith   (an  oath). 
Haivers,  v.  havers. 
Hat,  hold,  holding,  ,  , 
Hale,  hail,  the  whole. 
Hale,  health. 
Hale,  hail,  whole,  healthy. 
Haletome,  wholesome. 
Hallan,   a   partition    wall,   a  porch, 

outer  door. 
Hallomeen,  All  SainU'  Eve  (31st  of 

October). 
Hallowmas,  All  Saints'  Day  (ist  of 

November). 
Haly,  holy. 
Home,  home. 
Han',  kaun,  hand. 
Han'darg.  v.  darg, 
Hand-u-al'd,     hand-picked      (u     «» 

choicest). 
Hangie,  hangman   (nickname  of  the 

Devil). 
Hansel,  the  first  gift:  earnest. 
Hap,    a    wrap,    a    covering    ajaiiut 

cold. 
Hap,  to  shelter. 
Hap,  to  hop. 

Hopper,  hopper  (of  a  mill). 
Hap'Stcp  'ttn'-lov:p,     ho*>  .step -and - 

jump. 
Harkit,  hearkened. 
Ham,   coarse  cioth- 
Hash.  an  oaf. 
Haslock  woe,  the  wool  on  the  neck 

of  a  sheep. 
Haud,  to  hold,  to  keep- 
Hauf,  half. 
Houghs,    low-lyir.g    rich   lands  by  I 

river. 
Haun.  v.   hatt'. 
Hourl,  to  trail. 
House,  C'.iddlc.  embrace. 
HoTcril,  hav'rel,  one  who  talks  nol^ 

sense. 
Havets,  nonsense. 
Haritis,  manners,  conduct. 
Howkic,  a   wbite-f.iced  cow;  a  cow. 
Heal,  V.  hale. 
Ht'alsome,  v.  halesome. 
Hecht,  to  promise;  threaten. 
Heckle,  a  llaxcomb. 
Heeh-o'cr-go',vdie,  v.  govdie. 
Heese,  to  hoist. 
Heick,  heigh,  high. 
Hcm-shin'tl,   crooked-shin'd. 
Herd,  a  herd-boy. 
Here  oaa,  hercabotit. 
Iteriy,  to  harry. 
Ilerryment,  snoliation. 
Hersel,  herself. 
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Hti,  hot 

Htuffii,  t  hollow   or  pit;  a  crag,   a 

steep  bank, 
Ht^tk,  a  hook. 
Hitch,  to  bobble. 
Hittie-ibiltid,   bdter-ftkcltcr. 

Hittry,  hinny,  boDcy, 

HiMfiT,  to  hang* 

HirpUt  to  move  un^ve^y;  to  limp. 

HLutls,   fio   aiany   catLie  as  «ne   pc^r^ 

son  can  attend  (fL  B.), 
Hi^tift   h^Tt. 

HiMMtt,  a  bussy,  a  wench' 
Hoast;  cougb. 
HoddiH,  the  motion  of  a  Mgii  coim- 

(R*  B). 
Hvdtiin-Crey,  coarse  Sray  woolen, 
Hoffffie^  dim,  of  hog;  a  lamb, 
Ho^'jiort^    a    Iin«    od    tbe    curling 

Hog-ihauthtr^   a   kind   of   hor$p*pUr 

by   JostJing  nitb  the  shDuIdcr;   to 

joslle, 
Ho^dit'Crav},   the   hooded   crow^   the 

caffion  crow. 
HffodQck,  grasping^  vulturi^h, 
H&0lttd,  caught* 

ffool,  the  oiiitr  case,  the  abcath. 
H^eiit,  softly. 
HP0fdt  hoard- 
Hfiordit^  hoarded* 
H&rn^    a    bom    epooa;    a    comb    of 

born. 
Homift  the  DctiL 

Il^lch'd,  jerked. 

H9nahm(iffandif.  fomicatioa. 
Hculeit   V.  howUi, 
Hovpf,  bope^ 

fiovtaiff  hQwdy,  a  midwife. 

Ho'O'f,  hollow. 

/foojt*  to  dig* 

HotBtti,  the  owl. 

Moytft  a  hoist. 

Hoy'l,  urged  (R,  B)* 

H^ytt,  to  arable  crazily  (R.  B,), 

Hmgkoc,  dim*  of  Hugh* 

Hultiotts.  ilovenft. 

Httndfr^  a   hundred. 

Munk^Tj,  bamf. 

K«ri''Ar{}i«.  the  bedgebog- 

Hurchim,  Urchin. 

HmrSts*     the     I  oina,      tb  c     c  rupper 

(R.  BJ    <i.  f*,  the  btjttocks), 
Hitri,  u  trundle* 
Ruihion.  a  footleti  itockiog* 
Kyit,  furiout. 

Ft  in. 

Icktr^  an  ear  of  com, 
Irr^iff,  a  great-frandcbllilF 
Jlkt  ifkii,  cach»  e«ry# 
Jl^  oX  bad  at  iL 


lil'tarn,  ill -taken, 

IH-thief,  the  Devil. 

lU'viitif,    jll-naturtd,    niggardly. 

Imdwniin,    indenturing, 

Itiffinf,  geniua,  ingcnuiti^'  wit* 

InffU,  the  fircj  the  firende* 

Iniftf-chwek,     breside     Cpmrperly    the 

jamb  of  the  fireplaee). 
IttffU-lowt,  infflt'iow^  flame  of  the  fire, 
/'jf,  1  tballf  ar  will 
l/«r.  iiaelf* 
/tJi#r,  other,  another. 

Jad,  a  jade. 

/a*war,  January. 

lauk,  to  triflp,  to  dally. 

JaiiHfr,  gabber, 

JaunHft  dim.  of  jatiat. 

Jattp,  Bplaib, 

Jaw,  talk*  impudence. 

yaw,  to  throw,  to  da^h. 

S*fg,  to  jog. 

Jittit^  a  jilt 

Jimp,  aroaU,  slender.       * 

JimpJy,   neatly* 

Simp  St  stays. 

Jtnk^  the  fllip. 

Jink,  to  ffiik,  to  tport,  to  d«d^ 

Jinktr,  dodger  (coquette);  a  jtnker 

noble;  a  nobte  goer. 
JirkinH,  bodice 
Jin,  a  jerk* 
Jia,  a  wig. 
Jo,  a  sweetbeart- 
JtffirUff,  a  clasp-knife. 
Jcuk,  to  diAck,  to  cower,  to  dodge. 
J0W,  to  jow,  a  verb   which   included 

botb     the     swinging     motion     and 

pealing     sound     of    a    large    bell 

(R.   B.). 
jitmpi'l,  jumpit,  jumped. 
Jitndit,  to  jostle. 
Jurr,  a  servant  wencb. 

Kar.  a  jackdaw. 

Kail,    kaU,    the    colewort;    cabbage; 

SLOta*  broth. 
Kdii'biadf,  the  leaf  of  the  eolewort. 
KaiJ-ffutlie^  a  cabbage  knife. 
Kaii-rtiitf,  the  item  of  the^  colewort* 
Kaii  whittitt  a  cabbage  knHe* 
Xaii-yiifd,   a   kitcfaen  garden. 
Kain,  kattf,  renti  in  kind. 
Kamt,  a  comb* 
KtbsrMf  rafters. 
Kebbuck.  a  cheete;  a  kebbnck  heel 

^the  lABt  C]-U5t  of  a  cheese, 
Kecktc.  to  cackle,  to  giggU* 
Kffk^  look*  glance. 
Ketkin-otass,  the  looldng^glaM. 
Kfeh  red  chalk* 
Kfipigi.   river  demooL 
K€n,  to  know. 
Kenno,  know  not, 
Keftnin,    a    verr    litUe     (mer^Ij    aA 

much  as  can  tie  pere«ived>. 
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Ktf.  to  calEb. 

K*t,  the  fleece  on  •  ihecp't  bo<iir- 

Kty,  quay. 

Kittugh,  anxietjr. 

Kilt,  to  tuck  up. 

f^immfr,  »  wench,  a  goiripi  ■  wife. 

Kim',  Und. 

Kinffs-hooi,  the  id  itomadi  in  a  rand- 

aaat  (aqaiTocal  {or  the  icratiua). 
KtMtra,  country. 
Kirk,  church. 
Kim,  a  churn. 
Kim,  harvest  home. 
Kirtfn,  to  christen. 
Kitt,  chest,  counter. 
Kitektn,  to  relish. 
KittU,    difficult,    tiddiih.    delitate. 

iickfe. 
KiHlt.  to  tickle. 
KiuKn,  kitten. 
Kiutliit,  cuddling. 
Knaegtt,  knobby. 
Knafpin-hammers,      haoaiert      for 

breakinc  Itones. 
Knowe,  ImoU. 
Knurl,  knurltH,  dwarf. 
Kye,  cows. 
Kyfi,  bellies. 
Kyth*,  to  show. 

Laddie,  dim.  of  lad. 

Lade,  a  load. 

Laff,  backward. 

Laggrn,     the     bottom    anfle    of    a 

wooden    dish. 
Laigk,  low. 
Lttik,  lack. 
Lair,  lore,  learning. 
Laird,  landowner. 
Lairing,  sticking  or  sinking  in  moss 

or  mud. 
Laith,  loath. 

Lailhfit'    loathful,  sheepish. 
Lallan,  lowluid. 

Lallans,    Scots   Lowland  vernacular. 
Lammie,  dim.  of  lamb. 
Lan\  land. 
L*»'-ofore,    the    foremost    horse    on 

the  unplowed  land  side. 
Lan'-ahin,    the    hindmost    horse    on 

the  unplowed  land  side. 
Lane,  lone. 
Lang,  long. 

Lang  syne,  long  since,  long  ago. 
Lap,  leapt. 
Lave,  the  rest. 
Laz'crock,  lav'rock,  the  lark. 
Lawin,  the  redconing. 
Lea,  grass,  untilled  land, 
f-ear.  lore,  learning. 
Leddy,  laoy. 
Lee-lang,  livelong. 
Leesome,  lawful. 
LeeMt  mt  on,  dear  is  to  me;  blesa- 

ingi  on;  commend  me  to. 
Ltitter,  ■  <Ui4pear. 


Lnf.  to  tend. 

Ley-craf,  lea-crop, 

Libbtt,  caatrated. 

Licks,  a  hrariat, 

Litn,  lain. 

Litvt,  lief. 

Lift,  die  sky. 

Ufi,  a  load. 

LMtly,  to  diaparag*,  to  aeon. 

Lilt,  to  aing. 

Limmer.to  jade;  mistrcM. 

Lttt,  T.  Hnn. 

Linn,  a  waterfall. 

Lsal,  flajc. 

Lint-mhitt,  flax-oolorad. 

Linlwkite,  the  linnet. 

Lipttn'd,  treated. 

Lippie,  dim.  of  Hf. 

Laaa,  a  lane. 

Lcantn,  the  private  road  ImSlat  <* 
a  farm. 

L*'«d.  loved. 

Lotion,  London. 

L»»f  (pi.  laovet),  the  pahn  of  tk 
hand. 

Loon,  loun,  town,  a  fellow,  a  varlcL 

Loosome,  lovable. 

Loot,  let. 

Loove,  love. 

Loaves,  v.  /oo/. 

Losh,  a  minced  oath. 

Lougk,  a  pond,  a  lake. 

Loiif,  /otr/>,  to  leap. 

Z.oa',  lovoe,  a  flame. 

Lotrin,  loving,  flaming,  bamin^ 

L^tvn,  v.  toon, 

Lowp,  V.  loup, 

Lotcse,  louse,  to  untie,  let  loose. 

Lucky,  a  grandmother,  an  old  wo- 
man; an  ale  wife. 

Lug,  the  ear. 

Luggtt,  having  ears. 

Luggie.  a  porringer. 

Lum,  the  chimney. 

Lume,  a  loom. 

Lunardi,  a  balloon  bonnet. 

Lunches,  full  portions. 

Lunt,  a  column  of  tmoke  or  steuk 

Luntin,  smoking. 

Luve,  love. 

Lyart,  gray  in  general;  discolored 
by  decay  or  old  age. 

Lynin,  lining. 

Mae.  more. 

Mailen,  maiHn,  a  farvu 

Mailie.  Molly. 

Mair,  more. 

Maist,  most. 

Maist,  almost. 

Mak,   make. 

Mak  o',  make  o',  to  pet.  to  loaSfk 

Mall.  Mally. 

Manteele,  a  mantle. 
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iark,    mtrk,    an    o1  d    Scot*    coin 

(13   i*3d.  slcdlnK). 
Mojhlum,  uf  mixed  mfaT. 
MoMkin-pat^  the  teHpot. 
Maukin,  a  hart?. 
Maitfi,  must:, 
Maunna,  mmta^t, 
MauL  mah. 
Moxi^r  (be  Ihruib. 
MatriHy  mowinic. 
Ma«>n^  mown, 
Mawry,  a   lar^e  bMkeL 
Mtar.  m  marc, 

Mtikit,  mickh,  tniickitf  mucb,  ^«t^ 
Mfidrr.  a  g^rindiag  of  corn. 
MWr  to  meddle* 

MeitHtf  tQ  EK)wdrr  with  mcBl-dutt 
Men',  meed. 

MtHte,  tact.  ducrctLon,  poUteneil. 
Mfttstiess,  unman n^rl/.^ 
Mtrle,  the  blackbird. 
M«rran,  AlaTian. 
M«jj  /oilin,   Afajj   Juhn,    the   parish 

priest,  the  minister. 
Mesiin^  0  cur^  3  mongrel. 
Midden,  a  dunghill. 
Midden-creels,  manure-baskets. 
Midden  dub,  mlddea  puddle. 
Middtn-hoU^  1  Kutter  at  the  botlom 

of   the   duTigtiMl. 
Milking  thirty  the  milking  shed* 
Afim,   prim,   affecredly   meek:- 
Mim-mOH*d.  prira-Tipf]*d. 
M%n\  mind,  remembrance. 
Mind,  to  remember,  to  b«ar  in  mind. 
Minnie,  mother^ 
Mifk,  dark. 

Mtjia',  to  miscall,  to  «bii»e. 
Mtjhanter,  mishap. 
Miiicar^d,   miacbievatif,  tllJfnanntrly. 
MUiak.  misuWe* 
MijfteHk,  mistook, 
Mither,    motber. 
hfirtie-ma^tie^  Cotifufted* 
Menie^  many,  ^ 

M&ott,  cnimbltngr  earth,   grsTfl. 
MoQp,  to  nibble,   to  keep  c]us«  com* 

paoy,  to  meddle. 
JffftliV,  dusty, 
J#ou'    the  moDth. 
M&udiewefts,  Enoles, 
MMchU,  V.  mtikie. 
Musiirj'kaii,  bc^?Htss  hrrvth, 
Mttsehkin^  an  English   pint. 

Not  nae,  no,  not. 

Northing^  ndthinp^  nothing, 

Naiff.  a  nag, 

f^ant^  none. 

Nappy,  ale*  liquor. 

Natch,     »     dotcbjnr     implemsot; 

abuse. 
Neebor^  neibor^  neighbor. 
Netdntt.  needn't, 
Ne**k,  nttifk,  a  nook«  a  coroer, 
ygui'ca'di  i^ewly  djiTco, 


JVtVfr    (Autd>r    Nickie-hwn,    1    name 

of  Ibe  Devil. 
Nick,   to  sever;   to   slit;   (o  n^l,  to 

seize  away, 
Nickie-beHt  t,  A'icA, 
Nick'Hacktt4t  curiositiei, 
Nicks,   cuts;    the   tlnga   on   a   cow' 

boms* 
Nitst,  next. 
Nievt,  Um  £ft 
Nitvt-fii',  fistfuL 
Ntfer^  exchange, 
Wif^  a  tint, 
Nif,  not, 
N^cht,  nothing. 
Narhnd^  northcfn, 
Nowt,  naiL-te,  cattle. 

0\  of. 

0*ervitrd,  tha  reCrtin;  catchword. 

Ofiie,  any, 

Qr,  cre^  before, 

Orra,  extra* 

O't,  of  it. 

OMifht,  *ught, 

Ou£rAi/ifur,    0M^A(/ittr«    9Ught   in    the 

least;  at  iV 
Ottrigt  shivering,  drooping, 
Ottf/ffr,  unboufted* 
Owre,  over,   too. 
OkU'«,  oxen. 
OtBthtyr.  author. 
OMUr'd,  held  up  under  tlt«  : 


Pttf^k  an*  thick.  confidrntiaL 
Paidlr,  to  p&ddle.  to  wad«;  to  watic 

with  a  weak  action. 
PttidU^  nail-bag. 
F0inck^  the  pHunch, 
FattrickM    a   partridge;    used  aqiUTO- 

callj  of  a  wanton  girl. 
Panp,  to  cram- 
Parish  tn,  the   paHah. 
Parriuh,  porridge. 
Parritchpais,  porridge-potS. 
Pai^  pot 
Pat.  put 

Paitlt,  ptttif,  a  plow-staff. 
Paughty,  hnuf^^hty. 

Paukir,    ptmky,    pawkie,    artflJi   llf* 
Pfchan,  the  stomach, 
Frchin,  panting,  blo\ring. 
Prnny-fee,  wage  in  money, 
Prnnv-iiififep,  ttaaU  beer. 
Frtlir,  t.   tattle. 
PhiiibtQ,  tbe  Highlander'^  bilL 
Phraisin^   fljlT<:Hng,  wheedling, 
Pkrasift  to  Batter,  to  w  be  edit, 
PU-bie,  a  few.  a  little 
Pini  <Scoti),  three  imperial  piatS^ 
Pit.  put, 

PjTdiradi.  proctamatioRs. 
Piack.  lour  pennies  (Scot*)* 
Piocklesj^   pennilesa. 
Pluiden,   cuar«e  woolen  cl«th« 
Plaisitr,  plaattTt 
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PltnUh'd.  ModEcd. 

PUugh.  pUw,  >  plow. 

PlukU,  •  trick. 

PKvtr,  *  plorer. 

Pock,  a  poke,  a  bac,  a  wallet. 

Poind,  to  aetze,  to  dutrain,  to  im- 
potmd. 

Poortilh,  iWTCTty. 

Pom,  to  pall. 

Pouch,  pocket. 

Ponk,  to  poke. 

Pouptt,  palpit. 

Pout*^  a  poah. 

Pouuto,  a  hare  (alao  a  eat). 

PonthoT,  powtkcT,  powder. 

Poutt,  chidca. 

Pom,  the  pon.  the  head. 

Pownio,  a  Donj. 

i'ow't,  palled. 

Prr«'d,  pried  (proved),  tatted. 

Prcon,  a  pin. 

Prmt,  print 

Prif,  to  taste. 

Priff,  proof. 

Prij/gin,  haggling. 

PrxmtU,  dim.  of  prim,  predae. 

Provettt,  provosts. 

Pm'.  to  pull. 

Puadock-stooU,  toadstools,  mush- 
rooms. 

Puir,  poor. 

Pun  .  pund.  pound. 

Pursie,  dim.  of  purse. 

Puttie,  a  bare. 

Pyrt,  a  magpie. 

Pj**.  to  pick. 

Pyltt,  grains. 

Jual,  quit,  quitted. 

Jmean,  a  young  woman,  a  lass. 

Jueir,  choir. 

ju«>,  s  young  cow. 

Juietlin'tnst,  quietly. 

Jue',  quod,  quoth. 

Rab,  rob. 

Raae,  rode- 

/fflr/>,  a  rope. 

Ragweed,  ragwort. 

Raiblet,  recites  by  rote. 

Rair,  to  roar. 

Rairin.  roaring. 

Rair't,  roared. 

Raite,  rase,  rose. 

Raise,  to  excite,  anger. 

Romfeewl'd,  exhausted. 

Ram$unthoch,  vurly. 

Ram-ttam,  headlong. 

Randie,  lawless^  obstreperous. 

Randie,  randf,  a  scoundrel,  a  rascal. 

Rant,  to  rollick,  to  roister. 

Rantt,  merry  meetings;  rows. 

Rope,  V.  raep. 

Rafloch,  homespun. 

Rath,  a  rush. 

Rath-butt,  a  clump  of  rashes. 


JCukjr,  mthr. 

Rattom,  niton,  a  rat. 

Ratlou-key,  the  rat'^iaagr. 

RoucU,  roach,  bitter,  ftor^ 

Rttugki,  reached. 

Rata,  a  row. 

Rax,  to  stretch,  to  ffSlfiML 

Ream,  cream,  foam. 

Ream,  to  cream,  to  1 

Reave,  to  rob. 

Rebute,  rebuff. 

Red,  adrised,  afraid. 

Red,  rede,  to  adriae,  to  !».,.•■ 

Red-wat-tkod,  red-wet.aiiod. 

Red-mud,  stark  mad. 

Reek,  amoke. 

Reekie,  reeky,  amol^. 

Reettit,  scorched. 

Reeitit,  refused  to  go. 

Reif,  thiering. 

Remead,  remedy. 

Ricklet,  small  stacks  of  eorn  in  te 

fields. 
Riff,  plunder. 
Rig,  a  ridge. 

Riggiu,  the  roof-tree,  the  rooL 
Rigtfoodie,  lean. 
Riu,  to  run. 
Rifp,  a  handftil   of  corn  from  the 

Ripfitin-kame,  the  wool  or  flax  comb. 

Ritkit,  cracked. 

Rije,    to   split,    to    tear,    to    tug,  ts 

burst. 
Rock,  a  distaff. 
Rockiu,  a  social  meeting. 
Roon,  round,  shred. 
Roote,  to  praise,  to  flatter. 
Roote,  reputation. 
Rootty,  rusty. 
Rattan,  a  rat. 
Roun',  round. 

Roupet,  exhausted  in  voice. 
Routh,  T.  rowth, 
Routhie,  well-stocked. 
Row,   rowe,  to   roll;    to  flow,  as  a 

river;  to  wrap. 
Rovete,  to  low,  to  bellow. 
Rotelk,  plenty,  a  store. 
Roeet,  resin. 

Run-aeilt,  downright  devils. 
Rung,  a  cudgel. 
Runki'd,  wrinkled. 
Runt,  a  cabbage  or  colewort  (talk. 
Ryke,  to  reach. 

Sab,  to  sob. 

Sae,  so. 

Soft,  soft. 

5oir,  sore,  hard,  severe,  atTong. 

Soir,  to  serve. 

Sair,  saiirly,  sorely. 

Sairie,  sorrowful,  sorry. 

Sail,  shall. 

Sandy,  Sannack,  dim.  of  Alexander. 

Sark,  a  shirt. 
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Sought  ibxt  willow* 

SQVtX    Aouh 

Sa^mont,  tawm^ni.  the  mIzdijd. 
SiiiiMi,  uinL 
Samit  salL 

SAmt*b^€ktu,  V,  hackett. 
Svm,  to  sow. 

jTox,  six. 
Sc^tf  to  MSfe, 

5<ratAr,   f^oiVA,   damaffe;   v.  fjIdtiA. 

Seandf  to  tcald. 

Seaitt,  *cold. 

Scauld,  to  «cQld. 

Seaur,  afraid:  apt  to  be  *caired, 

^nwr,   «   jutting    rock   or  tMuik   of 

drtfa,     . 
Seho,  the. 

Sf^itip,  a  soft  Hour  cake. 
^Ci^fiiirr',  <itsfiurt, 

Scraichin,   calling  boairsely. 
Scrtgdt  a  rip,  a  rtot- 
^ETrr^i,  to  repeat  raptdJ^t  to  rattle. 
Scritckin^  Bcre«diing, 

Scn*vitt^  carecnng. 

S<Timj>il^  icanty. 

Scroffb*f^  icrofjsy,  scmbby, 

5«iWiidJ>>',  bawdrj. 

Sf*'d,  saw. 

Srin'nj,    freehold   pos&eaucmb 

5^f,  J*/',  setl.  self. 

5Wrd    Jdn,  MlcL 

Stm-pU.  simple. 

Stn\  send. 

^#f,  to  ict  o^-  to  itar^ 

j'ff/^  bceomts^ 

ShachVd,  shaprltn^ 

Shaird,   %hzt.u.,   shards 

i£'kdnj£rott,   a   cleft  stidc. 

^hoHiM^  fhall  not. 

SkaMi.  ihaJlow. 

Shot'ff,  a  fuouy  fellow. 

Sjiiat-ir,  trick. 

Jl^dv,  a  wood, 

5A4fP»  to  fthciw» 

Shtartr.  a  reaper. 

Shftp  shank,   a    fhccp'fl   tfOttcr;    Bof 

sh£itpshjrtk   &iinr=a  pcnoD  oC   no 

imalJ  importance. 
Sht^ly,   wKolly, 
Sh^*r^,  scisftora. 
ShtTta-mcer,  sheriff eauir. 
Shrugkf  a  ditcli,  a  furrow;  gutter. 
Sktult^  ahook. 
Skut,  t  flhed,  cottacc 
Skill,  thrill. 
Skoff.  a  ahakc 
Skeol,  a  «boTe1. 
Skacn,  iboev- 

Skort,  to  offer,  to  threaten, 
5hort  jrynr,  a  little  while  ago. 
Sh^itidna,  should  not* 


SJiomtktr    sh&wiktr,   «houJder. 
Shurt,  short  (<iid  fiJltear). 
Si€,  such. 
Siccan,  8u<;h  a, 

AVcit^T.  steady,  eertftin;  jicktr  scarg 
=8trict  condittona. 

SiiUr,  stiver;  moaej  ia  gcmetml* 

Simmtr^  suminer. 

Sin,  son. 

Sin',  since. 

Sindry^  ^undir* 

^intf*-*,  singed.  shrfYeled. 

5't'in^  the  suu^ 

Stntiy,  mnny. 

Skaitk,  damage, 

Skfitak,  ikUffh,  skittish. 

SktUum,  a  jood'for-nothinj, 

Sheip,  «  ibp,  a  «inack. 

Siifip,  to  Epank;  rktlpin  at  it= 
^  dnvin^  at  it. 

Skrlpit-hmmer's'fact,  a  technical 
term  in  female  icoidioff  (R.   B.). 

Sktlvy^  shelvf, 

Skitffh,  T.  Mkriffh, 

Skinkiitfff  waierr. 

Skinkiin,   glittenng. 

Skirl,  to  cry  or  lound  ihrfllf. 

Skient^  a  slant,  a  turn. 

5AJffif.  to  ^lant,  to  squJnt,  to  cheat 

Skouik,  Kcop'e. 

Sf^riech,  a  scream. 

Skneoh,  to  iii^ream,  to  wMnny. 

Skyhtit  flaring. 

SXi^te^  5C}uirt,  laih* 

Sl^adf,  *lid. 

5101',  the  P^or. 

5/o/>,  a  breach  In  a  fence;  ft  gBte, 

5"fow,  slow. 

J/ftf,  sly,  in^nioui, 

SUfHi,  »lepfc»  cral^, 

Slidd'ry,  alivp^ry, 

5f^JtrH.  to  tlake. 

Slyp^tt  alippcd. 

Smo'.  atiuill. 

Smrddum^  a  powder. 

SmrfA",  ftmoke. 

Smidd.v,  tmtthy. 

Sm  oGr'  d,   smothered. 

Stncittie,  smutty^ 

Smyint,  a  tmall  collection;  A  litter, 

Snakin,   ineerinj, 

Stiaf,  smart. 

S-Hupper,  to  ftumble. 

Srtasn,  abuse. 

SitoTff.  snow. 

Snam-br&^,  »now-brev  (melted  mo w)» 

Smtd^  to  lopi,  to  prune. 

Srteeshirt  milL  a  inuiT-hox. 

Sntli,  bitter,  biting. 

Snick  ^  a  latch;  tnich'-dtaufinff^: 
scheming;  ke  wett  a  inick  can 
drow=\iti  {s  good  at  cheatinc. 

Srtirttff   to   Eoigger. 

Srtoodj^  filleta  won  by  maitts. 

Snoot,  to  Cftage,  to  aaab. 
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S*M9*,  to  ro  •lowir. 

Snwktt,  muffed. 
Sadgtr,  leaf,  a  »l<lier. 
Sontif,     leniy,     plcMU^ 
tvrcct.  jollf. 

ScONt,    to    BWIEQ. 

SaueK  *■  M^ 

^'ffVJ^.  fudc 

Seuf*.  tuf,  liquid 

^OMlrr,   cobbler, 

SotBtnj,  porridge  of  Ml 

Sowpif  sup&. 

St>wrh«  to  bum  or  wtuitl^  id  «  lew 

tone. 
So-aithtr,  to  aDtder. 
S^a«,  to  forcUU. 
Sfaiit,  chips. 

Sfain;    to   •plMb:  to  letter. 
Spakf  spbk«. 
^at#J,  floodi. 
3^ani'.  ib(  iparin. 
Sfavit,  tpaTtnci]. 
S^ran,  to  mu. 
Spr^l,  m  flood. 
^f  r<(.  to  climb. 
Sfftr,  ifitr,  (a  aik. 
Sfrtt,  to  K01. 
Sftnct,  the  gtaUyt. 
SptT,  V.  iftrr. 
^Uitchon    pouch. 
Stiort,  *  {nlic;  *  uronuL 
SffKliri.  daiDtwrtd. 
S^raltU,  ftcnitible. 
S^fcklrd,  speckled. 
.S^'h^,  «  quick  tunc;  a  djuicc. 
Spriit\e^  full  of  roots  or  sprouts   (2 

kind  of  rtHh). 
Sp*vi}it   ipruce, 

^Fnxjt,^  ■  match:  a  ipark;  fire,  spirit. 
^^unHr,  fn!J  01  ftpirit, 
5'piirtAiVj  liquor,  spirits. 
Sp^nhiftf     jjack.0 -iaotcros,      mll^o'* 

iHspfl. 
SfMrtl*-bto4t,  the  pot^stick. 
SovatUr^  to  flap. 
SqnalsU,  to  aqaat;  to  settle 
Si<Kkrr,  to  tottsr. 
Slaff^4f   dim.  of  tttig, 
Staio,  ■  younc  bone. 
ftan  ,  stand. 
SfJKr,  stone. 
Slan'l,  wood. 
Stang,  Ming. 
^owJr,  a  moat;  a  pond* 

S>Qf.    to    «tOp. 

Slafptr^  a  stopper. 

^fdPS,  strdnff, 

Stiirni»,  dim.  of  ttarn,  (tar. 

S'larn/,  stars, 

Slaritr,  to  course. 

5tfli»»ir<l,   half-wilted. 

StffWf  a  stall. 

Stow,  to  surfeit;  to  sicken, 

f  tav,  itole. 


Slfthin^  eramndng, 
Stftt,  a  stiteh. 
Sletk.  10  shut;  u 
if*rr     to    sUrj    lo 
with. 

St*U,  a  stilL 

5l««.  a  leap:  a  sprinf, 

Sim'l.  sprang. 

Sttmiti,  erected;  set  cm  high. 

Smtt,  assessmeats,    ' 


SlnrU, 


SUbbif-ri^,  chief  reaper. 

Stic^-an-sunff,   CDttipIetclT. 

Still,   lijTip  (with  the  aid  of  siild]. 


SluHpart.  a  qoirter  peck. 

Stirki  a  younf  hu'lock. 

Stock,  a  plant  of  cahbage;  celcswl 

Staitfd,  stuiobJed. 

StoUerd,  ctag;;eT«d, 

Sloor,  harsh,  alem. 

Stou^',  pang,  throbk 

Stourt,  dtist, 

Sianrit,  dusty. 

Slowk    stolen. 

StemMliiu,  hf  italltk. 

Sieyit.  to  sltner. 

Slrat  itath,  d»th  hi  ic&  fi  1 

straw). 
Slaik,  to  nroke. 
Sirak,  struck. 
Sttsne,  stroag. 
5'frd«(7hf.  straighL 
StroHBlil.  to  stretch. 
Strttkil,  stretched. 
Siriddlf,  lo  straddle. 
^Fron*;,  lanted. 
Slrunt,  liqudf. 
Str^nt,  to  fwagver. 
Sfuddie,  an  anvil. 
Simmfif,    dim.    of    ttmnf;  % 

quill. 
5i*n,  worry,  trmibtft. 
Sttrt,  to  fret:  to  weX- 
Sinrtix,  frigihted,  aUggefc^ 
Stym*.  the  faintcM  trace. 
.Var*^.  vugar. 
Slid,  should. 
5k  pit.    »u0fi,    ngb,    nMU,    •aili 

swish. 
5ii«pA,  cfcurL 
Sufif.  ftoots. 
.^Mf^ifiTfi.  soucbenb 

Sa'oird,  sward. 

Svatfd,  swelled- 

5ti>a)fJ^.  timber. 

Sminkin,  strapping  fello«m. 

Sotap.  exchange. 

Snetptd,  swDppeil, 

Stvarf.  to  swoon, 

Saal,  sweated. 

Swatch,  sample. 

Snxtts,  new_  ate. 

Smitl,  eu(L 
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Steirlit,  twisted,  knaffsy* 
Swith,  haste;  off  »i\d   aw»y. 
Swilkrr,  doubt,  hraitKtitm, 

SwOOIji^   IWLIIl* 

SwOffr,  swore. 

Sybiw,  «  young  union. 

Syntj  «itice»  ttaen. 

Taek,  possessioa,  leuck 

Tatktt,  iko^oaiL 

Tor,  to* 

Tm,  toe. 

To* V,  toed. 

T^ed,  toad. 

To^K,  token. 

To#l,  small  quantity. 

Tairgt,  to  target. 

Tak,  take. 

7i«H,  told. 

Tsne,  one  tn  contratt  to  other. 

'faitgi,  toags. 

Top,  top. 

TapttiesSf  lienselei^. 

T^pwiott)  topmoEFt. 

Tapptt-htHt     a     created     hett  .shaped 

bottle     holding     three     quitrts     of 

claret. 
Tap-ficklt,  the  grain   at  the  t«f  of 

the  stalk. 
Tapmtttrrit,  lopji'turvjr. 
Targe t  to  exauune. 
TarroiB,   to  tairjr;    to   be   reluctant; 

to  murtnur:  to  trcar/. 
T^ssi*,  a  gobiet. 
Ton*,  talk. 
Tauld,  told. 
Taw'c,  traeisWe. 
Tatepit,  a  fooliih  woaiao. 
Tairiea,  matted. 
Ttaij,  small  quattlltitti 
Teen,  vexation. 
TtWd.  lold. 
Trmftr.^,  a   6ddl»-p«i!   the   rego- 

lattog  idn  of  tli«   •pfniiiiig-vrheel. 
Tnu,  heed. 

Tent,  to  tend;  to  heed;  Is  obwrte. 
TeKtie.  watchful,  c«reful«  heedful. 
Tenlier^  more  watchfal. 
Trniluj,  eareleta. 
Teeter,  an  old  stiver  coin  about  iSa. 

pence  in  value, 
Tfugh,  tough. 
Teuk,  took. 
Thock,   Uiitch;   ihntk  and   ra^r=:lh* 

eovcfio^  of  a  faouae,  and  so,  home 

necesiitJcs. 
Thae,  thoK. 

TLairm,  imall  guti;  catgut  (a  fiddle- 
string), 
Tkectnl.  tbatohed. 
Thtgither,  together. 
Thick,  V.  foili  on'  thtei. 
Tiutvilesi.  forbiddini,  tpileM. 
Thiegin,  begsing. 
Thir.  these. 
Thi^i.  thrilled. 


Tholr,  to  endure;  to  suffer, 

rADU.fr,  thou  sbalt. 

Thoae,  thaw. 

Thowlest    laey,  u»cles«. 

Thrang,  busy;  thronging  in  crowds, 

Thrang,  a  tarong. 

ThrttppU,  the  wiodpipc. 

Throve,  Iwenty-four  iheaTiea  of  cam, 

ThtaWt   a  twist. 

Tftr-ato,  to  twist;  to  turn]  to  thwart, 

Thra-a'l,   tbroefi. 

Threap,  maintain,  argue, 

Threetome,  trio. 

ThrettetK,  thirtoeiL 

Thretty,  thirty. 

Thriiile    thistle. 

Thrifted,  thirsted. 

Throujih,     ftiak     to     (knM>0'>=make 

good. 
Throu'ther     {through     other),     ptl^ 

mell. 
Thummart,  polecat. 
Thy   tane,  alone. 
Tight,  sin,  prejared. 
Till.  to. 
Tiirt.  to  It. 

Timmer,  timber,  material. 
Tine,  to  lose;  to  be  loA* 
7i"il *!»»■,  tinker. 
Tint,  lost. 

Tippence,  twopence. 
Tiy.  V.  taop. 
Tirt,  to  strip. 

Tiri,  to  knock  foi  entrance. 
Titket,  the  other, 
Tittli»,  whiipering. 
Tocktr,  dowry. 
TQChet,  to  give  a  dowry. 
Tocker^gude.  marriafe  partioa. 
Tod,  the  fox. 
To-fa',  the  fall. 
ToopB,  empty, 
T&op,  tupi  ram. 
Ton,  the  toaai. 
To%n,  town;  farm  iMadtnf. 
TovJte,  abauar. 
To%t,  biait. 
TtJiB,  flax,  a  rope. 
Towm»^nd,  tiyvm&nt,  a  twclvprtiontlt 
Torpiing,   rumpling   (equivocal). 
Tovie,  to  totter. 
Tone,  flosbej  with  drink. 
Tramj.  shafts,. 
Transmogrify,  change, 
Triuhttir,  small  traib. 
Trewt.  trouurs. 
Trig,  neat,  trim, 
TriitkHn,  flowing. 
Trin'te,  the  wbe^l  of  «  barrow, 
Troffoetf  packman. 
Ttoggin,  wares. 
Trek*,  to  barter. 
TroMte,  trouMrt, 
Trowtk,  in  truth, 
TrtHu^,  a  jew'j  harp. 
Tryitt,  a  fair:  a  cattle-mvkte. 


1 

^■■H 

3ABY                               ^^H 

^'"V 

em                          GLOS! 

■      Trytttd,    IppoSlrteA 

W^ri-lvmt.  loot                                 ^^ 

H     TryitfMfft   mrctiiiK. 

(Karr,  trjfJJ,  world.                                 1 

■    Tulyit,  luiiU,  n  ti]uabbl«;  «  tiiwlei 

tf-'ar/tfirjl-    a  nicard.                              ^^J 

■    TtM,  two. 

irirr.v,  •v<irMJ>,  worldlr.              ^H 

■    TaM/dH/ti.  twotold,  double. 

IFarran.  wamot.                              ^^^1 

)f«ni>,  wone.                                     ^^^| 

ntfhl. 
TotUffniti*  worth,  ■  pennr   mrtli 

Ivtrttt,  want  It.  wrestle                ^^H 

H'mi,  wett.                                        ^^1 

(Enfluh  Taoaey). 

fyaitrit,  vutt.                                 ^^M 

■     Te£'(>-fhrr^,  two  OT  three. 

Wat.  wet.                                                ^^ 

tfji,  jrof,  know.                                          1 

V     T'sra.v*  two. 

Haftr./ij.     water-foot     (tbe     rhw*!     1 

T«»,    lu'inr,    to    rob;    to    dtprive; 

■oouib).                                                   I 

bereftvc* 

Want-kttftti.  T.  ktitin.                       1 

Ttpitf/f,  A  twist;  a  iprvin. 

H'aKif*.  to  wobble.                   J 

Ty**,  ft  dng, 
Tjiiay,  Tueidsy. 

K'liKoiil,  a  draft.  ^^^^^M 
K'dHjt,  to  awake.                      ^^^^^H 

.iwaken.                ^^^^^^H 

rinV.  oil. 

harav.          ^^H 

C^fifhdiiO%  dfta^rflUB. 

_^^ 

V^cc,  rcnurkably,  uuc<>tnjnonly,  ex- 

^^^^^^H 

ecisivcly. 

^^^^^^H 

l7»fo,    remarkthle,    ttncoimnan,    ter- 

W'aur   to  worsL                       ^^^^^^H 

rible  («fc»stii;). 

lf\lBr;.   worfted.  beat,                       ^^^1 

Vnca$,    Btwt,    ittiose    things,    woo- 

Wtitn   Twee  one),  a  rlrJML               ^^^| 

itn. 

IJ'rixRffl.   babze».                                       ^^H 

Vnktnd,  inilcoDx-R. 

IVtason,  weasand.                                       V 

Viuiektr,  uncertain. 

Wfcht,  a  ixKaiure  for  cyjbu                    1 

Vntiaithei,  unhurt. 

[i're,  a  little;  41  wt*=^  ihort  ^MfiC     1 

Utquabat,  %iqu4b«t,  whiiliT. 

or  time.  1 
tlVf  tkinai,  children.  1 
H'reJ,  well.                                          ^J 

VainttUt  proud. 

Vtn.  Tsry. 

Wifl-fi^rtd,  well-faTored.             ^^^H 

Virlt,  rings. 

Witl-ontifi,  well  .going.  ^^H 
H'etl-hain'd,  welf-uved.                 ^^^ 

Vittlr.  victual,  gram,  food. 

Vetit,  vuo. 

or  hat).                                                 J 

Wa'j  waa,  a  wall. 
Wai,  t  web. 

Wirtma,  wttt  not.                                 ^^^fl 

H'ttt,  we  ahal).                             ^^H 

WabttiT,  a  weaver. 

^Vjf/iH.  western.                             ^^^H 

(f'iKl,  to  wanr. 

Wad    to  wed. 

H'Aa,                                           ^^^^H 

H-'htnxlt,  wheexe.                     ^^^^^^H 

Wo/,  would,  would  have. 
Wad^a,  would  liave. 

H'ibaJort,  whelped.                 ^^^^H 

H'ham,  whom.                          ^^^^^^H 

Widtia,  would  not. 

tVktm,  wbeo.                          ^^^H 

Wadittf  a  mort^a^e. 

rChoBV,  s  ahlTC.                     ^^^H 

Wat,  woful,  •orrowful. 

tfkane.  flog.                           ^^^H 

War,  wo;  wa^t  ffi^=wo  ia  lo  mtm 

l^kor,  tihari,  where,             ^^^^^H 

fVoftuckf,  alajl 

tVhtt'r,  wbnae.                         ^^^^H 

Ffsf  agorlk,  wo  befall. 

Wka't,  who  ia.                        ^^^^^H 

iVair,  V.  tforr. 

IVkatf.  wboie.                             ^^^H 

WaU,  to  cbooie. 

H'lisr  for.  vihatfen,  wkeiefclfcTl^W 

W</«.  choice. 

lf'Aaf««,  what.                               ^'T^™ 

VfaH*.  wawlit,  ciiolcc,  antple.  Urge. 
Waltsp,  to  kick;  to  daniS:  to  gal- 

H'Aat  r«c*,  wbit  maClert  nttrenlic.    1 

lea..                                                        J 

lop;  to  dance. 
JValj  fa;  ill  befall! 
Warn*,  the  belly. 

WhaH,  whittled.                               ^^M 

WiMup,  (be  curlew.                        ^^H 

Whaar,  where.                                ^^H 

tVonufoM.  bellyful. 

a' an,  won. 

Whttp,  T.  ftnnj-akttp,  .^^^^H 
tf'lieel>,  jerk.  ^^^^H 
iVhii.  a  fib.                              ^^^H 

WanchancJt^  dan^eraus, 

Wom-eij/u',  reatleis. 

H'U<<4«w.  Kuddmc.                  ^^^H 

}f  or»,  iMir,  to  ipciid;  bcHovr. 

Wkidt,  ■ratubolt.  ^^^H 
WhigmtUtriti,  crotckati       ^^^^^B 

Iraf-r,  worn. 

Worfc,  work. 

^Ain^iK.  whining.                  ^^^^^H 
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Whins,  fane. 

WUrlygigums,  floniishc*. 

Wkitt,  Seaec 

fVIUsth.  whistle. 

Whitttr,  a  draft 

mUtlt.  a  knife. 

Wf,  with. 

Wick   •    bort,    hit    a    carling-^tone 

irfiliqaely  and  tend  it  through  an 

opemng. 
WftTiSOk  his. 
Wft,  with  it. 
WidHiyf,  nUowaworthy. 
WiiSt.  wHggle. 
WM.  eddjr- 
Wigkt,  strong,  stoat. 
WtaMtr,  more  influential. 
WaUttt.  wildcat. 
Wittyart,  disordered. 
Wvntf*>  to  meander, 
rrffi,  won. 
Wi»n,  to  winnow. 
Winna,  will  not. 
Winnin,  winding. 
Winnock,  window. 
Witinock-imnktr,  r.  bvnktr. 
Wiit't.  did  wind. 
Wi»tU,  a  somersault. 
Wintlt,    to    stagger;    to    swing;    to 

wriggle. 
JVina*,  a  earse. 
Wiss,  wish. 
Won,  to  dwell. 
Woniur,  a  wonder. 
(Fm*.  wooL 


WeodU.  wooij,  a  rope   (otiginallr 

of  withes) :  a  gallows  rope. 
WooUts,  twigs,  withes. 
We«*r-i€bt,  ToTe-knota. 
Wordy,  worthy. 
Worttt,  worsted. 
Wortk,  T.  t>a«  tsortk. 
Wnitk,  ^ost. 
Wrung,  wrong. 
Wnd,  wild,  mad. 
Wumblt.  wimhle. 


reproach. 

Kard,  a  garden;  a  stad^vd. 

Yaud,  an  old  mare. 

YtaKngt,  coevals. 

Yttt.iij  (nrilkleai). 

Ytrd,  earth. 

Ytrini,  jerked. 

Yerl,  earl. 

Xf'M.  ye  Shan. 

Yntritn,  last  night 

y«M,  a  gate. 

Ynk,  to  itch. 

Yitt.  ale. 

Ytlhcauf,  a1e«toai>. 

KtW,  yearth,  earth. 

K«ibii,  yoking;  a  spell;  a  day's  work. 

Yon,  yonder. 

'Yont,  beyond. 

Yowo,  ewe. 

yowl*,  dim.  of  ewe;  a  pet  emt, 

Yni^  Christmas. 
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